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To 
WiLUAM  EuiNG,  Esq.,  F. S.A.Scot., 
Glasgow. 


My  dear  Sir, 

An  examination  of  your  rare  Collection  of  the  works  of 
British  Hymo -writers  enabled  me  to  constitute  the  basis  of  the 
present  work.  In  the  perfecting  of  my  design,  I  have  received 
from  you  many  obligations.  Now  that  the  labour  of  nine  years 
is  consummated  in  the  appearance  of  this  volume,  I  inscribe  it 
to  you,  as  a  token  of  i*;v  esteem. 


t.   • 


«  '  • 


That  the  Hymns  contaJpcd  m-  <nh  Collection,  which  have 
cheered  myself  under  the  cloud  of  trial,  may  -prove  a  source  of 
consolation  to  you  in  the  ^fOlhf  of  years,'- aitd  may  be  to  both 
of  us  a  foretaste  of  the  Songs  of  the  Redeemed,  is  the  earnest 
desire  and  prayer  of 

My  dear  Sir, 
Your  very  obedient  faithfid  servant, 

CHARLES   ROGERS. 
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PREFACE. 


Song  is  the  eternal  exponent  of  Divine  praise.  Ere  the 
world  was  framed,  "the  morning  stars  sang  together;" 
the  saints  shall  "  come  to  Sion  with  songs,"  when  the 
present  visible  creation  has  passed  away.  The  chosen 
people  found  expression  to  their  most  fervent  aspira- 
tions in  the  harmony  of  numbers.  The  triumph  at  the 
Red  Sea  was  celebrated  by  Moses  and  Miriam  in  strains 
of  loftiest  poetry.  As  his  heart  exulted  in  the  manifes- 
tations of  Divine  goodness,  the  royal  Psalmist  breathed 
forth  his  incomparable  lyrics.  Solomon  uttered  his  soul- 
stirring  lays,  as  he  contemplated  the  boundless  love  of 
a  coming  Saviour.  In  strains  of  heaven-^Tapt  imagery, 
Isaiah  celebrates  the  glory  of  Gospel  times.  And  when 
the  light  of  the  Gospel  dispensation  dawned,  how  mar- 
vellously simple  and  hallowed  was  that  song  by  which 
angels  sung  an  incarnate  God, — a  Saviour  bom! 

The  Redeemer  dwelt  in  the  lowlier  vale  of  human 
life.     He  sought  not  the  praises  of  the  unstable  multi- 
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tude,  whose  hallelujahs  were  so  soon  to  be  exchanged 
for  the  ejaculations  of  "  Away  with  Him !  crucify  Him !" 
Yet  in  token  that  the  psalm  of  thanksgiving  and  the 
anthem  of  praise  should  be  acceptable  under  the  system 
of  worship  He  came  forth  to  constitute,  His  virgin 
mother  was  inspired  to  sing  of  the  glory  of  His  reign ', 
and  in  the  immediate  prospect  of  His  sufferings,  at  the 
paschal  supper,  He  sung  a  hymn  >vith  His  disciples.  To 
His  people  in  every  age  it  was  to  be  enjoined  that  they 
should  "  in  psalms,  and  hymns,  and  spiritual  songs,"  sing 
and  "  make  melody  "  in  their  hearts  to  the  Lord. 

The  zeal  of  the  Christian  Fathers  was  manifested  in 
their  love  of  the  Divine  harmonies.  Many  hymns  of 
the  Latin  Church  are  still  treasured  as  the  noblest  be- 
quests of  the  times  wherein  they  were  written.  During 
the  middle  ages,  when  the  Church  seemed  to  have  sunk 
into  a  profound  slumber,  the  occasional  aspiration  of 
sacred  numbers  proved  almost  the  only  sign  that  the 
light  had  not  been  finally  extinguished.  Long  before  the 
era  of  Reformation,  congregational  praise-giving  had 
ceased ;  yet  the  hymns  used  in  the  choral  services  testi- 
fied, to  the  learned  at  least,  as  to  the  heartfelt  worship 
»which  alone  is  acceptable  to  God. 

When  Luther  had  successfully  protested  against  the 
errors  of  the  Romish  faith,  that  illustrious  Reformer  be- 
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Stowed  on  the  Protestant  Church,  as  his  first  gift,  a  book 
of  praise — ^hymns  and  music — composed  by  himself. 
j  Calvin,  and  the  other  leaders  of  the  Reformation,  like- 
f  wise  encouraged  the  people  to  congregational  singing. 
It  is  one  of  the  foundation  stones  of  the  Church  of 
England,  that  any  psalm  or  hymn,  founded  on  Holy 
Scripture,  may  be  sung  by  congregations.  Nonconformist 
Churches  have  been  especially  attached  to  the  use  of 
hyTDns. 

In  the  secret  experience  of  believers,  the  influences  of 
Divine  song  have  been   attested  in   every  age.     The 
forthgivings  of  the  sacred  lyre  have  sustained  converts  in 
renouncing  all    for  the  Gospel's  sake,  have  comforted 
apostles  "  in  the  inner  prison,"  and  strengthened  martyrs 
amidst  the  flames.     The  anthem  of  praise  has  gladdened 
the  sorrowful,  and  cast  on  the  wounded  spirit  the  balm 
of  consolation.     In  the  chamber  of  sickness,  when  even 
the  soothing  voice  of  affection  has  become  irksome,  and 
the  memory  has   almost    lost    its    power,   the    counte- 
nance of  the  dying  has  glowed  with  joy  on  the  repetition 
of  cherished  hymns.      The  hymns  acquired  in  childhood 
prove  the  only  friends  which  survive  to  comfort  old  age. 

A  great  impulse  has  lately  been  imparted  to  hymno- 
k)gical  studies.  Collections  of  hymns  are  constantly 
being  issued,  and  persons  endowed  with  the  gift  of 
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song  are  consecrating  their  genius  to  the  service  of  th^ 
sanctuary. 

The  Editor  of  the  present  work  has  endeavoured  tx^ 
provide  a  Collection  suitable  for  all  the  Churches.  ,  In 
accomplishing  his  design,  he  has  devoted  himself  to 
three  departments, — ^the  presentation  of  approved  and 
classical  hymns,  the  restoration  of  the  original  texts, 
and  the  assignment  of  each  composition  to  the  proper 

author. 

Respecting  the  first  department,  the  Editor  has,  by 
arranging  the  hymns  under  their  several  authors,  in 
alphabetical  order,  avoided  the  difficulty  attendant  on 
procuring  hymns  suitable  to  particular  occasions,  whidi 
has  led  not  a  few  of  his  predecessors  to  the  adoption 
of  compositions  unworthy  of  a  place  in  the  national 
psalmody.  He  has  made  his  selections  with  the  utmost 
care,  and  has  only  inserted  those  compositions  which 
seemed  to  combine  devotional  fervour  with  poetical 
excellence. 

The  restoration  of  the  original  texts  has  proved 
a  task  singularly  arduous.  Nearly  every  hymn,  which 
has  been  adopted^  by  compilers,  has  been  altered  or 
mutilated.  These  textual  interferences  have  occurred 
with  the  most  untiring  persistency,  and  in  quarters  alto- 
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gether  unexpected.  Only  in  rarest  instances  have  the 
alterations  proved  to  be  improvements.  As  a  rule,  the 
innovations  have  marred  the  harmony,  destroyed  the 
rhythm,  and  even  altered  the  sense  of  the  original 
wntcrs. 

The  task  of  restoration  would  have  been  simple,  had 
the  latest  or  best  editions  of  the  different  authors  been 
readily  attainable.  But  it  has  been  otherwise.  Though 
the  Editor  has  enjoyed  advantages  which  were  certainly 
never  before  possessed  by  any  compiler  of  sacred  song, 
he  has  frequently  had  to  search  for  a  course  of  years  for 
particular  originals.  His  researches  were  commenced  in 
1857;  and  though  he  cannot  accuse  himself  of  any  lack 
of  diligence,  he  has  been  enabled  to  procure  some  ori- 
ginal readings,  only  as  these  pages  have  been  passing 
through  the  press. 

In  the  department  of  authorship,  the  Editor  has  pro- 
rided  brief  memoirs  of  the  hymn^writers,  and  these  often 
from  original  sources  of  information.  He  has  ascer- 
tained the  authorship  of  many  hymns,  hitherto  of  un- 
detemiined  origin,  and  has  assigned  to  the  veritable 
writers  compositions  heretofore  ascribed  to  others. 

These  researches,  may,  in  the  estimarion  of  some, 
be  but  of  small  value.      By  every  true  lover  of  our 
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national  h)rmn  literature,  the  Editor  feels  other  senti- 
ments will  be  entertained.  What  reader  of  Holy  Scrip- 
ture is  content  to  know  that  certain  passages  which 
especially  edify  him,  are  contained  somewhere  in  the  in- 
spired volume  ?  Does  he  not  rejoice  to  associate  those 
precious  texts  with  the  particular  writer, — ^whether  pro- 
phet, or  evangelist,  or  apostle, — ^as  well  as  with  his  cir- 
cumstances at  the  period  when  his  inspired  utterances 
were  given  forth?  In  like  manner  does  the  Christian 
believer  seek  to  possess  every  fragment  of  Divine  truth ; 
he  could  not  bear  an  abridgment  of  the  sacred  word. 
Modem  hymn-writers,  though  not  inspired  like  the  sweet 
singer  of  Israel,  have  generally  been  persons  of  enlarged 
Christian  views.  To  their  lyres  they  have  sung  of  Christ, 
as  they  personally  experienced  Him.  No  curtailed  or 
interpolated  expression  of  such  deep  and  genuine  feeling 
can  be  acceptable  to  those  who  appreciate  the  tones  of 
the  Gospel  harp.  Surely  it  is  well  that  in  one  work, 
at  least,  the  unabridged  compositions  of  the  British 
hymn-writers  should  find  a  resting-place. 

From  many  unpublished  hymns  offered  for  his  accept- 
ance, the  Editor  has  selected  those  which  he  conceived 
worthy  of  a  place  in  a  national  collection.  Disappoint- 
ment may  be  experienced  by  some  readers,  at  not  find- 
ing in  these  pages  lyrics  which  they  have  long  remem- 
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bered  with  interest  Yet  it  may  be  found,  on  a  careful 
examination,  that  no  truly  classical  British  hymn  has 
been  omitted. 

Consequent  on  the  operations  of  editors,  the  opening 
stanzas  of  many  of  the  best  hymns  have  been  struck 
offj  so  that  the  original  compositions  are  not  recogni- 
sable by  ordinary  readers.  Thus  Bakewell's  beautiful 
Hymn,  beginning — 

"  Hail !  Thou  once  despisM  Jesus," 

is,  in  many  compilations,  commenced  with  the  second 


**  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed." 

And    Keble's   Evening   H)rmn  has  been  so  frequently 
b^n  with 

**  Sun  of  my  soul !  Thou  Saviour  dear  !" 

the  opening  line  of  the  third  verse,  that  the  two  j^reccd- 
ing  verses  have  ceased  to  be  familiar. 

The  Editor  has  introduced  a  few  American  h>Tnn- writers. 
on  account  of  their  particular  compositions  having  been 
so  extensively  used  in  this  country,  and  consequently  so 
much  identified  with  the  national  lyre.  Translations,  or 
versions  of  ancient  and  foreign  hymns,  have  generally 
been  excluded,  as  not  falling  within  the  scope  of  the 
publication.     In  the  Appendix  are  presented  the  me- 


moirs  and  composidons  of  seven  bjmn-writerSy  le^ 
ipecting  whom  satisfactorj  infonnation  could  not  be  ob- 
tained  in  dme  for  the  alphabetical  aziangement  Thiee 
anonymous  hymns  have  likewise  been  included  in  die 
ApfKmdix.  To  the  Notes  at  the  close  of  the  volume  the 
readier  is  referred  for  some  particulars  respecting  the 
hymns  and  their  writers,  which  could  not  conveniently 
Ik;  introrluced  into  the  text 

To  many  kind  friends,  who  have  from  the  outset 
evinced  a  deep  interest  in  his  task,  the  Editor  owes  some 
explanation  for  the  long  postponement  of  the  date  ot 
piililiration.  Five  years  ago,  when  residing  in  a  countiy 
towri|  he  ha^l,  by  relying  on  information  derived  at  second 
hand,  ronr;civcd  himself  justified  in  proceeding  to  press. 
About  two  hundred  pages  of  the  work  were  printed, 
wlicn  on  obtaining  additional  access  to  originals,  he 
found  that  he  had  fallen  into  a  succession  of  errors, 
which  rendered  the  cancelling  of  the  impression  im- 
perative. Kven  at  the  expiration  of  five  years,  three 
additional  cancels  have  been  found  necessary  to  secure 
a  correct  text. 

In  the  course  of  his  recent  labours,  the  Editor  has 
procured  his  information  chiefly  by  personal  research. 
In  the  prosecution  of  his  inquiries,  he  has  made  a  tour 
throughout  the  United  Kingdom,  ransacked  the  public 
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libraries,  and  availed  himself  of  many  private  collections. 
To  his  numerous  correspondents  he  returns  an  expression 
of  his  best  thai^s.  To  the  original  contributors,  and  the 
owners  of  copyright  hymns  who  have  waived  their  pri- 
vil^es  on  his  behalf,  he  is  most  sincerely  grateful. 

He  returns  his  cordial  thanks  to  Anthony  Webb,  Esq., 
Bath,  for  the  use  of  his  ample,  and  in  some  respects 
unique,  hymnological  library.  From  the  Rev.  William 
Raid,  editor  of  the  elegant  "Praise  Book,"  he  ob- 
tained the  use  of  some  rare  and  valuable  hymn-books, 
for  which  he  would  express  his  acknowledgments.  To 
William  Euing,  Esq.,  Glasgow,  his  deepest  gratitude  is 
due,  for  not  only  throwing  open  to  him  his  richly  stored 
library  of  sacred  song,  but  for  kindly  making  purchase 
of  every  work  which  was  essential  to  his  purpose. 

Indefatigable  as  his  labours  have  been,  the  Editor 
acknowledges  that  he  had  only  succeeded  partially  in 
his  undertaking,  unless  for  the  assistance  which  has  been 
rendered  him  by  two  most  accomplished  hymnologists, 
Mr.  C.  D.  Hardcastle,  Keighley,  and  A.  C.  Hobart  Sey- 
mour, Esq.,  Bristol.  Mr.  Seymour  is  the  well  known 
author  of  the  "  Life  and  Times  of  Selina,  Countess  of 
Huntingdon,"  and  has  been  engaged  in  hymnological 
studies  for  upwards  of  half  a  century.  Mr.  Hardcastle 
has  accumulated  a  remarkable  collection  of  the  works  of 
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British  hymn-writers,  and  his  knowledge  in  every  dopoxTt- 
ment  of  hymnology  is  unrivalled.     The  assidmty  wit& 
which  Mr.  Hardcastle  has  applied  himself  to  the  per- 
fecting of  this  work  the  Editor  feels  he  caimot  sufficiently 
prize,  or  too  gratefully  acknowledge. 

It  would  be  unjust  to  one  who  has  diligently  laboured 
in  the  same  field  were  the  Editor  to  conclude  these, 
remarks  without  some  allusion  to  the  "  Book  of  Praise,* 
edited  by  Sir  Roundell  Palmer.  From  this  compilation 
he  has  derived  considerable  assistance;  but  he  cannoc 
withhold  an  expression  of  regret  that  the  learned  Editor, 
while  generally  careful  respecting  the  purity  of  the  text, 
should  so  frequently  have  subjected  the  hymns  selected 
by  him  to  a  process  of  curtailment. 

• 

In  bringing  his  labours  to  a  close,  the  Editor  feds 
he  is  parting  with  an  occupation  which  he  has  long 
cherished  with  delight  But  he  trusts  that  the  result 
will  prove  edifying  to  others.  He  is  not  without  a 
measure  of  hope  that  this  publication  may  be  found  the 
most  authentic  collection  of  the  classic  productions  of 
the  British  Lyre  ever  offered  to  the  public. 

2,  Heath  Terrace, 

Lewisham,  Greenwich. 
NoTc'embery  1866. 


LIST  OF  AXJTHORS. 


PACB 

Mn.  Sanh  Fknrer  ....  x 

,Jowph   

»,  William 

IT,  Bin.  Cedl  Frances. .  9 

a-.WilHain  Liiidsay,D.D.  xa 

iairy,  D.D 15 

UDcs ao 

nrakl    ai 

I.  John a4 

xis 660 

Henry  A.  S 37 

It  Henry  Williams,  Bart.  27 

,  John 29 

liam 645 

,  Anna  Letitia   31 

^mard     37 

,  Henry   38 

,  William  Hilcy     40 

iichard    47 

fiarlcs  48 

R.obcrt  Hall    50 

tVilliam,  M.D 51 

,  Benjamin 53 

Francis 55 

John  56 

John   58 

ih,  Edward  Henry  , , . .  59 

th,  John 60 

lomoA   62 

fhomas    63 

John  Stuart    64 

igh,  D.D 66 

■jLinCi     67 

ndre w  Redman 70 

oratius,  D.D 73 

k,  Jane    80 

John    82 

.Sir  John    84 

fchoiada 87 

inne 89 

ames  Baldwin,  LL.D. . .  90 

arnes  Baldwin    91 

^lm''>n 92 

;,  .\frs.  Elizabeth 95 

ichacl 97 

rtorge 107 

\'iUL\m    188 

sntn  Drummond  108 

>bcrt    Ill 


Burton,  John,  Sen.  1x3 

Burton,  John,  Jun na 

Byrom,John xxo 

ByrQn,Lord  xx8 

Cambridge,  Ada    xxg 

Cameron,  William    laa 

CampbeU,  Thomas   123 

Carlylc,  Joseph  Dacre 125 

Cawood,  John    137 

Cennick,  John    13a 

Charles,  Mrs 136 

Chattcrton,  Thomas     140 

Cobbin,  Ingram 143 

CoUyer,   William    Bcngo,  D.D., 

LL.D 143 

Conder,  Josiah  145 

Cook,  Eliza 150 

Cottle,  Joseph    153 

Cotton,  Natftaniel,  M.D 155 

Cowper,  William    157 

Cowper,  Mrs 648 

Crabbc,  George 166 

Crewdson,  Mrs 649 

Croly,  George,  LL.  D 168 

Grossman,  Samuel     172 

Dale,  Thomas    174 

Davies,  Samuel 178 

Davis,  Thomas 177 

Deck,  James  George    179 

Denny,  Sir  Edward,  Bart 182 

Dickson,  David 187 

Dix,  William  ChatterKm 190 

Doddridge,  Philip,  D.D 191 

Dodds,  James    301 

Drummond,  D.  T.  K 203 

Drummond,    William    Hamilton, 

D.D 206 

Dryden,  John 309 

Edmeston,  James 210 

Edmonstone,  .Sir  Archibald,  Bart.  214 

Elizabeth,  Cli.arlotte 215 

Elliott,  Charlotte 218 

Erskine,  R;il])h 223 

Evans,  Jonathan   653 

Fawcctt,  John 225 

Flowerdcw,  Mrs.  Anne 230 


XVI 


LIST  OF  AUTHORS. 


PACE 

Ford,  Charles  Lawrence 331 

Forsyth,  Christina    333 

Gibbons,  Thomas,  D.D 935 

Gilbert,  Mrs 337 

Godwin,  Mrs 339 

Gough,  Benjamin 341 

Grant,  James .* 344 

Grant,  Sir  Robert 346 

Gray,  Mrs.  James 351 

Grijn[,  Joseph    354 

Grinneld,  Thomas   356 

Gumey,  John  Hampden    359 

Hammond,  William 363 

Hangford,  George  Washington. .  367 

Harcourt,  William  Vernon    ....  369 

Hartj  Joseph 371 

Hastings.  Lady  Flora 376 

Havergal,  WilUam  Henry 378 

Haverg^l,  Frances  Ridley 383 

Haweis,  Thomas,  M.D 384 

Hawker,  Robert,  D.D 388 

Heber,  Reginald,  D.D 391 

Heginbotham,  Ottiwell  397 

Hemans,  Mrs 399 

Herbert,  George  301 

Herrick,  Robert   306 

Hervey,  Mrs 308 

Hill,  Rowland    309 

Holme,  James    310 

Holme,  Thomas 3x4 

Hope,  Henry .'..  317 

HoWj  William  Walsham 318 

Howitt,  Mrs 32X 

Huie,  Richard,  M.D 322 

Hull,  Anna  Matilda 325 

Huntingdon,  Countess  of 654 

Hupton,  Job 327 

Irons,  Joseph 328 

Jonson,  Ben  ^ 330 

Joy,  Jane  Elizabeth 331 

Keble,  John  334 

Kelly,  Thomas      338 

Kempenfelt,  Richard 340 

Ken,  Bishop 356 

Kennedy,  Benjamin  Hall,  D.D.  353 

Kent,  Tonn 360 

Kinloch,  Lord   363 

Latrobe,  John  A. 367 

Luke;  Mrs.  Jemima 369 

Lyte,  Henry  Francis 370 

McCheyne.  Robert  Murray  ....  378 

McComb,  WilUam    382 

MacduflT,  John  Ross,  D.D 384 

Mackay,  Mrs ^  389 

Macleod,  Norman,  D.D 391 

Madan,  Martin 656 


PA< 

Madan.Mrs i 

Mant^  Richard,  D.D 3 

Mamottj  John 3 

Mason,  John 3 

Medley,  Samuel  • ..«. 

Mennel,  Miss 

Merrick,  James 

Milman,  Henry  Hart,  D.D 

Monsell,  John  S.  B.,  LL.D.^... 

Montgomery,  James    

Moore,  Henry 

Moore,  Thomas     

More^  Hannah 

Moms,  Mrs.  EUza  F ».... 

Morrison,  John,  D.D 

Moultrie,  John 


Neale,  John  Mason,  D.D. 

Needhsun,  John 

Newton,  John   

Noel;  Gerard  Thomas. . . . 
Ntmn,  Marianne 


Olivers,  Thomas  

Palmer,  kay,  D.D 

Parson,  Mrs.  Edgecumbe 

Patterson,  Alexander  S 

Pearce,  Samuel 

Perronet,  Eldward. 

Peters,  Mrs.  Mary   

Pope,  Alexander   4/1 

Procter,  Adelaide  A 41 

Pjrper,  Mary 41 


Raffles,  Thomas,  D.D.,  LL.D... 

Reed,  AndreWj  D.D 

Reed,  Mrs.  Elizabeth 

Robinson.  Robert 

Rooker,  Alfred 

Rowe,  Mrs.  Elizabeth, 

Ryland,  John,  D.D 


Seagrave,  Robert 

Seymour.  A.  C.  Hobart 

Shepherd,  Mrs.  Anne 

Shirley,  Walter 

Shrubsole,  William,  Sen. 

Shrubsole,  William,  Jun 

Simpson,  Mrs « 

Small,  James  G 

Smith,  Charitie  Lees  

Southey,  Mrs.  Caroline 

Stammers,  Joseph    

Steele,  Anne * 

Stcnnett,  Samuel,  D.D • 

Stocker,  John • 

Stowell,  Hueh   « 

Swain,  Charles f 

Swain,  Joseph  « 


Taylor,  Jane « 

Taylor,  Thomas  R. 5 


LIST  OF  AUTHORS. 


XVll 


PAGB 

Thorns,  Patrick  Hunter     -  546 

Thriofff  Godfrey    ••••••  544 

Topboy,  Augustus  M 547 

Tregelles.  Samuel  P.,  LL.D.    ..  55a 

Treadi,  Richard  C,  D.D 555 

Tiqjper,  Martin  F.,  D.C.L 559 

Ttipper,  Ellin  Isabelle     561 

Topper,  Mary  Frances   •  563 

Tapper,  Margaret  Elenore 564 

Tamett,  Laurence   560 

Walker,  Mrs. 569 

Wallin,  Benjamin 571 

Wardlaw.  FLalph,  D.D 573 

Waring,  Anna  Letitia 574 


PACK 

Waring,  Samuel  Miller  576 

Watts,  Isaac,  D.D 577 

Wesley,  Charles    594 

Wesley,  John 619 

Wesley,  Samuel 635 

White,  Heniy  Kirke   627 

Williams,  Waiiam 630 

Wilson,  Mrs 633 

"Wilson,  Mrs.  Caroline 634 

Wither,  George.  .^ 630 

Wordsworth,  Christopher,  D.D.  637 

Wordsworth,  William 640 

Young,  Andrew 643 


) 


INDEX  OF   FIRST  LINES. 


PA* 

A  child  of  sin  and  wnith  I'm  bom   i 

A  debtor  to  mercy  alone S 

A  Friend  there  is — your  voices  join j 

A  good  High- Priest  is  come   i 

A  pilgrim  through  life's  wilderness  .« ; 

A  pilgrim  through  this  lonely  world    : J 

A  oeedling  of  Jesse  shall  flower  i 

A  voice  from  the  desert  comes  awful  and  shrill 

"Abba  Father,"  Lord,  we  call  Thee  

Abide  with  me,  fast  falls  the  eventide 

Afflicted  soul,  to  Jesus  dear  

Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep 

Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light   

Ah  !  Jesus,  let  me  hear  Thy  voice 

All  glory  to  God  in  the  sky 
""  hai' 


All  hail  the  power  of  Jesu's  name    

All  may  be  outwardly 

All  nature  spreads,  vrith  open  blaze 

All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell... 

All  praise  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night  

All  things  are  ours ;  how  abundant  the  treasure 

Almighty  Father,  God  of  love  

Almighty  Father,  Kirtg  of  Icings  

Almighty  Framer  of  the  skies  

Almighty  God,  Thy  word  is  cast 

Amidst  these  various  scenes  of  ills  

And  will  the  great  eternal  God     

Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory 

Angels  holy    

Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake  !  awake  ! 

Around  the  throne  of  God  in  "heaven 

As  oft,  vrith  worn  and  weary  feet 

As,  panting  in  the  sultry  beam 

As  we  the  busy  day  recall 

As  with  gladness  men  of  old 

Ask,  anave  .shall  get  the  blessing   

Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  know 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  blessed  sleep 

Awake  !  sdl  conquering  arm,  awake   

Awake,  and  sing  the  song 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun  

Awake,  my  soul,  in  joyful  lays 

Awake,  my  soul !  lift  up  thine  eyes    

Awake,  my  soul !  stretch  every  nerve    

Awake,  sweet  harp  of  Judah,  wake  ! 

Awake,  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes  


Before  the  Almighty  Power  beg^n 
Begin  the  high  celestial  strain 


'   FIRST   LINES, 


Btfhuld  '  ihc  Amnauidor  Dirine., 
Bcbold  ihe  gliniei  oflhc  Lunb    .. 


\a  of  Ihc  L«nJ  ,.„ 


Bound  upDn  the  iccunid  trei 
Bieui  i)w  wave.  Chrinun    . 


Bn^t  Sotuve  of  QYcrl'iling  Itf 


Hnnben,  the  Axy  dccUi 


.'•  £!dy  HIl! 


Calm  Bc.  nf  Gdd.  tBiJ  ktep  me  calm  . 
Chafed  and  woni  vith  woridly  cure  —., 
Oaiitr  Bcnr  £ul«b  !  O  ihnught  bcyom 


«lyKin(. ..,'.*.' 


unit  wuh  B    diun^d  . 
oakhm   nd  wonder 
n.  paw  uid  wntched 


:  3 

i 


XX  INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 

PACE 

Contemplate,  saints,  the  Source  DiTine ^ „.  573 

Courage,  brother  !  do  not  stumble ^ ^^^,^^..,  jfft 

Creator  Spirit !  b]r  whose  aid    ^ » .^^^.^.^^  M9 

Day  of  judgment !  day  of  vonders ..^ 44* 

Dear  as  TIkm  werr,  and  justly  dear ^...^^ ~. 17S 

Dcathleiis  principle,  arise ~ ..~..  M 

Depth  of  mercy,  can  tnere  be  ...»»«»»«««<»»«»»«.,.«.»......»««...»««...»»«»»««—«—««»■«■»««  oow 

Descend  from  heaven,  celestial  Dove ^^m.^...«».mm  9ft 

Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  ^ »  ifo 

Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  aot 

Enthrrmed  on  high.  Almighty  Lord    ^ m...  ali 

Eternal  GckI,  of  Beinjp  first  ~ ~..» ^ m 

Eternal  light !  eternal  li^ht  ^ ^ Q) 

Eternal  Source  of  every  joy igS 

Eternal  Spirit,  by  whose  power    ^ „ 40 

Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand    309 

Fain  would  I  soar  above  this  earth 36$ 

Far  from  the  world.  O  Lord,  I  flee m....  zi» 

Far  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  night  ~ »... 

Far  from  Thy  servants,  God  of  grace.. .» 


Father  above,  I  pray  to  Thee   ^ 199 

Father  and  Friend  !  my  light,  my  love W 

Father,  for  Thy  kindest  word 


Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life... 574 

Father  of  all,  whose  powerful  voice M0 

Father  of  heaven  !  whose  gracious  hand   u5 

Father  of  mercies,  in  Thy  word ^w.  519 

Father  of  peace,  and  God  of  love woo 

For  ail  that  God  in  mercy  sends 561 

For  all  'I*hy  saints,  who  from  their  labour*  rest   «...  jst 

For  Miccour  to  my  God  I  cried    ». typ 

For  what  shall  I  praise  Thee,  my  God  63$ 

Fountain  of  mercy,  Ciodoflove  %p 

Friend  after  friend  departs 4fl 

Friends  I  love  may  die  or  leave  me ng 

From  distant  comcnt  of  the  land X4 

From  every  earthly  plca<«ure - 154 

From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows   ^  53E 

Fnjm  Greenland's  icy  mountains „ 991 

From  heaven  the  loud,  th'  angelic  song  began ^  501 

Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild 6t6 

Gentle  Spirit,  waft  nic  (»vcr  351 

Gentlest  lamb  of  Jcsu's  fold 841 

Give  thanks  to  C'rod  the  Lord   90/ 

Glorious  Cfod^  on  'l*hee  we  call 559 

Glorious  Spirit  !  from  on  high  390 

Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken  43II 

Glory  be  to  GfKi  on  high 6x5 

Glory  to  God  on  high 9» 

Glory  to  Thee,  whose  powerful  word 613 

Go  !  destined  vessel,  heavenly  freighted,  go 900 

Go  forward.  Christian  soldier   567 

Go.  when  the  morning  shineth 907 

G«xi  has  a  family  on  earth 497 

G*>i.  in  the  gospel  of  His  Son  «...  53 

IVkI.  in  time  of  trouble,  hear  thee    560 

<W«lislove:  His  mercy  brightens  84 

<iiv«i  i»>\x«  in  a  mysterious  way  157 


INDEX  OF   FIRST  LINES.  XXI 


PACB 

%  hear  me  j»n7 3x0 

od  of  blessang    ^ ^ 38 

3od  of  grace 374 

th,  whose  tender  care ^ 409 

through  all  its  days    ^ 194 

to  Thee  I  call i6s 

id  God  in  heaven ^ ^,..  %$t 

tter,  that  the  sweet     931 

eetest  sound ~ 348 

lamung  sound  19a 

,,  to  walk  with  Thee    956 

»f  salvation,  rise 49A 

dl  our  tuneful  powers 098 

onders  !  all  Thjr  ways    xtS 

1  wonder  and  with  praise  509 

all  nature's  frame 195 

lope,  the  cross  appears  347 

hou  great  Jehovah  630 

day  of  heavenly  rest  529 

>st,  Jehovah,  third   626 

esus,  how  Divine 571 

.Icm,  placed  on  high 487 

love,  that  first  began 87 

^t  sees  Him  rise   599 

mal  Logos,  hail 353 

cc  dcspisW  Jesus 29 

I's  anointed  ! 415 

creign  p>owcr  that  broke 423 

r>d  is  near  us  

rd.  our  voices al 

i<e.  oh  raise    149 

he  welkin  rings 614 

blood-bought  host  above  36a 

:  it  is  the  Lord  161 

<and  harps  and  voices 340 

sounds  from 516 

ant  isles  proclaim 44 

"sound  !  tne  Saviour  comes 199 

:mn  trumpet  sounding 345 

re  of  love  and  mercy 653 

rump  of  God     349 

•heavenly  Father's  call 297 

ean  tho>c  holy  voices  129 

lean  those  lamentations  130 

that  mom  of  glory    388 

c  Cometh,  the  Ix>rd  pa&seth  by 38a 

the  Christ  of  God  77 

n,  He  sendcth  shower 1 

rth  as  man  was  known  446 

uin  a  warrior's  fame    37 

od   330 

■i  the  Lord  hath  spoken    1 59 

her,  send  Thy  blessing 639 

her,  to  whose  eye  '  146 

in  heaven,  and  she  cared  not  for  earth   aoi 

rgriefand  pain   °* 

xgc  of  love 490 

r  realms  of  light  47® 

1  done  it  "  all — Oh  how  those  words 83" 

oming,  come  nmning   

my  way 


XXll  INDEX  OF   FIRST  LINES. 

Holy  Bible,  book  Divine   ; 

Holy  Father  !  lend  Thine  ear  

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  Divine ^ 

Holy,  holy,  holy^  L^rd  God  Almighty  

Holy  Saviour,  mighty  King  J 

Holy  Saviour,  we  adore  Thee  ! • 

Holy  Spirit  from  on  hirfi   

Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove 3 

Hope,  Christian  soul ;  in  every  stage 3 

Hosanna  !  raise  the  pealing  hymn si 

How  are  Thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord 

How  blest  the  sacred  tic  that  binds l 

How  bright  these  glorious  spirits  shine la 

How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord  6i 

How  happy  is  the  pilgrim's  lot 6s 

How  honourable  is  the  place 5^ 

How  pleasant  to  me  thy  deep-blue  wave  yi 

How  precious  b  the  book  Divine a: 

How  shall  an  exile  sing y 

How  soon  will  the  light  of  our  morning 3 

How  strange  is  heavenly  Love 3( 

How  strange  that  souls  whom  Jesus  feeds    

How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight   5 

How  sweet  it  is  in  early  youth 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 4. 

How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours   4 

How  wondrous  are  the  works  of  God 2 

I  cannot  clear  this  troubled  breast  3 

I  had  a  lesson  to  teach  them 5 

I  hear  thee  speak  of  the  better  land    3 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say 

I  lay  my  sins  on  Jesus 

I  my  Ebenczer  raise    a 

I  once  was  a  stranger  to  grace 3 

I  saw  again,  behold  !  heaven's  open  door  !   

I  think  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old 3 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep    

If  human  kindness  meets  return   4 

If  Jesus  is  yours   2 

I'm  but  a  stranger  here  5 

I'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord   S 

In  all  the  paths  my  feet  pursue   5< 

In  every  place,  in  every  nour    2 

In  every  season,  every  hour - 4 

In  streets  and  op'nings  of  the  gates    i 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory    

In  the  day  of  thy  distress x 

In  the  floods  of  tribulation 4 

In  the  hour  of  thy  distress 3 

In  this  world  of  sin  and  sorrow    6 

In  vain  the  dusky  night  retires 4 

Infinite  wisdom,  power,  and  grace  2 

lis  there  a  time  when  moments  flow 2 

Is  there  one  heart,  dear  Saviour,  here   4 

Israel's  Shepherd  !  guide  me,  feed  me   

It  is  a  short  and  simple  prayer 2 

I've  found  a  joy  in  sorrow 6 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home  x 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home   6 

Jerusalem  on  high • x 


INDEX  OF   FIRST  LINES. 


-  I^nbof  God  '-  lAir  touls  adore  The*  .- 

L4UDch  thy  huk.  muiirtt  .'-....-' 

Law  behind  eajlh's  empty  plsture  — 


;1i 

■  i!: 
:3 


Ijibt  dT  ihe  laneir  rnlgrioi'i  I 
^  H(  sHseifa  doudku  tru 


INDEX  OF   FIRST   LINES. 


1.CMX),  iBiai  ui  In  pny  wighl  

^  Laid,  m  cainc  before  Thee  now 

Liwd,  when  earthly  ploiurM  lure  

Lord,  «ben  we  bend  befaie  Thy  ihnnt 
Lord.  ufhi»e  iovc  in  power  cucclliiu  -, 
Love  Dinne.  >U  Idte  eicelllni -._... 
Love  Xlivine,  alllDrti  EKxUing  


:k  ^^b  at  Cod,  on  liwo    ., 

Mlghtv  Hoi,  while  uigeb  bli 
Might/  Lord  I  eitend  Thine 


Myfaiihlook»upIoTl.ee.... 
My  Fftdin-,  the  Euide  of  my  \ 
My  Cod  and  Father,  while  I 
MyGod,i.«    ■ 


My  God,  IlhuikThHirhdhiHnwte  ... 
'1y  God,  Thyboundleuioie  I  praiK   ... 

ly  JeSM,  u  Thou  irill _ 

ly  Saviour,  ^mid  life's  varied  iceno  

-  ■  KThn,  pmyGod  ... 


jllpraUeTI 
e>dcid,aiii 


r,  my  God.  to  Thcc  ..»,... 


Nov  be^n  the  heavenly  tbuae  - 


O,  be  with  ut,  gradouiFMlker... 

O  brolhen  illl  your  niicu 

O  day  moH  calm,  moil  brt^t  ... 

O  Father  of  merdei  I  O  Spirit  of 
O  for  a  cUner  mill  with  God    ... 

OGod, 
OGod- 
0  God  of 


feood  ih' unfatiunned  ica. 1^ 

ficab.  by  whoK  hand ....- 196 

fife,.lwWct.nuqand    - ~ JJ 

O  God  of  nature  and  of  giacE  _..i»„„.^«.  »-<.■...<  ■..-<■• 

O  God,  wboK  thundtt  aliBlKt  iheilir  „ -< 


O  crant  UB  IjEht  that  wv  may  knov-.. 
O  h^py  da^  thai  fix'd  my  dhoicd  ., 
O  Iwppy  rauiti^  who  dweU  in  liehl .. 

O  Head,  iofullorbmiio      

O  h',l»  Sivi.nji,  Friend  utiKM 

O  Holy  SiMiil,  tome    

O  let  my  trembliiig  aoul  be  itiU   ..... 


S. 


INDEX   OF   FIRST   LINES.  XXV 

PACK 

0  Lwd,  a  wondrous  stonr 433 

OLord,  another  day  is  flown    629 

OLord,  I  would  delight  in  Thee 490 

0  Lofd,  munificent,  benign  58 

0  Lord,  my  best  desire  fulfil x6o 

OLord!  we  look  upon  Thy  might 565 

0  Lord,  when  we  the  path  retrace  ^^,,.,^ 179 

OLove  Divine,  how  sweet  Thou  art 6ia 

0  iBother  dear,  Jeniaalem 187 

0  Sa^or,  may  we  never  rest 42 

0  Saviour,  whose  mercy»  severe  in  its  kindness  348 

O&atmy  ways  were  made  so  strait 550 

OTboo,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows 987 

0  Thou,  the  first,  the  greatat  Friend xza 

O  Thou,  to  whose  all-searching  sight 6x9 

OTboii,  who  for  our  fallen  race 377 

OThoo  whose  bounty  fills  my  cup 65a 

OThoo,  whose  sacred  feet  have  trod .». zxo 

Ollioa  whose  tender  mercy  hears 523 

O  worship  the  Kin^,  all  glorious  above 249 

O  ZtOQ,  afflicted  with  wave  upon  wave  244 

ver  ooie  rioomy  hUls  of  darkness 63X 

OfaHthetnoushtsof  God  that  are.... 95 

^tt  the day-ught  hours  were  gone «• ^ 385 

^eBthedonds  of  deepest  woe  634 

Oli,Uestwere  the  accents  of  early  creation » 295 

^1  could  we  pilgrims  raise  our  eyes 258 

^  do  not  use  me    .^ 305 

^  for  a  beam  of  heavenly  light  » 4a 

J^  «*  the  peace  which  floweth  as  a  rivpr 649 

^  for  the  robes  of  whiteness   51X 

m*^''  ^^  Saviour,  the  wings  of  a  dove « 37j 

Y^  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove 208 

^  «Ppjr  b  the  man  who  hears loa 

^  how  wondrous  is  the  story 426 

^••y.is  it  nothing  to  you  that  pass  by  478 

^  Undine  down  a  draught  of  love 224 

Ufc  ttat  day,  that  day  of  ire 557 

vfcuatthe  Lord's  ssdvation 371 

(A Thou!  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear  4^4 

^  •  Veep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babel's  stream     119 

Uh,  what  if  we  are  Christ's    - 28 

UL  what  praises  shall  we  render 113 

y*»  when  my  righteous  Judge  shall  come 654 

Jj"»™Pfeseni  God.  whose  aid. 595 

J2«ch  return  of  holy  rest   3" 

J*  JwxUn's  stormy  bonks  I  stand  527 

J^®*<J.in  His  own  image  made 442 

J^>n  Christ  His  people  are 473 

}{■**««  is,  above  all  others  445 

JJ[*were  is  above  all  others 449 

^]"^j  holy  champion «. 355 

J^^^^'d  With  sin  and  woe   89 

z^^Poriou*  home  above  205 

"*"■  hearts  and  voices  let  us  raise    ^..  639 

g«otof  good.  Thy  works  of  might  227 

pgjn,  burden'd  with  thy  sin 166 

p!**<miou,  O  plead  my  cause    57^ 

*«osint  are  Thy  courts  above 37^ 

g|«chfldofsinandwoe 428 

"•*»«,  nay  soul,  the  King  of  heaven  37^ 


\^^i  in:  1.x  of  i  ik-'i    i.ini:<. 


PA.;£ 


Praise  to  God,  immortal  prai-ic 33 

Praise  to  Jesus  !  Prai:>c  to  (jt>d    645 

Prayer  is  the  soul*!*  sincere  desire    4** 

Ransom'd  souls  in  everj'  station   5f^ 

Rejoice,  thoueh  storms  assail  thee  6** 

Remember  I'nee  !  Remember  Christ  !   57' 

Restofthe  wear>' 4*^ 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings 49* 

Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me 5*i 

Rose  of  Sharon,  far  excelling tS^ 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  ble<ising ^  a: 

Saviour,  by  Thy  sweet  compassion 


•  M* 


Saviour,  let  Thy  sanction  rest  4y^ 

Saviour  of  them  that  trust  in  Thee »      %■  ^ 

Saviour,  when  m  dust  to  lliee ».  s#^ 

Saviour,  who  exalted  high 

Scatter'd  to  every  wind  they  roam  13 

See  the  day-spring  from  afar %. 

Shall  I  fear,  O  earth,  thy  bosom 'f^ 

Shall  mortal  man,  a  child  of  earth 


Shepherd  of  Thine  Israel,  lead  us '4^ 

Shout,  ()  earth  !  from  silence  waking 97^^ 

Sjn  hardens ;  all  the  heart  with  ice  encrusting >3l^ 

Sinful  and  vile  my  nature.  Lord    6}^ 

Sinner,  whither  wilt  thou  go 95^ 

Soldiers  of  the  cn)ss,  arise 390 

Son  of  (kid,  all-glorious  Saviour 564 

Son  of  CJod,  eternal  Word » 64S 

Son  of  man.  to  Thee  we  cry 3^ 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang 417 

Soon  and  forever 4x1 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea  494 

Source  of  life  and  light  and  hlessmg    71 

Source  of  wis<Iom,  past  and  present 431 

Sovereign  Ruler  of  the  skies 48$ 

Spwak  gently!  it  is  better  far 367 

Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayers     477 

Spirit  of  God,  descend  upon  my  heart    169 

Spirit  of  power  and  truth  and  love  xa 

Strange  that  through  grace  in  one  we  iind ax 

Stricken,  .smitten,  and  afflicted 

Strive  !  yet  I  do  not  promise 

••  Sursum  corda  !"  let  your  hearts   

Sweet  is  the  solemn  voice  that  calls 374 

Sweet  place  !  sweet  place  alone   X7t 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing   498 

"Take  comfort,  Christian,  when  your  friends X05 

Teach  me,  my  God,  my  KJn^  304 

Teach  us,  Almighty  Lord,  this  day x68 

Tell  me,  O  thou  captive  daughter    386 

Thank  the  Lord  who  made  the  earth 470 

That  man  no  guard  or  weapon  needs 443 

The  Assjrrian  came  down  like  a  wolf  on  the  fold     xx8 

The  atoning  work  is  done 349 

ITie  chariot !  the  chariot !  its  wheels  roll  on  fire 406 

"The  Christian's  path  shines  more  and  more 3x6 

'The  Christian's  voice  is  low  and  meek   914 

The  day.  O  Lord,  is  spent 434 

The  foe  behind,  the  deep  before  435 


IS 

i 


INDEX  OF   FIRST   LINES.  XXVU 

PACE 

uie  God  of  Abraham  praise 450 

Thebappy  mom  is  come 284 

Tbe  Heaa  that  once  was  crown'd  with  thorns 341 

The  hour  of  my  departure's  come    «. 103 

The  King  of  glory  sta'ndeth  512 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  pre|nre     3 

The  Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  praise  627 

The  Lord  will  come  !  the  earth  shall  quake 295 

T^  man,  in  life  wherever  placed    izz 

The  manna  to  the  fainting  Jews  90 

Them^ty  God  who  rules  above    177 

T^  mining  flowers  display  their  sweets , 625 

Thrace  that  long  in  darkness  pined 431 

Tte  radiant  mmn  hath  died  away   544 

The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn    ix 

^e  Sabbath  day  has  reached  its  close  ai8 

Tw:  Saviour  to  glory  is  gone    285 

Toe  shadows  oithe  evening  hours 463 

Toe  Son  of  God,  in  worlds  on  high     128 

*K  spadous  firmament  on  high 4 

The  wanderer  no  more  will  roam 569 

The  wintry  winds  have  ceased  to  blow  167 

*Mworki  can  neither  give  nor  take   655 

^J^ftfe  ten  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour    413 

^*ot  is  a  Messed  home     27 

'  ^^?*^'ook  who  runs  may  read 334 

JJoe  is  a  fountain  fill'd  with  blood    164 

^^J*'*  j»  a  Friend,  a  secret  Friend   534 

'»««|saGod,  all  nature  speaks 522 

*»<*e  IS  a  happy  land 643 

|J«*Kaland  of  pure  delight 579 

*^^^  is  a  morning  star,  my  soul     70 

*^  jsapath  that  leads  to  God 540 

^c^eisapurc  and  tranquil  wave   646 

T^«'«  is  a  HTcath  for  him  whose  hand    535 

.j^l^isUfc  for  a  look  at  the  crucified  One  325 

*^jF^'*a  wail  upon  the  mountains  308 

|™ne  is  a  spacious  earth,  O  God 175 

*°|'|»not  my  place  of  resting     79 

|f«»thcday  the  Lord  of  life 157 

•nou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we  will  not 294 

:^o  an  my  hiding-place,  O  Lord 468 

|Jouart,OGod,  the  Ufc  and  light 425 

*»>udcar  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb     133 

|J*wdidst,  O  mighty  God,  exist 485 

*°'^  earth,  o'er  which  the  ciu^e  of  sin 203 

IP  mevitable  day 555 

ij^  Judge  of  quick  and  dead 610 

i$^  Lord  of  all,  on  earth  hast  dwelt    552 

{««» that  art  the  Father's  Word     16 

U*' ^-ain,  deceitful  world,  farewell! 184 

i°^  who  our  faithless  hearts  canst  read  91 

ij^hose  almighty  word 395 

i^'Khlone  the  wanderer  may  depart 108 

i,J*?*h  the  heavens  above  be  dark     70 

Upce  holy  and  thrice  potent  God 14 

IJough  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour 461 

ij"*  speaks  the  heathen :  "  how  shall  men 105 

-.^y  goodness,  Lord,  our  souls  confess  235 

*jy  mercy,  my  God,  is  the  theme  of  my  song 528 

i?y  *^y,  not  mine,  O  Lord  73 

'**Pleaaant  thing  to  see 37a 


XXVm  INDEX  OF   FIRST  LINES. 

PAC 

Tis  gone,  that  bright  and  orbM  blaze ^  3 

nris  gone — the  sacred  day  is  o'er 4 

'Tis  my  happiness  below x 

•Tis  not  the  temple's  shrine   y 

To-day,  Thy  mercy  calls  me 

To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope x 

To  ^^M  our  Shepherd's  care  3 

To  Thee,  my  God,  whose  presence  fills a 

Toss'd  with  rough  Mrinds,  and  faint  \nth  fear   i 

Tribulation,  pain,  and  woe a 

Up  to  the  throne  of  God  is  borne 6 

Uplift  the  blood-red  banner  3 

Vain  are  the  hopes  the  sons  of  men 5 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame    4 

Walk  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thou  know   

Watchman  !  tell  us  of  the  night   

We  bless  Thee,  O  Thou  great  Amen  a 

We  have  no  home  but  heaven  4 

We  search  Thy  word.  O  Master  kind 

We  sing  the  praise  of  Htm  who  died  3 

We,  sitting  round  the  Saviour's  board a 

We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  bless'd t 

We've  no  abiding  city  here ; 

What  a  bright  blessed  hour,  when  earth's  voices  repeat   ^ 

What  are  these  ethereal  strains ; 

What  is  faith?    It  is  to  see    : 

What  is  the  Lord  ?    Survey  the  world  i 

What  strains  of  compassion  are  heaid  from  above ; 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet   ] 

When  Adam  dwelt  in  Eden's  bowers • 

When  all  Thy  mercies,  O  my  God 

When  angels  sane  the  Saviour's  birth 

When  clouds  are  hovering  o'er  us    

When  first  o'erwhelmed  with  sin  and  shame 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view    

When  I  can  trust  my  all  with  God  

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 

When  I  tread  the  mortal  vale   

When  in  the  hour  of  lonely  woe   

When  Jesus,  by  the  Virgin  brought 

When  Jesus  came  to  earth  of  old '. 

When  Jordan  hush'd  his  waters  stilly j 

When,  msurshall'd  on  the  nightly  plain   ( 

When  musing  sorrow  weeps  the  past  i 

When  our  heads  are  bow'd  with  woe  t 

When  overwhelm'd  with  doubts  and  fear  

When  some  kind  shepherd  from  his  fold   4 

When,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies j 

When  the  sky  is  overcast   ...._ 4 

When  the  spark  of  life  is  waning 

When  this  pasung  world  is  done 

When,  through  the  torn  sail,  the  wild  tempest  is  streaming 

When,  with  loads  of  guilt  oppressed   

When,  wounded  sore,  the  stricken  soul 

Where  high  the  heavenlv  temple  stands 

Where  in  this  waste,  unlovely  world  

Where  is  the  tree  the  prophet  threw  

Whether  in  solitude  I  stray  ^ • 

While  my  Jesus  I'm  possessing    < 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


XXIX 


PAGE 

Wliik  to  se^reral  paths  dividing ai6 

Who  she  that  early  brought    366 

Whv  should  I  in  vam  ronning 2x3 

Widdj,  'midst  the  slumbering  nations    381 

With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace  586 

Work !  thy  mission  is  not  slumber  34 

Wodd'stuunt  learn  the  depth  of  sin  408 

Tedyingsons  of  men 67 

Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell 197 

Yeiervants  of  God,  vour  Master  proclaim 604 

Ye  worldly  cares  ana  themes,  begone 334 

Yes,  God  is  good  :  in  earth  and  sky    35g 

Yes!  He  knows  the  way  is  dreary 38a 

Yes,itisgood  to  worship  Thee    543 

Son,  at  thy  shining  gates « «*< 353 

Son's  King  shall  reign  victorious .» 344 


INDEX  OF  SUBJECTS. 


The  figures  rffer  t»  fJke  pagex. 


Advent,  lo,  77,  97,  100,  X23,  199,  29a, 

353.  384.  417.  431,  597 

Advent,  The  Second,  41,  xoa,  184,  207, 
395,  406 

Affliction,  38,  X05,  no,  147,  155,  156, 
xs8,  i59»  i6«5,  263,  225,  2»,  236, 
94X,  244,  248,  250,  457,  461,  539, 
,   S49»  604,  634,  63s 

Afternoon,  544 

Amen,  289 

Angels,  27,  64,  273,  384,  417,  SOX,  577 

Apocalypse,  The,  8 

Ascension,  The,  285,  599 

Assurance,  550 

Bethlehem,  384,  627 
Birth-day,  228 

Charity,  206,  563 

Chastisement,  ixo,  X47,  158,  159,  251 
Children's  hymns,  62,   127,  X32,   175, 
241,  279,  292,  299,  369,  433,  454, 

495»  496,  497»  508,  530,  540,  578, 
^\^,  639,  6^3 

Christ,  Love  of,  20,  21,  32,  50,  69,  lox, 
X09,  X15,  ip,  i6x,  178,  275,  317, 
35 ».  367.  38 X,  398.  445»  449.  509. 
5*5.  53«.  537.  573.  586 

Chnst,  Salvation  by,  9,  14,  x6,  20,  23, 
95.  29.  45.  53.  66,  74,  76,  85,  99, 
X34,  164,  x8o,  181,  183,  X91,  196, 
X98,   X99,  280,  325,  338,  346,  347, 

354,  397.  404.  512,  517,  591.  653 
Christ,  Sufferings  of,  128, 136,  404,  4x2, 

5»7 
Christmas,  xi6,  129,  X4x,  426,  480,  563, 

564.  6x^ 
Church  Militant,  238,  432 
Church,  Ofxsninff  of  a,  55,  421 
Church,  Triumphant,  57,  X22,  470 

gomfort,  27,  105,  248,  283,  657 
ommunion,  Holy,  19,  50,  58,  60,  447 
Confession,  74,  X26,  305,  366,  523,  539 
Conversion,  45,  55 x,  605 

Daily  Duties,  505 

Death,  X3,  X03,  X05,  X44,  147,  X77,  aoi, 

261,  294,  389,  407,  4x8,  462,  467, 

555*  625 


Deliverance,  X7,  lao,  270 
Dismission,  499 

Easter.  284,  50X,  598 
Epiphany,  X90 

Evening,  axo,  2xx,  2x8,  3x6,  3 
358,  370,  396,  434.  456,  463 

Faith,  XX,  X9,  X07,  xo8,  X36,  1 
183,  X84,  220,  240,  245,  2 

^     3-»5.  382,  4^3.  548,  587 
Family  Worship,  ijj,  568,  629 

Foreknowledge,  Divine,  X42 

Freedom,  424,-5x6 

Funeral  hymns,  X70,  994,  407, 

Galilee,  Sea  of,  379 

Gentleness,  267 

Gethsemane,  X36.  408 

God,  Fatherhooa  of,  x,  X13,  1 
"SO,  X77,  222,  2w,  260,  2 
276,  288,  314,  428,  450,  574 

God  in  Providence,  3,  196 

God,  love,  mercy,  and  goodne. 
6,  23,  68.  84.  94,  X58.  195,  a 
230,  235,  244,  240,  259,  2 
3«S,  346,  400.  408,  422,  5 
572,  603,  6x2,  624.  65a 

God  the  Creator.  4,  43,  209,  27 

Grace.  49.  192,  2x4,  301,  322,  3 
363.  585 

Harvest,  X7,  230,  639 

Heaven,  xx,  X3.  27,  57,  X22,  x 
X73,  x86,  X87,  188,  205,  a 
300,  309,  364,  40X.  425.  4 

„     5".  .524.  527.  579.  633.  643 
Holy  Spint,  Ihe.  X2, 22,  40,  44 

X64,  209,  27X,  273,  386,  3. 

35 X.  390,  475.  59«.  626 
Hope.  277,  3x2,  355,  448,  468.  « 
Humility,  56,  X28 

Ingratitude.  4x3 
Intercession,  343 

Jephthah's  Daughter,  308 
erusalem,  386 


INDEX  OF  SUBJECTS. 


XXXI 


^^I^'  "*  *3^'  '^'  ^^  ^**  ^' 

luteal.  40.  6a,  Q7» 


IS 


510 


[T«^59.J45.  53«.  60"  . 

'*«»«t,  TTie  Last,  10,  170,  349, 406, 

440,557,610,6x8,654 

^kt,  Spiritual,  37,  4«.  «57.  >97.  »3. 

,.  316,566 

Wl^?,  3«o.  365 

*^»  Brotberiy,  i8,  31,  3a,  46.  MS. 
*»k  378, 473,  535,  559»  5^3 

u^'  »y,  300 

^'^etiagi  01  Christians,  46,  194,  365, 

Uj^^  ^'  ^*'  ^54.  48a.  546 

'Jocatsedtc,  133 

{jjUaaium,  The,  41,  xoa,  184,  369,  344 

Jnwten,  Meetings  of,  14 

Jnam'i  Song,  424 

■wioos,  44,  X30,  xjx,  XS3,  *43.  «78, 

»9«»  3«>,  374,  388.  395,  493.  493. 

494t  500,  503,  504,  533,  59°.  63* 
"<»»ag,  356,  455.  52«,  594,  640 

Nature,  336,  5" 
riew.\car'»  Day,  193 
Nooaday.  64a 

OliTrt.385 

Opening  a  Place  of  Worship;  55.  X94, 

4" 
Orphans,  1x4 

Pardon,  27.  178,  180,  36X,  364,  44a 

Parting,  216 

Padence,  464 

Peace,  77,  164,  x88,  3x3,  257,  368,  554, 

«    649 

Pentecost,  286 

Perseverance,  Christian.  a8i,  aSa,  583 

Fitgrim.  l*hc  Christian,  a,  31,  60,  108, 

132,  144,  147,  154,  166,   x8a,  183, 

xl6,  aia,  ai6.  358,  33a,   343,  401, 

491,  540,  542,  552,  620,  630,  647. 

648,  650,  651 

Praise  to  Christ,  og,  42,  48,  49,  56,  59, 

66,  76,  80,  92,  119,  120,  133,  139, 

X45.  i6a,   164,  179,  181,  182,  X84, 

X90,  X96,  198,  230,  2ai,  339,  247, 

asa,  ?54.  ass,  263,  279,  aSi,  389, 

3'7,   32«»  325.  327,  339,  336,  340, 

34».  34a,  35a,  354.  360,  373,  375, 

377,  378,  383*  39a,  394.  397,   398, 

406,   415,  435.  44a,  444,  445,  440, 

453,   459,  460.  461,  476,  479,  483, 

486,  499.   503,  507,  516,  530,  S3<^, 

547,   57  X,  573.  577,  580,  58a,   588, 

6«8,  645,  ^ 
Praise  to  God,  6,  33.  38,  39,  40,  sx,  53, 
63.  64,  67,  68,  83,  86,  9t,  los,  1X2, 
135,  i3«,  »40,  149,  X64,  169,  177, 
178,  193,  >94,  >95,  200,  20a,  207, 
323,  337,  346,  37a,  a97,  304,  3x4, 
3x5,  330,  33",  356,  358,  372,  402, 


409,  4a3,  4«5,  450^  469.  484,  485, 
490,  5".  «5,  553.  574f  57©,  589, 
615.  6x9^  636 

rnyer,  5,  loi,  1*5,  163,  168,  919,  aao, 
>5i,  a94.  «95,  399.  3so^  3*«.  386, 


.4*9.  4**»  4?4'  546,  547.  6« 
NIC  Worship,   X31, 
376,  48a,  578.  581 


Public  Worship,   x^i,   194,  063.  374, 


Race,  The  Christiui,  X9X,  19a,  355 
Repentance,  45. 430, 437, 5«3. 55*.  569. 

583 
Reaignatiop,  140,  160,  333,  399^  533 
Rest.  Spiritual,  79,  185,  ax7,  373,  387, 
„     410,  533,  6w 
Resurrection,  General,  167,  961,  984, 

349 
Resurrecdon  of  Christ,  35,  143,  339, 

^    .435,579 
Retirement^  x6o,  ao8 

Sabbath,  The  Christian,  151,  156,  157, 
X69,  aix,  ai8,  30a,  313,  48a,  539, 
637,  637 

Saint's-daVf  318 

Saturday  Evening,  343,  334 

School,  founding  a,  55 


Scripture,  Holy,  35,  73,  XX3,  776,  519, 

-       „  .587 
Sea,  hymns  lor  the,  5a,  X38,  X65,  19S, 


5a6,  533 


5"  3,  5T5.  604,  613 
Seasons,  1  ne,  398 
Senruu:hcrib,  1x8 
Sharon,  Rose  of,  3x5 
Sickness,  3xx,  643 
Simon,  xoo 
Simplicity,  356 
Stars,  78,  565.  627 
Strcn^h,  Spiritual,  233 
Submission,  160,  333,  251,  360,  315,  440 
Sunday-School,  433,  495,  496,  543,  64  i 
Sunset,  456 

Tempest,  The,  53,  138,  165,  198,  293, 

457.613 
Temptation.  146,  468,  6xx 
Thanksgiving,  276,  465,  560,  561 
Trials,  xsS,  313,  3x6,  235,  330,  348 
Trinitjr,  The  Holy,  14,  26,  296,  656 
Trust  in  God,  x,  2,  47,  53,  54,  70,  71. 

86,   X48,  3x3,  3X4,  32X,  391.   47-!. 

488,  560,  581 

Unity,  Christian,  473 

Vanity,  584 

Warfare,  Christian,  34,  37,  443,  464, 

466,  535,  567,  606 
Watching,  Spiritual,  85,  6x0 
"  Weep  Not,"  i7<4,  17s 
Wisdom,  Heavenly,  71,  103,  X04 
World,  The,  347 

Young,  Hymns  for  the,  34,  43,  X38,  397 

Zion,  The  Heavenly,  438 
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MRS.  SARAH  FLOWER  ADAMS. 

Sakah  FUU.br  FLOWBR  was  danfhter  of  Benjamin  Flower,  editor  and  proprietor  of  Tiu 
Cmimhidg€  ttUtUigtncer.  Mr.  Flower  was  a  prominent  politician  of  the  Liberal  school ;  and 
of  the  «cll*k]iowa  gentleman  of  that  name,  who  emifprated  to  lUinoia,  in  the  United 
,  fai  OMBpany  with  Mr.  Birkbeck.  Bjr  his  marriage  with  Miss  Gould,  of  Dorsetshire,  a 
lady  of  anpeilor  talent,  two  daughters  were  bom  to  him ;  the  subject  of  this  notice  being  the 
She  was  bora  oo  the  sand  Fetnuary,  1805.  By  their  mothef's  early  death,  the 
bnMigbt  up  under  the  immediate  care  of  their  father,  and  both  early  manifested 
Btcrary  tastes.  On  their  lather's  decease,  they  established  their  residence  at  Upper  Clapton, 
there  occupying  themselves  in  inteUcctual  culture.  Eliza,  the  elder  sister,  published  "  Mu* 
ileal  inustratioas  of  the  Waverley  Novels,"  and  a  worlc  entitled  "  Adoration,  Aspiration,  and 


la  x8j4.  Miss  Sarah  Flower  accepted  the  hand  of  Mr.  William  Bridges  Adams,  the  dis> 
tiagniBhed  engineer.  A  community  of  literary  ta.stes  had  brought  them  together.  Naturally 
of  a  delicate  constitutian,  the  health  of  Mrs.  Adams  was  enfeebled  by  a  long  and  anxious 
attendance  on  her  sister,  who  at  length  succumbed  to  a  pulmonary  ailment  in  1847.  In  other  two 
years,  Mrs.  Adams  was  herself  a  victim  to  the  same  complaint.  She  died  on  the  13th  August, 
s>49.  **  She  wore  away,"  writes  one  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  these  particulars,  "  almost  her 
lut  breath,  bursting  into  unconKJous  song  as  the  gentle  spirit  glided  from  its  beautiful  frame." 
Her  remains  were  consigned  to  the  Foster  Street  burial-ground,  near  Hariow,  Essex. 

Mrs.  Adams  was  a  person  of  strong  sensibility  and  of  deep  religious  earnestness.  Those 
who  were  privileged  with  her  society  cherish  hcT  memory  with  love  and  reverence.  She  was 
aa  ipdostrioos  contributor  to  the  periodical  press,  both  in  verse  and  prose.  Several  of  her 
tales  attracted  considerable  attention.  Her  criticisms  In  art  were  esteemed.  She  composed  a 
calechisa  for  children,  interspersed  with  hymns,  entitled  "The  Flock  at  the  Fountain."  In 
1I4S.  ahe  published  a  dramatic  poem  in  five  acts,  on  the  martyrdom  of  Vivia  Perpetua.  It  is 
dedicated  to  her  sister.  In  some  beautiful  and  touching  lines  of  verse.  To  a  volume  of 
**  Hymns  and  Anthems,"  published  in  1841  by  Mr.  Charles  Fox.  she  contributed  thirteen  pieces. 
Two  of  these  follow  the  present  sketch.  The  latter  has  found  a  phue  in  nearly  every 
hymn-book. 

FATHER,  THY  WILL  BE  DONE. 

He  sendeth  sun,  He  sendeth  shower, 
Alike  they're  needful  for  the  flower ; 
And  joys  and  tears  alike  are  sent 
To  give  the  soul  fit  nourishment : 
As  comes  to  me  or  cloud  or  sun, 
Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done. 
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Can  loving  children  e'er  reprove 

With  murmurs  whom  they  trust  and  love  ? 

Creator,  1  would  ever  be 

A  trusting,  loving  child  to  Thee  : 

As  comes  to  me  or  doud  or  sun. 

Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done. 

Oh,  ne*er  will  I  at  life  repine^ 
Enough  that  Thou  hast  made  it  mine  ; 
When  falls  the  shadow  cold  of  death, 
I  yet  will  sing  with  parting  breath ; 
As  comes  to  me  or  shade  or  sun. 
Father,  Thy  Will,  not  mine^  be  done. 


NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE. 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ; 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me : 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee. 

Though  like  the  wanderer. 

The  sun  gone  down. 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone  ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,— '• 

Nearer  to  Thee. 

There  let  the  way  appear, 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  Thou  send'st  to  me 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee. 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 

Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  Thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefe 
Bethd  I'll  raise ; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 
Nearer  to  Thee. 

Or  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  foxgot, 

Upwards  I  fly ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee. 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 


JOSEFH  ADDISON  was  bwn  at  MDston.  near  Amesbury,  Wiltshire,  on  the  ist  May,  167a. 
His  father,  the  Rev.  Lancelot  Addison,  latterly  Dean  of  Lichfield,  published  anonymously  a 
SBuU  duodecimo  volume  of  "  Sacred  Hymns  and  Poems,"  bearing  date  1699.  Joseph  Addison 
vas  educated  in  the  Cliarterhouse,  and  at  the  University  of  Oxford.  He  was  intended  for  the 
Church,  but  was  attracted  to  study  law  and  politics.  He  attained  an  early  celebrity  as  a 
wrtter  of  verses,  and,  under  powerful  patronage,  received  a  state  pension  of  j^joo  a  year,  while 
only  twenty-seven.  He  travelled  on  the  continent,  and  on  his  return  celebrated  in  verse  the 
victory  at  Blenheim.  He  was  appointed  successively  a  Commissioner  of  Appeals,  an  Under 
Secretary  of  State,  Secretary  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  and  Chief  Secretary  for 
Ireiand.  From  the  duties  of  the  last-named  office  he  retired  on  an  allowance  of  £,ryx>  a  year. 
He  married  on  the  and  August.  17x6,  the  Dowager  Countess  of  Warwick  ;  the  union  did  not 
prove  a  happy  one.  He  died  at  Holland  House,  Kensington,  on  the  17th  June,  1719,  in  his 
48th  year.  The  name  of  Joseph  Addison  is  intimately  associated  with  the  history  of  English 
Ktcn^ture.  His  contributions  to  the  "  Tatler,"  "  Spectator,"  and  "  Guardian."  will  continue  to 
be  read  so  loog:  as. classic  elq^^nce  of  diction  and  correct  moral  teaching  arc  appreciated  or 
vBdei-'etood.    Addison  wrote  few  hymns,  but  these  have  fouxul  a  place  in  almost  every  col* 


PROVIDENCE. 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare. 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care  ; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply, 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchfid  eye  ; 
My  noonday  walks  He  shall  attend. 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 
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When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  fidnt. 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant, 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads 
My  weaiy  wandering  steps  He  leads  ; 
Where  peacelid  rivers,  soft  and  slow^ 
Amidst  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 

Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread. 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill. 
For  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid, 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 

Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds,  I  stray. 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  wants  beguile  ; 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile. 
With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crown'd. 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 


THE  FIRMAMENT, 

The  spacious  firmament  on  high 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky. 
And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 
Their  great  Original  proclaim  : 
Th*  imwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day. 
Does  his  Creator's  power  display. 
And  publishes  to  every  land 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail. 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale. 
And,  nightly,  to  the  listening  earth, 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth  ; 
WhUe  all  the  stars  that  round  her  bum. 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn. 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 
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What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terrestrial  ball  ?. 
"What  though  no  real  voice,  nor  sound, 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found  ? 
In  Reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice ; 
For  ever  singing,  as  they  shine, 
"  The  Hand  that  made  us  is  Divine." 


HOW  ARE  THY  SERVANTS  BLEST. 

How  are  Thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord  1 

How  sure  is  their  defence  I 
Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help,  Onmipotence. 

In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 

Supported  by  Thy  care, 
Through  burning  climes  I  pass'd  unhurt, 

And  breath'd  in  tainted  air. 

Thy  mercy  sweeten'd  every  soil, 

Made  every  region  please ; 
The  hoary  Alpine  hills  it  warm'd. 

And  smooth'd  the  Tyrrhene  seas. 

Think,  O  my  soul,  devoutly  think, 

How,  with  affrighted  eyes, 
Thou  saw'st  the  wide-extended  deep 

In  all  its  horrors  rise. 

Confusion  dwelt  on  every  face, 

And  fear  in  every  heart. 
When  waves  on  waves,  and  gidfs  on  gulfs, 

Overcame  the  pilot's  art 

Yet  then,  from  all  my  griefs,  O  Lord  ! 

Thy  mercy  set  me  free  ; 
Whilst  in  the  confidence  of  prayer. 

My  soul  took  hold  on  Thee. 
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For  though  in  dreadful  whirk  we  hung 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
I  knew  Thou  wert  not  slow  to  hear. 

Nor  impotent  to  save. 

The  storm  was  laid,  the  winds  retired^ 

Obedient  to  Thy  will ; 
The  sea  that  roar'd  at  Thy  command. 

At  Thy  command  was  still. 

In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  death. 

Thy  goodness  I'll  adore. 
And  praise  Thee  for  Thy  mercies  past. 

And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

My  life,  if  Thou  preserv*st  my  life^ 

Thy  sacrifice  shall  be  ; 
And  death,  if  death  must  be  my  doom. 

Shall  join  my  soul  to  Thee. 


GOD'S    MERCIES. 

When  all  Thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys. 
Transported  with  the  view,  Tm  lost 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

O,  how  shall  words  with  equal  warmth 

The  gratitude  declare. 
That  glows  within  my  ravish'd  heart  1 

But  Thou  canst  read  it  there. 

Thy  providence  my  life  sustained. 

And  all  my  wants  redrest. 
When  in  the  silent  womb  I  lay, 

And  hung  upon  the  breast 

To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear. 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learnt 

To  form  themselves  in  prayer. 


JOSEPH  ADDlBOia. 

Unnimiber'd  oomfbrU  to  mj  loiil 

Tbj  tender  c«re  bestowed. 
Before  mj  infimt  iMart  conoefted 

From  wliom  these  comforts  ilow'd. 

Whea  in  the  slippery  paths  of  jondl 

With  heedless  steps  I'ran, 
Thine  unseen  aim  conve/d  me  safie^ 

And  led  me  vp  to  man. 

Throngfa  hidden  dangers,  tofls^  and  death, 

It  greatlj  dear'd  mj  waj ; 
And  throng^  the  pleasing  snares  of  vioe^ 

More  to  be  feai'd  than  thej. 

When  worn  with  sicknesS|  oft  hast  Thos 
With  health  renew'd  mj  face  ; 

And  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sunk. 
Revived  my  soul  with  grace. 

Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  bliss 

Has  made  my  cup  run  o*er  ; 
And,  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend. 

Hath  doubled  all  my  store. 

Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue  ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 

When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  Thy  works  no  more. 
My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  shall  adore. 

Through  all  eternity,  to  Thee 

A  joyful  song  1*11  raise  ; 
For,  oh  !  eternity's  too  short 

To  utter  all  Thy  praise  ! 
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WILLIAM  ALEXANDER. 


VISION  FROM  THE  APOCALYPSE. 

I  SAW  again,  behold  I  heaven's  open  door  I 

Behold  t  a  throne,  the  seisphim  stood  o'er  i^ 
The  whltc-iobed  elders  Tell  upon  the  floor, 
And  flung  their  crowns  before  IL 

I  saw  a  wondrous  book — an  angel  strong 

To  heaven  and  earth  proclaimed  his  loud  appeals  ; 
But  a  bush  passed  across  (he  seraph's  song. 
For  none  might  loose  the  seals. 

Then,  fiist  as  lain  to  death  cry  of  the  year. 
Tears  of  SL  John  to  that  sad  ny  were  ^ven  ; 

It  was  a.  wondrous  thing  to  see,  a  tear 
Fall  on  the  floor  of  heaven. 

And  a  sweet  vMce  said,  "  Weep  not ;  wherefore  USis, 

Eogte  of  God,  thy  heart,  the  high  and  leal  T 
Tlie  Lion  out  of  Judah's  tribe  prevails, 

To  loose  the  sevenfold  seal." 

Twas  Israel's  voice,  and  straightway  up  above 

Stood  in  the  midst  a  wondrous  Lamb,  snow-whit^ 
Heart-wounded  with  the  deep  sweet  wound  of  love^ 
Eternal,  infinite. 

Then  rose  the  song  no  ear  had  heard  before ; 

Then  from  the  while-robed  throng,  hig^  anthem  woke ; 
And  fast  as  spring-tide  on  the  sealesi  shore, 
Tbe  Alleluias  broke. 
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Who  dmms  of  God,  when  pasiionate  youth  is  hl^ 

When  fint  life's  weaiy  waste  his  feet  have  trod ; 
Who  seeth  angels'  foot&lls  in  the  skj. 
Working  the  works  of  God, — 

His  son  shall  &de  ta  gently  as  it  rose ; 

Through  the  dark  woof  of  death's  approaching  night, 
His  MQk  shall  shoot,  at  life's  prophetic  ck)ie, 
Some  threads  of  golden  light 

For  him  the  slhrer  ladder  shall  he  set, 

His  Saviour  shall  receive  his  latest  breath ; 
He  walketh  to  a  fadeless  coronet 
Up  through  the  gate  of  death. 


MRS.  CECIL  FRANCES  ALEXANDER. 

This  acoonpOdicd  autborcM,  daughter  of  M^Jor  Humphreys,  Strabane,  Ireland,  was  married 
hi  i^D.  to  the  Vefy  Rev.  WUUam  Alexander.  Dean  of  Emly.  the  subject  of  the  precedfaig  notice. 
Mfs.  Alexander  pubUshad,  ui  1846,  "Verses  from  Holy  Scripture.**  In  1848,  she  published  her 
"Hyaas  for  Little  Chfldren,"  of  which,  to  the  present  time,  neariy  950,000  copies  have 
obtained  circnlatioa.  Her  other  pubfications  are  "Moral  Songs."  "Narratire  Hymns." 
"Legend  of  die  Golden  Frayer,"  "Hymns.  Descriptive  and  Devotional,'*  "Verses  for  Holy 
Seaaana,"  *' Poems  on  subjects  in  the  Old  Testament."  "The  Baron'x  Little  Daughter,  and 
odier  Tales  in  prose  and  verse,"  and  **  The  Lord  of  the  Forest  and  his  Vassals :  an  Allegory." 
She  has  contributed  to  the  "  Lyra  Anglicana,"  and  has  edited  a  volume  of  the  "  Golden 
Treasury  Series,"  published  by  Mr.  Macmillan.  She  has  occasionally  contributed  to  The 
DiMim  University  MagaMime,  The  BrviiskmaM't  MaguMine,  and  other  periodicals. 


"TOUCHED  WITH  THE  FEELING  OF  OUR 

INFIRMITIES." 

When,  wounded  sore,  the  stricken  sotd 

Lies  bleeding  and  unbound, 
One  only  hand,  a  pierc^  hand. 

Can  salve  the  sinner's  wound. 

When  sorrow  swells  the  laden  breast, 

And  tears  of  anguish  flow, 
One  only  heart,  a  broken  heart, 

Can  feel  the  sinner's  woe. 


LYRA  BRTTANMICA. 

When  penitence  has  wept  In  viin 

Over  some  foni,  daili  spot. 
One  only  stream,  >  streani  of  Uood, 

Cin  wash  awaj  the  blot 

,  Tfa  Jesu's  Mood  that  wuhes  whlt^ 
His  hand  that  brings  relief; 
His  bean  that's  touched  with  all  onr  jojt. 
And  feeleth  for  oar  grie£ 

LiR  up  Thf  bleeding  hand,  O  Lord, 

Unseal  that  cleanstng  tide ; 
We  have  no  shelter  Ironi  one  sin, 

But  in  Th;  wounded  side. 


HYMN  FOR  ADVENT. 

When  Jesus  came  to  earth  of  old, 
He  came  in  wealiness  and  in  woe ; 

He  wore  no  form  of  angel  mould. 
But  took  our  nature  poor  and  low. 

But  when  He  cometh  back  once  more. 
There  shall  be  set  the  great  white  throne, 

And  earth  and  heaven  shall  See  before 
The  face  of  Him  that  sits  thereon. 

O  Sou  of  God,  in  glory  crown'd, 
The  Judge  ordaii^'d  of  quick  sjid  dead ; 

O  Son  of  tams,  so  pitying  found. 
For  all  the  tens  Thy  people  ihed. 

Be  with  us  in  this  darfcen'd  place. 

This  weary,  restless,  dangerous  ni^t ; 

And  teach,  O  teach  us  by  Thy  grac^ 
To  struggle  onward  into  light 

And  unce,  in  God's  recording  book. 
Our  sins  are  written,  every  one, — 

The  crime,  the  wrath,  the  wandering  look. 
The  good  we  knew,  and  left  undone. 


MRS.  CSaL  FRANCES  ALEXANDER.        II 

Lord,  ere  the  last  dread  trump  be  heard, 

And  ere  before  Thy  &ce  we  stand, 
Look  Thou  on  each  accusing  word. 

And  blot  it  with  Thy  bleeding  hand. 

And  by  the  lore  that  brought  Thee  here^  ' 

And  by  the  cross,  and  by  the  grave, 
Give  perfect  love  for  conscious  fear. 

And  in  the  day  of  judgment  save. 

And  lead  us  on  while  here  we  stray, 

And  make  us  love  our  heavenly  home, 
mi  from  our  hearts  we  love  to  say, 

"Even  so,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come/' 

FAITH  AND  HEAVEN. 

The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn, 

The  brightness  of  the  day, 
The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky. 

How  fast  they  fade  away  ! 
Oh  for  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven  ! 

Oh  for  the  golden  floor  ! 
Oh  for  the  Sun  of  righteousness 

That  setteth  never  more  I  • 

The  highest  hopes  we  cherish  here. 

How  fast  they  tire  and  faint ! 
How  many  a  spot  defiles  the  robe 

That  wraps  an  earthly  saint  I 
Oh  for  a  heart  that  never  sins  ! 

Oh  for  a  soul  washed  white  ! 
Oh  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  King, 

Nor  weary  day  or  night  I 

Here  faith  is  ours,  and  heavenly  hope. 

And  grace  to  lead  us  higher ; 
But  there  are  perfectnes^  and  peace 

Beyond  our  best  desire. 
Oh  by  Thy  love  and  anguish.  Lord  ! 

Oh  by  Thy  life  laid  down. 
Oh  that  we  fall  not  from  Thy  grace. 

Nor  cast  away  our  crown  ! 
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WILLIAM  LINDSAY  ALEXANDER,  D.D. 

An  eminent  minister  of  the  Scottish  Congr^ational  Church,  die  REV.  WIIXIAM  LlHDSAY 
Alexander,  was  born  at  Leith.  near  EdinboiKh,  oq  the  a4th  Augnst.  xSdB.  He  studied  at 
the  Unfrenities  of  Edittbnrigh  and  St.  Andrews.  At  the  completioo  of  his  nnlyeiUty  stadiec, 
he  became  classical  tutor  in  the  Independent  Theological  Academy,  at  Blackban.  His  fint 
ministerial  chaif^e  was  at  Norrington  Chapel,  LiverpooL  In  1835,  he  became  pastor  of  the 
Argyle  Square  Chapel,  Edinburgh.  In  i86(,  a  new  place  of  worship  was  erected  for  him  by 
his  congregation,  at  the  cost  of  about  i^tsooo.  In  this  elegant  structure,  which  has  been 
styled  the  "Augu»tine  Church."  Dr.  Alexander  now  ministers.  He  likewise  holds  a  pffo> 
fcssorship  in  the  Theological  Hall  of  the  Scottish  Independents.  Among  Dr.  Alesandei'a 
numerous  writings,  the  following  are  the  more  cooapjcoous.  **  The  Cooaectioo  and  Harmony 
of  the  Old  and  New  Testaments."  "Switzerland  and  the  Swiss  Chnrches,"  "Christ  and 
Christianity."  "  Memoirs  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Ralph  Watdbw,  D.D.."  "Chilstiaa 
Thought  and  Work,"  and  "  St.  Paul  at  Athens."  He  has  contributed  hymns  to  die  ScoCtiaii 
Congregational  Hymn-book.  The  following  hymns  horn  Us  pen  hare  appeared  in  diffonaft 
coOectioiM.    Dr.  Alexander  has  Undly  permitted  their  insertion  in  the  present  work. 


HYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Spirit  of  power,  and  truth,  and  love  I 
Who  sitt'st  enthroned  in  light  above, 
Descend,  and  bear  us  on  Thy  wings, 
Far  from  these  low  and  fleeting  things* 

'Tis  Thine  the  wounded  soul  to  heal ; 
'Tis  Thine  to  make  the  hardened  feel ; 
Thine  to  give  light  to  blinded  eyes, 
And  bid  the  grovelling  spirit  rise. 

Compass*d  by  foes  on  every  side, 
By  sin  and  sore  temptation  tried  ; 
Where  can  we  look  or  whither  flee, 
If  not,  Great  Strengthener,  to  Thee  ? 

When  faith  is  weak  and  courage  fails, 
When  grief  or  doubt  our  soul  assails  ; 
Who  can,  like  Thee,  our  spirits  cheer  T 
•  Great  Comforter,  be  ever  near.  ^ 

Like  captives  at  their  prison  grate. 
We  mourn  our  languishing  estate  : 
Thou  only  canst  our  bonds  untie ; 
Great  Sanctifier,  hear  our  cry. 


WILLIAM  LINDSAY  ALEXANDER,  D.D.  I3 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  like  the  fire, 
With  burning  zeal  our  souls  inspire ; 
Come,  like  the  south  wind,  breathing  balm, 
Onr  joys  refiresh,  our  passions  calm ; 

Come  like  the  sun's  enlightening  beam ; 
Come  like  the  cooling,  cleansing  stream ; 
With  all  Thy  graces  present  be — 
Spirit  of  God,  we  wait  for  Thee.      ^ 


THE  LAST  WISH. 

No  more,  no  more  of  the  cares  of  time  ! 
Speak  to  me  now  of  that  happy  clime, 
Where  the  ear  never  lists  to  the  sufferer's  moan. 
And  sorrow  and  care  are  all  unknown  : 
Now  when  my  pulse  beats  faint  and  slow, 
And  my  moments  are  numbered  here  below. 
With  thy  soft,  sweet  voice,  my  sister,  tell 
Of  that  land  where  my  spirit  longs  to  dwell. 

Oh  yes,  let  me  hear  of  its  blissful  bowers, 
And  its  trees  of  life,  and  its  fadeless  flowers ; 
Of  its  crystal  streets  and  its  radiant  throng, 
With  their  harps  of  gold  and  their  endless  song  ; 
Of  its  glorious  palms  and  its  raiment  white, 
And  its  streamlets  all  lucid  with  living  light ; 
And  its  emerald  plains,  where  the  ransom'd  stray, 
'Mid  the  bloom  and  the  bliss  of  a  changeless  day. 

And  tell  me  of  those  who  are  resting  there, 
Far  from  sorrow,  and  free  from  care — 
The  loved  of  my  soul,  who  pass'd  away 
In  the  roseate  bloom  of  their  early  day ; 
Oh,  are  they  not  bending  around  me  now, 
Light  in  each  eye,  and  joy  on  each  brow. 
Waiting  until  my  spirit  fly. 
To  herald  me  home  to  my  rest  on  high  ? 

Thus,  thus,  sweet  sister,  let  me  hear 
Thy  loved  voice  fall  on  my  listening  ear. 
Like  the  murmur  of  streams  in  that  happy  grove 
That  circles  the  home  of  our  early  love  ; 
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And  so  let  my  spirit  calmly  rise, 
From  the  loved  upon  earth,  to  the  blest  in  the  skies. 
And  lose  the  sweet  tones  I  have  loved  so  long, 
In  the  glorious  burst  of  the  heavenly  song. 


MEETINGS  OF  MINISTERS. 

From  distant  comers  of  our  land, 
Behold  us,  Lord,  before  Thee  stand, 
Once  more  prepared  to  Thee  to  raise 
Our  himible  prayer,  our  grateful  praise. 

Blest  be  the  Hand  whose  guardian  power 
Has  kept  us  to  this  present  hour ; 
Blest  be  the  grace  that  bids  us  meet 
Thus  roimd  the  throne,  in  union  sweet. 

We  meet  to  seek,  in  faith  and  zeal. 
The  brethren's  good,  the  Church's  weal ; 
Oh,  whilst  for  Zion's  cause  we  stand. 
May  Zion's  King  be  near  at  hand  ! 

We  meet,  O  God,  that  through  our  land 
The  Churches  planted  by  Thy  hand, 
From  error,  weakness,  discord  free. 
May  bloom  like  gardens  blest  by  Thee. 

Smile  on  us,  Lord,  and  through  this  place 
Difiuse  the  glory  of  Thy  face  ; 
Here  to  our  gadier'd  tribes  be  given 
A  brightening  antepast  of  heaven. 


PRAISE  TO  THE  HOLY  TRINITY. 

Thrice  holy  and  thrice  potent  God, 

Incomprehended  Trine  1 
Perennial  Light,  through  whose  abode 

No  boiTowM  splendours  shine ; 
O  Unity  for  ever  true  I 

O  Truth  for  ever  one  ! 
O  Love,  that  spreads  all  being  through, 

Creation's  Source  and  Sun  : — 
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Hiee^  'midst  nnfiidiomed  depths  of  l^t, 

With  donds  endrded  nmnd. 
Angels  adore,  nor  dare  the  sights 

Nor  tempt  the  dread  profoond. 
Thee  we  confess ;  hi  Thee  we  trust ; 

Andy  bom  to  see  Thj  fiioe^ 
Love  bears  ns  upward  from  the  dnst^ 

And  now  foretastes  the  grace. 

Here  we  would  do  the  Father's  will ; 

Lean  all  the  Son  hath  taught ; 
The  S|ririt's  word  in  truth  iulfil. 

With  His  ridi  graces  firaug^ 
Help  us,  adorM  Trinity ; 

Hdp,  Father,  Spirit,  Son  ; 
Whose  empire  fills  eternity, 

Unending,  unbegun ! 


HENRY  ALFORD,  D.D. 

The  VBS.Y  Rev.  Henry  Alpord.  Dean  of  Canterbury,  was  bom  in  London,  on  the  7th 

Octr<4>er,  iSxo.    Hi«  father  some  time  prosecuted  the  law,  but  subsequently  took  orders.    Hu 

b«c3X&e  Rector  of  Aston  Sandford.  Bucks,  and  died  in  x8p.    The  Dean  studied  at  Trinity 

CoUeife.  Cambridge.    In  1831,  he  published  his  firvt  work,  entitled  "Poems  and  r<ctical 

Trraipaeats."    He  was  ordained  in  1833,  and,  six  years  after,  was  instituted  in  the  Vicnrntf.;  <.f 

Wynxevwold,  LeJcestershire.    In  1857,  he  obtained  his  present  preferment.    Dean  Alfor-l  is 

astbcir  of  about  sixty  (Afferent  publications.    His  annotated  Greek  Testament,  in  four  v<  iliiiiic:, 

h^^  secured  him  reputation  as  a  profound  Biblical  scholar.     He  is  a  contributor  to  C>nJ 

Words  and  The  Sunday  Afagasine.     In  183$.  appeared  his  "School  of  the  Heart,  and  other 

Poemss"  3  vols.,  T2mo.    He  published.  In  1844,  a  small  coflcction  of  "  Ps.ilms  and  Flyinns,"  to 

wfajcb  were  addeil  thirty-seven  sacred  lyrics  written  by  himself.    From  the  latest  edition  of 

tlie  Dean's  "  Poetical  Works"  published  in  1865,  the  foUowinjir  hymns  have  been  transcrilxrd. 

A  HYMN  FOR  FAMILY  WORSHIP. 

Saviour  of  them  that  trust  in  Thee, 

Once  more,  with  supplicating  cries, 
We  lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee, 

And  bid  devotion's  incense  rise. 

For  mercies  past  we  praise  Thee,  Lord, 
The  fruits  of  earth,  the  hopes  of  heaven  ; 

Thy  helping  arm.  Thy  guiding  word. 
And  answered  prayers,  and  sins  forgiven. 
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Whene'er  we  tread  on  danger's  height, 
Or  walk  temptation's  slippery  way. 

Be  still,  to  sleer  our  steps  aright, 
Thy  word  our  guide,  Thine  arm  our  stay. 

Be  ours  Thy  fear  and  favour  still. 
United  hearts — ^undianging  love  ; 

No  scheme  that  contradicts  Thy  will. 
No  wish  that  centres  not  above. 

And  since  we  must  be  parted  here, 
Support  us  when  the  hour  shall  come ; 

Wipe  gently  off  the  mourner's  tear, — 
Rejoin  us  in  our  heavenly  home. 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Thou  that  art  the  Father's  Word, 
Thou  that  art  the  Lamb  of  God, 
Thou  that  art  the  Virghi's  Son, 
Thou  that  savest  souls  undone^ 
Sacred  sacrifice  for  sin. 
Fount  of  piety  within  : 

Hail,  Lord  Jesus  I 

Thou  to  whom  Thine  angels  raise 
Quiring  songs  of  sweetest  praise. 
Thou  that  &rt  the  flower  and  fruit. 
Virgin-bom  from  Jesse's  root, 
Shedding  holy  peace  abroad. 
Perfect  man  and  perfect  God  ; 
Hail,  Lord  Jesus ! 

Thou  that  art  the  door  of  heaven. 
Living  bread  in  mercy  given. 
Brightness  of  the  Father's  face, 
Everlasting  Prince  of  peace, 
Precious  pearl  beyond  all  pricey 
Brightest  star  in  all  the  skies  : 
Hail,  Lord  Jesus  ! 
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King  and  Spouse  of  holy  hearts, 
Fount  of  love  that  ne'er  departs, 
Sweetest  life,  and  brightest  daj. 
Truest  truth,  and  surest  way. 
That  leads  onward  to  the  blest 
Sabbath  of  eternal  rest : 

Hail,  LoidJesusJ 


HYMN  OF  DELIVERANCE. 

Lo,  the  storms  of  life  are  breaking. 
Faithless  fears  our  hearts  are  shaking  ; 
For  our  succour  undertaking, 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  ! 

Lo,  the  world  from  Thee  rebelling, 
Round  Thy  Church  in  pride  is  swelling  ; 
With  Thy  word  their  madness  quelling  ; 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  1 

On  Thine  own  command  relying, 
We  our  onward  task  are  plying ; 
Unto  Thee  for  safety  sighing. 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  I 

By  Thy  birth,  Thy  cross  and  passion, 
By  Thy  tears  of  deep  compassion. 
By  Thy  mighty  intercession, 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  ! 


HARVEST  HOME. 

Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home. 
All  is  safely  gathered  in. 
Ere  the  winter  storms  begin. 
God,  our  Maker,  doth  provide, 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied  ; 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home. 
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We  ourselves  are  God*s  own  Beld, 
Fruit  unto  His  praise  to  yield  ; 
Wheat  and  tares  together  sown. 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown  : 
First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear. 
Then  the  full  com  shall  appear  : 
Grant,  O  harvest  Lord,  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 

For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come. 
And  shall  take  His  harvest  home ; 
From  His  field  shall  in  that  day 
AH  oflences  purge  away  ; 
Give  His  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast ; 
But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 
In  His  gamer  evermore! 

Then,  tiiou  Church  triumphant,  come^ 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home  ? 
All  are  safely  gathered  in, 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin  ; 
There  for  ever  purified. 
In  God's  gamer  to  abide  ; 
Come,  ten  thousand  angels,  come. 
Raise  the  glorious  Harvest  Home! 

BROTHERLY  LOVE. 

Little  children,  dwell  in  love  ; 
New-begotten  from  above, 
Ye  by  this  your  birth  may  know. 
That  ye  dwell  in  love  below. 

God,  your  Father,  reigns  on  high, 
Unbeheld  by  mortal  eye  ; 
Him  jre  see  not,  love  Him  then 
In  His  types,  your  fellow-men. 

Not  in  semblance,  nor  in  word. 
But  in  holy  thoughts  unheard, 
But  in  very  truth  and  deed, 
Shaxe  their  joy  and  help  their  need. 
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Thus  the  saint  whom  Jesus  loved. 
Spoke  in  word,  in  action  proved  ; 
Lord,  may  Thj  disdples  be 
Like  to  him,  and  like  to  Thee. 


HOLY  COMMUNION. 

Lo,  the  feast  is  spread  to^ay ; 

Jesus  summons,  come  away  ! 

From  the  vanity  of  life. 

From  the  sounds  of  mirth  and  strife^ 

To  the  feast  by  Jesus  given, 

Come  and  taste  the  bread  of  heaven. 

Why,  with  proud  excuse  and  vain, 
Spurn  His  mercy  once  again  ? 
From  amidst  life's  social  ties, 
From  the  farm  and  merchandise, 
Come,  for  all  is  now  prepared  ; 
Freely  given,  be  freely  shared. 

Blessed  arc  the  lips  that  taste 
Our  Redeemer's  marriage  feast ; 
BlessM  who  on  II im  shall  feed. 
Bread  of  Life,  and  drink  indeed. 
Bless^,  for  their  thirst  is  o*er, 
They  shall  never  hunger  more. 

Make  then  once  again  your  choice. 
Hear  to-day  Hi?  calling  voice  ; 
Servants,  do  your  Master's  will ; 
Bidden  guests,  His  table  fill ; 
Come,  before  His  wrath  shall  swear 
Ye  shall  never  enter  there. 
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JAMES  ALLEN. 


"WORTHY    THE    LAMB." 

GLJ7sy  to  God  on  high. 
Let  piaisa  fill  the  sky ! 

Praise  je  His  name. 
Angela  His  nunc  adoit^ 
■\no  all  our  sorrows  bore, 
Ath]  saintFi  cry  evcrmor^ 

"Worthy  Ihe  Lamb!" 


Praising  His  name. 
We  who  have  fell  His  blood, 
Sealing  our  peace  with  God, 
Spreail  His  dear  fame  abroad — 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 

To  Him  our  hearts  we  raise — 
None  else  shall  have  our  praise ; 

Praise  jre  His  name  I 
Itim  out  exalted  Lord, 
Bjr  us  below  adored. 
We  praise  with  one  accord— 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  I  " 

ir  we  should  hold  out  peace. 
Stones  would  cry  out  apace  ; 

Praise  ye  His  name  I 
Love  docs  OUT  souls  inspire 
With  heavenly,  pure  desire. 
And  lets  us  all  on  fire — 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  I " 
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Joiii  an  the  hnman  race, 
Onr  Lord  and  God  to  blen  ; 
'    Piaiae  ye  His  name  ! 
In  Him  we  will  rejoioe^ 
Making  a  cheerful  noise, 
And  saj  with  heart  and  voice, 
«•  Worthy  the  Lamb  I" 

Thongh  we  most  change  our  place, 
Oar  souls  shall  nerer  cease 

Praising  His  name ; 
To  Him  we'll  tribute  bring. 
Land  Him  our  gradous  King^ 
And  without  ceasing  sing, 
Worthy  the  Lamb  1 " 


•< 


OSWALD  ALLEN. 

KUD  ALLBTI  is  SOD  of  John  Allen,  who  has,  for  upwards  of  half  a  century,  eni^aiped  in 
im;.  and  i^  Manager  of  the  I.ancashire  Baokini^  Cuni|tany,  at  Kirkhy-Ix>n!Mlale,  West- 
4AfiH,  At  thiv  pUce.  the  subject  of  thi>  notice  was  bom  in  iSi6.  Win  ^reat-fp'widuncle, 
i*  XOcik.  is  nmiced  in  the  precetJini;  article.  Owinf;  to  a  delicate  constitution,  his  cduca- 
WA*i  chiefly  conducted  in  his  native  pince.  In  1841.  he  entered  on  husinesv  at  r.la.sgnw,  but 
C'lnp^Jled  to  alondon  it  frt>m  imjnircd  health.  He  now  resides  in  his  natire  place,  able, 
ui;h  inpnrve«l  health,  to  Like  an  active  purt  in  Mnk  iluties.  In  tVrj,  he  published 
ftans  n{  the  Christian  I  jfe ;"  London,  izmo.  From  this  excellent  publication,  the  follow- 
b>-n«iu  Lave  been  hclcctcd.    They  are  printed  under  the  author's  revision. 

THE  JOURNEY. 

Jesus,  through  life's  journey  guide  us 

Safely  to  the  promised  land  ; 
From  the  storm  and  tempest  hide  us, 

Watching  o'er  Thy  lowly  band. 
"We  have  passM  through  many  dangers 

In  our  pilgrimage  of  love  ; 
Lived  as  outcasts  and  as  strangers, 

Marching  to  the  world  above. 

Jesus,  none  of  these  things  move  us, 

Man  forsakes  us — Thou  art  true  ; 
Thou  wilt  never  cease  to  love  us  ; 

Thou  hast  strength  to  bear  us  through. 
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If  men  marked  not  our  behaviour, 
If  our  speech  were  like  their  own, 

We  should  not  be  like  our  Saviour  ;- 
They  or  Thou  must  us  disown. 

Jesus,  Thee  our  souls  have  taken 

For  our  Captain  and  our  Guide  ; 
All  for  Thee  we  have  forsaken  ; 

All  we  need  Thou  wilt  provide. 
Firmest  trust  in  Thy  love  placing, 

Cheerfully  we  hasten  on  ; 
Every  promise  firm  embracing. 

Till  the  kingdom  we  have  won. 


COME,  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

O  Holy  Spirit,  come. 
And  Jesu's  love  declare  ; 
O  tell  us  of  our  heavenly  home, 
And  guide  us  safely  there. 

Our  unbelief  remove, 
By  Thine  Almighty  breath  ; 
O  work  the  wondrous  work  of  love. 
The  mighty  work  of  faith  ! 

Come  with  resistless  power, 
Come  with  almighty  grace. 
Come  with  the  long-expected  shower. 
And  fall  upon  this  place  ! 

We  know  Thou  hast  the  power, 
O  let  that  power  be  shown  ! 
We  know  that  this  is  mercy's  hour, 
O  make  Thy  mercy  known  ! 

We  now  besiege  Thy  throne  ; 
We  fall  before  Thy  face ; 
Our  only  hope,  Thy  love  alone ; 
Our  only  trust,  Thy  grace. 
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Thy  sceptre,  Lord,  extend  ; 
Pitj  onr  deep  distreai ; 
Thoa  art  the  contrite  sinner's  Frknd, 
Thj  waiting  servants  bless. 

Give  OS  the  mdtix^  soul. 
Give  us  the  will  subdued. 
Give  us  the  streams  of  grace^  to  roll 
Over  a  heart  renewed. 

We  bless  Thee  for  Thj  grace, 
And  Thine  Almighty  power  ; 
We  bless  Thee  for  Thy  holy  place, 
And  this  accepted  hour. 


TO-DAY. 

To-day  Thy  mercy  calls  me, 

To  wash  away  my  sin  ; 
However  great  my  trespass, 

Whatever  I  may  have  been. 
However  long  from  mercy 

I  may  have  tum'd  away, 
Thy  blood,  O  Christ,  can  cleanse  me. 

And  make  me  white  to-day. 

To-day  Thy  gate  is  open. 

And  all  who  enter  in 
Shall  find  a  Father*s  welcome, 

And  pardon  for  their  sin. 
The  past  shall  be  forgotten, 

A  present  joy  be  given, 
A  future  grace  be  promised — 

A  glorious  crown  in  heaven. 

To-day  the  Father  calls  me ; 

The  Holy  Spirit  waits  ; 
The  blessed  angels  gather 

Around  the  heavenly  gates  ; 
No  question  will  be  ask'd  me. 

How  often  I  have  come  ; 
Although  I  ofl  have  wandered, 
.  It  is  my  Father's  home. 
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0  all-embradng  mercy, 
Thou  ever-open  door, 

What  should  I  do  without  Thee^ 
When  heart  and  eyes  run  o'er  t 

When  all  things  seem  against  me. 
To  drive  me  to  despair, 

1  know  one  gate  is  open, 

One  ear  will  hear  my  prayer. 


JOHN  ANDERSON. 


The  Rev.  John  AIVDRRSON  was  bom  in  the  manse  of  Dunbarnie,  Perthshires.  His  Ihttier. 
the  late  Rev.  John  Anderson,  D.D.,  was  some  time  minister  of  that  parish ;  he  was  subse- 
quently preferred  to  the  parochial  choree  of  Newburgh,  in  Fife.  The  subject  of  this  sketch 
studied  at  the  University  of  St  Andrews.  He  took  licence  as  a  probationer,  in  1844.  and  was 
shortly  after  appointed  to  St.  John's  parish,  Dundee.  In  1845.  he  was  translated  to  the  East 
Churdi,  Perth,  and  in  1853,  he  was  preferred  to  the  parish  of  Kinnoul,  his  present  charge. 
He  has  contributed  to  Frastr's  Magatcine,  and  other  periodicals.  Two  interesting  volumes 
of  poems,  "The  Pleasures  of  Home,"  and  "  The  Ljcgend  of  Glencoe,"  have  proceeded  from 
his  pen.    His  latest  work,  "  Bible  Incidenu  and  their  Lessons.'*  appeared  in  x86i. 


TO  A  YOUNG  CHRISTIAN. 

"  Work  out  your  own  salvation  with  fear  and  trembling." — PkU,  u.  -zs. 

Work  !  thy  mission  is  not  slumber  ; 

Sleep  beseemeth  not  the  soid  ; 
Sins  and  sorrows,  without  number. 

Stand  between  thee  and  the  goal. 

Tremble  !  lest  thy  foot  should  stumble  ; 

Death  pursues  on  fleetest  steed  ; 
Strive  with  courage,  yet  be  humble  ; 

Be  the  wings  of  prayer  thy  speed  I 

Fear  \  lest  pleasure  should  entice  thee 

To  forget  the  holy  prize  ; 
Fear  I  lest  riches  should  advise  thee 

Heavenly  treasures  to  despise. 

Tremble  !  for  the  heart  within  thec^ 
Tremble  !  for  the  world  without  ; 

Fear  !  lest  sin  or  sorrow  win  thee 
Once  to  droop,  despond,  or  doubt. 
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Work  !  and  rend  each  galling  fetter 

Satan  would  impose  on  thee  ; 
Rest  not— either  worse  or  better 

Every  day  thy  soul  must  be. 

Fearing  trembling,  striyin^^  praying. 

Onward,  like  yon  rolling  river ; 
Man's  delaying  proves  decaying 

Soul  immortal  resteth  never. 

Rest  odestial  is  not  slumber,  « 

Glory's  pathway  climbs  to  God  ; 
Seraphs,  spirits,  without  number, 

Tiead  that  ever-rising  road. 

Ever  up  to  Godhead  soaring, 

'Tis  their  glory  still  to  soar  ; 
'Mid  eternal  bliss  adoring, 

Heaven  behind,  around,  before. 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  LIFE. 

'Mid  the  hot  desert,  where  the  pilgrim  pines 
For  the  cool  shadow  and  the  streamlet  clear, 

Seeking  his  weary  way  to  Zion's  shrines, 
A  fountain  murmurs  comfort  in  his  ear. 

Stem  winter  seals  not  up  that  source  of  bliss, 
The  eastern  sunbeam  ncv^  drinks  it  dry  ; 

Fresh  flowers  and  greenest  grass  its  waters  kiss, 
And  whispering  palms  defend  it  from  the  sky. 

There  men  of  every  clime  refreshment  seek  ; 

All  sins  and  sorrows  meet  securely  there  ; 
These  waves  have  kiss'd  Remorse's  haggard  cheek. 

And  smoothed  the  wrinkles  on  the  brow  of  Care. 

The  lip  of  Passion  there  halh  quenched  its  flame, 
While  pale  Contrition  sadly  hung  its  head  ; 

That  fount  hath  mirtor'd  back  the  blush  of  shame. 
And  wash'd  the  savage  hand,  with  murder  red  ! 
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Sinner,  for  thee  a  purer  fountain  flows, 
To  soothe  the  sorrowful,  to  help  the  weak  ; 

To  wash  the  reddest  crimes,  like  spotless  snows 
That  gleam  on  Lebanon's  untrodden  peak. 

Come,  men  of  every  crime  and  every  care. 
Behold  the  words  upon  that  fountain's  brink- 

**  If  any  sigh  in  sin,  to  me  repair  ; 
Or  thirst  in  sorrow,  come  to  me  and  drink  ! 

The  Word  of  God  is  that  unfailing  fount, 
Life  is  the  desert  where  its  waters  flow  ; 

Drink,  if  you  hope  to  win  the  holy  mount. 
Where  Zion's  shrines  in  light  eternal  glow. 


THE  DYING  SAINTS  PRAYER  TO  THE  HOLY 

TRINITY. 

Holy  Father  !  lend  Thine  ear 

To  a  fainting  mortal's  cry  ; 
In  Thy  love  and  pity  hear. 

Breathe  a  pardon  ere  I  die. 

Blessed  Jesus  !  in  the  tide 

Poured  upon  the  fatal  tree. 
Let  my  soul  be  purified 

Ere  it  meets  a  Judge  in  Thee, 

Holy  Spirit !  sent  by  One 

Skill'd  in  human  pain  and  grie( 

Help  me  till  the  combat's  done ; 
Bring,  O  bring  my  soul  relie£ 

Glorious  and  eternal  Three  ! 

Give  my  spirit  power  to  sing, 
**  Grave,  how  brief  thy  victory  I 

Death,  how  vain  thy  sting  ! " 


SIR  HENRY  WILLIAMS  BAKER,  BART. 
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HENRY  ADAMS  SERGISON  ATWOOD. 

THB  fweread  anchor  of  the  toOowiag  hjiiui.  whose  name  b  prcixcd.  was  bora  on  the  t^ 
JaniorT.  zfloo.  His  ancestors  were,  §or  fire  soccesaiTe  generaitions.  beneficed  clei^ymen  of 
dK  Church  of  EngtaikL  He  stndied  at  Queen's  Ccrikire.  Qsford.  and  took  the  det:rcc  of  M.  A. 
iB  z8bi^  Obrainwur  orders,  he  became  Curate  of  Kenflworth.  In  1939,  he  was  c«*Ikited  to  the 
of  A&helwonh,  Gloacestcrshbe.  where  he  conUnues  to  dbcharge  the  duties  of  the 
In  1837.  he  pobUahed  "  Hymns  for  Mvate  or  CongrqFatlonal  use,  fur  every 
the  Yc 


FORGIVE,  AND  YE  SHALL  BE  FORGIVEN. 

When  angels  sang  the  Saviour's  birth, 

Hie  strain  cdestial  ran — 
"  Glor^  to  God  !  be  peace  on  earth  ! 

Goodwill  to  fallen  man  ! " 

When  Peter  asked,  "  How  oft  shall  I 

Forgive,  when  men  offend  ?  " 
The  Saviour's  gracious  words  imply 

Forgiveness  without  end. 

He  for  His  foes  expiring  prayed. 

To  His  own  precept  true  : 
"Father,  forgive  them,"  Jesus  said, 

"They  know  not  what  they  do." 

Oh,  teach  us.  Lord,  while  here  we  live, 

As  pilgrims  bound  for  heaven, 
Our  brother's  trespass  to  forgive, 

As  we  would  be  forgiven. 


SIR  HENRY  WILLIAMS  BAKER,  BART. 

The  Rev.  Sir  Henky  Williams  Baker.  Bart.,  was  bora  in  I^adon,  on  the  37th  May. 
zSbx.  His  father.  Sir  Henry  I^oratne  Baker,  the  second  baronet,  was  a  Vice-AMmiral  of  the 
Royal  Navy.  The  subject  of  this  sketch  was  educated  at  Trinity  Colletfc.  Canil)rt<l>;c,  where 
he  graduated  B.A.  in  1844.  Having  entered  into  holy  orders,  he  was.  in  1851,  ap|K>intcd  to 
the  Vicarage  of  Monkland.  Herefordshire.  The  reverend  baronet  i«  one  of  the  editors  of 
**  UynuK  Ancient  and  Modern."  The  two  following  hynui-s.  which  were  contributed  by  hiui 
to  that  work,  we  have  received  his  kind  permission  to  insert  in  this  collection. 


HEAVEN. 

There  is  a  blessed  Home 
Beyond  this  land  of  woe, 

Where  trials  never  come, 
Nor  tears  of  sorrow  How  ; 
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Where  faith  is  lost  in  sight, 
And  ]>atient  hope  is  crown'd, 

And  everlasting  light 
Its  glory  throws  around. 

There  is  a  land  of  peace. 

Good  angels  know  it  well ; 
Glad  songs  that  never  cease 

Within  its  portals  swell ; 
Around  its  glorious  throne 

Ten  thousand  saints  adore 
Christ,  with  the  Father  One, 

And  Spirit,  evermore. 

O  joy  all  joys  beyond. 

To  see  the  Lamb  who  died. 
And  count  each  sacred  wound 

In  hands  and  feet  and  side  ; 
To  give  to  Him  the  praise 

Of  every  triumph  won. 
And  sing  through  endless  dajrs 

The  gpreat  things  He  hath  done. 

Look  up,  ye  saints  of  God, 

Nor  fear  to  tread  below 
The  path  your  Saviour  trod 

Of  daily  toil  and  woe  ; 
Wait  but  a  little  while 

In  uncomplaining  love, 
His  own  most  gracious  smile 

Shall  welcome  you  above. 


SANCTIFIED  AFFLICTION. 

Oh  what,  if  we  are  Christ's, 
Is  earthly  shame  or  loss  ? 
Bright  shall  the  crown  of  glory  be^ 
When  we  have  borne  the  cross. 

Keen  was  the  trial  once, 
Bitter  the  cup  of  woe. 
When  martyr'd  saints,  baptized  in  blood, 
Christ's  sufferings  shared  below  : 
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Bright  is  their  glory  now, 
Boundless  their  joy  above, 
Where  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  in  perfect  love. 

Lord,  may  that  grace  be  ours, 
Like  them  in  faith  to  bear 
All  that  of  sorrow,  grief^  or  pain. 
May  be  our  portion  here. 

Enough  if  Thou  at  last 
The  word  of  blessing  give, 
And  let  us  rest  beneath  Thy  feet, 
Where  saints  and  angels  live. 

All  glory.  Lord,  to  Thee, 
Whom  heaven  and  earth  adore  ; 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  Grod  for  evermore. 


JOHN   BAKEWELL. 


John  BakewelL  was  born  in  1731,  at  Drailsford,  Derbyshire.  About  his  eighteenth  year, 
be  was  Awakened  to  a  saving  knowledge  of  Divine  truth-  He  began  to  preach  in  1744.  Pro- 
ceeding to  London,  he  formed  the  acquaintance  of  John  and  Charles  Wesley,  Toplady,  Madan, 
and  other  zealous  ministers.  He  united  himself  to  the  Wesleys,  and  was  one  of  the  first  of 
their  local  preachers.  For  some  time  he  lived  at  Westminster.  Subsequently,  he  became 
taajJLcr  of  the  Greenwich  Royal  Park  Academy.  In  his  advonccil  years,  he  retired  to  the  neigh- 
bourmff  Tillage  of  Lewisham.  where  he  died  on  the  18th  March,  1819.  His  remains  were  con- 
signed to  the  burial-ground  adjoining  the  City  Road  ChapeL  On  his  gravestone  it  is  recorded 
that  "  He  adorned  the  doctrine  of  God  our  Saviour  eighty  years,  and  preached  His  glorious 
2o«pel  about  seventy  years."  Till  lately,  Bakewell's  persi^nal  history  was  imperfectly  known. 
We  are  indebted  for  these  particulars  to  an  appreciatory  memoir  contributed  to  the  IVesUyan 
Uttkadttt  Magasitu  for  February,  1864,  by  Mr.  James  Stclfox,  of  Belfast.  The  following 
hymn,  by  Mr.  Bakeweil,  was  fir>t  published  in  Madan's  Collection,  in  1760 ;  it  was  inserted, 
with  alteratioas,  in  Toplady's  Collection,  in  1776.  In  Toplady's  edition  a  stanjEa  has  been 
added,  borrowed,  with  slight  variation,  from  Hymn  No.  97  of  James  Allen.  We  have  inserted 
the  Ibnner  vcrsioin,  thus  presenting  the  h>inn  in  the  author's  own  words. 

GRATITUDE  FOR  THE  ATONEMENT. 

Hail  I  Thou  once  despised  Jesus  ; 

Hail,  Thou  Galilean  King  ! 
Who  didst  suffer  to  release  us  ; 

Whc  didst  free  salvation  bring : 


30  LYRA  BRITANNICA, 

Hail,  Thou  universal  Saviour, 
Who  hast  borne  our  sin  and  shame  ! 

By  whose  merits  we  find  favour  ; 
Life  is  given  through  Thy  name. 

Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 

All  our  sins  were  on  Thee  laid ; 
By  almighty  love  appointed, 

Thou  hast  full  atonement  made  : 
Every  sin  may  be  forgiven 

Through  the  virtue  of  Thy  blood  ; 
Opened  is  the  gate  of  heaven  ; 

Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 

Jesus,  hail !  enthroned  in  glory, 

There  for  ever  to  abide  ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  Thee, 

Seated  at  Thy  Father's  side  : 
There  for  sinners  Thou  art  pleading  : 

**  Spare  them  yet  another  year ;" 
Thou  for  saints  art  interceding, 

Till  in  glory  they  appear. 

Worship,  honour,  power,  and  blessing, 

Christ  is  worthy  to  receive  ; 
Loudest  praises,  without  ceasing. 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 
Help,  ye  bright  angeUc  spirits  ! 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays  ! 
Help  to  sing  our  Jesu*s  merits  ; 

Help  to  chant  Immanuel's  praise. 
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ANNA  LETITIA  BARBAULD. 

This  accoaopffished  aatboress  was  bom  at  Kibworth-Harcomt,  Leicestershire,  on  the  aoth 
Joae.  X743.  Her  fother,  the  Rev.  John  Aikln,  was  a  dissenting  minister,  and  kept  an 
acadcnij.  She  early  wrote  verses.  In  1773,  she  publi.shed  a  volume  of  miscellaneous  poems, 
-which  rapidly  passed  through  four  editions.  In  the  foUo^ndng  year,  she  married  the  Rev. 
Rocbcmoat  Barbauld,  with  whom  she  opened  a  school  for  boys,  at  Palsgrave,  Suffolk.  Her 
lenare  honn  were  dedicated  to  compositidn.  She  published  "Early  Lessons  for  Children," 
"  Hynas  in  Prose,"  and  "  Devotional  Pieces."  In  1784.  Mr.  Barbauld  accepted  the  pastorate 
of  a  <fi»entiBg  chapel  at  Hampstead ;  in  180a;  he  removed  to  Newington  Green,  where  he 
died  in  X803.  Mrs.  Barbauld  continued  to  resde  in  that  neighbourhood  till  her  death,  which 
took  place  on  the  9th  March,  1895.  Her  collected  works,  accompanied  by  a  memoir,  were 
pnb&siMd  by  Miss  Lucy  Aikin,  her  niece,  in  1835.  The  following  hymns  have  been  trans- 
oribed  Cram  this  ecfidon. 

CHRISTIAN  FRIENDSHIP. 

How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds, 

In  union  sweet,  according  minds  ! 

How  swift  the  heavenly  course  they  run. 

Whose  hearts,  whose  faith,  whose  hopes  are  one ! 

To  each  the  soul  of  each  how  dear  : 
What  jealous  love,  what  holy  fear  ! 
How  doth  the  generous  flame  within 
Refine  from  earth,  and  cleanse  from  sin  ! 

Their  streaming  eyes  together  flow 
For  human  guilt  and  mortal  woe ; 
Their  ardent  prayers  together  rise, 
Like  mingling  flames  in  sacrifice. 

Together  both  they  seek  the  place 
Where  God  reveals  His  awful  face  ; 
How  high,  how  strong  their  raptures  swell. 
There's  none  but  kindred  souls  can  tell. 

Nor  shall  the  glowing  flame  expire 
When  Nature  droops  her  sickening  fire  ; 
Then  shall  they  meet  in  realms  above,      — 
A  heaven  of  joy,  because  of  love. 

THE  SAVIOUR'S  INVITATION. 

Come,  says  Jesu*s  sacred  voice. 
Come  and  make  my  paths  your  choice  ; 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home ; 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come  I 
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Thou,  who  houseless,  sole,  forlorn. 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn  ; 
Long  hast  roamed  this  barren  waste ; 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  haste  ! 

Ye  who,  toss*d  on  beds  of  pain. 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain  ;   . 
Ye  whose  swollen  and  sleepless  eyes 
Long  to  see  the  morning  rise  ; 

Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn. 

In  strong  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn  ; 

Here  repose  your  heavy  care, 

A  wounded  spirit  who  can  bear  T 

Sinner,  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound ; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure — 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 


LOVE,  THE  NEW  COMMANDMENT. 

Behold,  where  breathing  love  Divine, 

Our  dying  Master  stands  ! 
His  weeping  followers  gathering  round. 

Receive  His  last  commands. 

From  that  mild  Teacher's  parting  lips 

What  tender  accents  fell  ! 
The  gentle  precept  which  He  gave 

Became  its  Author  welL 

'*  Blest  is  the  man  whose  softening  heart 

Feels  all  another's  pain. 
To  whom  the  supplicating  eye 

Was  never  raised  in  vain. 

"  Whose  breast  expands  with  generous  warmth, 

A  stranger's  woes  to  feel. 
And  bleeds  in  pity  o'er  the  wound 

He  wants  the  power  to  heal* 
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He  spreads  his  kind  sapporting  urns 
To  eveiy  child  of  grief ; 
His  secret  bounty  largely  flows, 
And  brings  unask'd  relieC 

'*  To  gentle  offices  of  love 

His  feet  are  never  slow : 
He  views,  thro'  mercy's  melting  eye^ 

A  brother  in  a  foe. 

**  Peace  from  the  bosom  of  his  God, 

My  peace  to  him  I  give ; 
And  when  he  kneels  before  the  throne, 

His  trembling  soul  shall  live. 

'*  To  him  protection  shall  be  shown, 

And  mercy  from  above 
Descend  on  those  who  thus  fulfil 

The  perfect  law  of  love." 


PRAISE  TO  GOD. 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  da)rs  ; 
Bounteous  source  of  every  joy, 
Let  Thy  praise  our  tongues  employ  ; 

For  the  blessings  of  the  field. 
For  the  stores  the  gardens  yield. 
For  the  vine's  exalted  juice. 
For  the  generous  olive's  use. 

Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain. 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripen'd  grain  ; 
Clouds  that  drop  their  fattening  dews, 
Suns  that  temperate  warmth  diffuse. 

All  that  Spring,  with  bounteous  hand, 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land  ; 
All  that  liberal  Autumn  pours 
From  her  rich  o'erflowing  stores. 
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These  to  Thee,  my  God,  we  owe. 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow  ; 
And  for  these  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

Yet  should  rising  whirlwinds  tear 
From  its  stem  the  ripening  ear ; 
Should  the  fig-tree's  blasted  shoot 
Drop  her  green  untimely  fruit ; 

Should  the  vine  put  forth  no  more, 
Nor  the  olive  yield  her  store  ; 
Though  the  sick'ning  flocks  should  fall. 
And  the  herds  desert  the  stall ; 

Should  Thine  altered  hand  restrain 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain, 
Blast  each  opening  bud  of  joy. 
And  the  rising  year  destroy, — 

Yet  to  Thee  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise  ; 
And  when  every  blessing's  flown. 
Love  Thee  for  Thyself  alone. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  WARFARE. 

Awake,  my  soul !  lift  up  thine  eyes  ; 
See  where  thy  foes  against  thee  rise 
In  long  array,  a  numerous  host : 
Awake,  my  soul,  or  thou  art  lost  ! 

Here  giant  Danger  threat'ning  stands, 
Must'ring  his  pale  terrific  bands  ; 
There  Pleasure's  silken  banners  spread, 
And  willing  souls  are  captive  led. 

See,  where  rebellious  passions  rage, 
And  fierce  desires  and  lusts  engage  ; 
The  meanest  foe  of  all  the  train 
Has  thousands  and  ten  thousands  slain  ! 
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Thou  tread'st  upon  enchanted  ground, 
Perils  and  snares  beset  thee  round  5 
Beware  of  all,  guard  every  part, 
But  most,  the  traitor  in  thy  heart. 

"  Come  then,  my  soul,  now  learn  to  wield 
The  weight  of  thine  immortal  shield  ;" 
Put  on  the  armour  from  above, 
Of  heavenly  truth  and  heavenly  love. 

The  terror  and  the  charm  repel. 
And  powers  of  earth  and  powers  of  hell ; 
The  Man  of  Calvary  triumphed  here  ; 
Why  should  His  faithful  followers  fear  ? 


THE  RESURRECTION  OF  CHRIST. 

Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 

Awakes  the  kindling  ray, 
Unseals  the  eyelids  of  the  mom, 

And  pours  increasing  day. 

O  what  a  night  was  that  which  wrapt 
The  heathen  world  in  gloom  ! 

O  what  a  sun  which  broke  this  day 
Triumphant  from  the  tomb  ! 

This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid, 

And  loud  hosannas  sung  ; 
Let  gladness  dwell  in  every  heart, 

And  praise  on  every  tongue. 

Ten  thousand  differing  lips  shall  join 

To  hail  this  welcome  morn, 
Which  scatters  blessings  from  its  wings 

To  nations  yet  unborn. 

Jesus,  the  friend  of  human  kind. 
With  strong  compassion  mov'd, 

Descended  like  a  pitying  God, 
To  save  the  souls  He  lov'd. 


D  2 
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The  powers  of  darkness  leagued  in  vain 
To  bind  His  soul  in  death  ; 

He  shook  their  kingdom  when  He  fell, 
With  His  expiring  breath. 

Not  long  the  toils  of  hell  could  keep 
The  Hope  of  Judah*s  line  ; 

Corruption  never  could  take  hold 
On  aught  so  much  Divine. 

And  now  His  conquering  chariot  wheels 

Ascend  the  lofly  skies  ; 
While  broke  beneath  his  powerfiil  cross, 

Death's  iron  sceptre  lies. 

Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand, 

And  Lord  of  all  below  ; 
Thro'  Him  is  pardoning  love  dispens'd. 

And  boundless  blessings  flow. 

And  still  for  erring,  guilty  man, 

A  brother's  pity  flows  ; 
And  still  His  bleeding  heart  is  touch'd 

With  memory  of  our  woes. 

To  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  King, 
Glad  homage  let  me  give ; 

And  stand  prepar'd,  like  Thee,  to  die. 
With  Thee  that  I  may  live. 
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BERNARD  BARTON. 


HMD  Baxtom  wm  bon  on  dM  jnt  Jammuj,  i^ti.  Loadott  nd  CiriU* 
iamed  as  M»  bMh|)lK«k  His  |MnMs  wv*  MMiMn  of  the  Socktj  of  Frtondi,  tha 
of  wl^Ji  body  Btftaa  fbOowcd  through  Ukt.  la  ilMk  h«  becaoM  clerk  ia  Alaaodai's 
at  Woo«lbrldK<,  ta  which  fteaatioa  he  reawlaed  tffl  aear  the  parted  of  hbdwroMC  la 
eptdCahed-*  Metrical  Effoikoi,- which  gained  him  the  coffTOpoadcacc  of  Soalhejr.  la 
ic  priated  bjr  MbKiiiitioa  a  thfai quarto,  eatllkd  " FbeaM  bj  aa  AaMtaar."  A  hiIbmi 
KIM.*  wMch  he  pabbhediaite),  brought  hia  the  frieaddiip  of  Lord  Bjrroa.  Fnaiito 
1^  b«  gwrc  to  the  world  ive  rolaoMo  of  poetiy.  Two  other  rohaaes  wen  eabaequcatlljr 
ibcd.  la  rt4i.  he  received,  oa  the  recwaiawTiditinn  of  Sir  Robert  Feel,  a  ibMte  pnadna 
00  per  aaafDBiu  He  <fied  oa  dM  sgth  F^iraary,  1149^  BiioctfcwM  from  hie  poeam  aad 
fcwcrapabiiihedbyhtortaagblir;  Loadoa,ito.    samob 


A  CHRISTIAN'S  DEVOTEDNESS. 

Hx  who  would  win  a  warrior's  fiune 
Must  shun,  with  ever-watchful  aim. 

Entangling  things  of  life ; 
His  couch  the  earth,  heaven's  arching  dome 
His  airy  tent,  his  only  home 

The  field  of  martial  strife. 

Unwearied  by  the  battle's  toil, 
Uncumber'd  by  the  battle's  spoil. 

No  dangers  must  affright ; 
Nor  rest  seduce  to  slothful  ease, 
Intent  alone  his  Chief  to  please. 

Who  called  him  forth  to  fight 

Soldier  of  Christ,  if  thou  wouldst  be 
Worthy  that  epithet,  stand  free 

From  Time's  encumb'ring  things  ; 
Be  earth's  enthralments  fear'd,  abhorr'd. 
Knowing  thy  Leader  is  the  Lord, 

Thy  Chief  the  King  of  kings.* 

WALK  IN  THE  LIGHT. 

Walk  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thou  know 

That  fellowship  of  love. 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow, 

Who  reigns  in  light  above. 

The  hymn  origixudly  consisted  of  five  stanzas.   Two  were  aflemrards  uiuillK*'  j 
the  author. 
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Walk  in  the  light  !  and  sin,  abhorr*d, 

Shall  ne'er  defile  again  ; 
The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  thy  Lord 

Shall  cleanse  from  every  stain. 

Walk  in  the  light  !  and  thou  shalt  find 
Thy  heart  made  truly  His, 

Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrin*d. 
In  whom  no  darkness  is. 

Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  own 
Thy  darkness  pass'd  away, 

Because  that  light  hath  on  thee  sboae» 
In  which  is  perfect  day. 

Walk  in  the  light !  and  e*en  the  tomb 
No  fearful  shade  shall  wear  ; 

Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 
For  Christ  hath  conquered  there. 

Walk  in  the  light  !  and  thou  shalt  be 
A  path,  though  thorny,  bright ; 

For  God,  by  grace,  shall  dwell  in  thee^ 
And  God  Himself  is  light. 


HENRY  BATEMAN. 

HBNRY  BATBMAN  w&s  born  in  I^ndou.  He  now  carries  on  business  in  the  City.  His  hours 
of  leisure  have  been  devoted  to  the  |>n>inntion  or  religious  and  philanthropic  objects,  and  to 
literature.  He  has  served  on  the  Committee  of  the  Religious  Tract  Society,  and  was.  for  some 
time,  one  of  the  Directors  of  the  London  Missionary  Society.  His  publications  are, — 
"  Belgium,  and  Up  and  Down  the  Rhine  :"  "  Sunday  Sunshine :  New  Hymns  and  Poems  for 
the  Young;"  "Metrical  Lay  Sermons;"  and  "Heart  Melodies:  Three  hundred  and  sixty* 
five  New  Hymns  and  Psalms,  for  Public  Worship  or  Domestic  Use."  Mr.  Bateman  is  nqihew 
of  the  late  distinguished  Dr.  Daniel  Wilson,  Bishop  of  Calcutta. 

SUPPLICATION. 

I  Peter  L  3. 

God  of  mercy  and  of  blessing, 

Light  and  comfort  of  our  hearts ; 
All  that  we  can  need  possessing, 

Grant  the  peace  Thy  love  imparts. 
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By  Thy  blessM  Spirit's  shining 

On  our  paths -with  holy  light. 
Elevating  and  refining^ 

Guide,  O  Lord,  our  footsteps  riffA. 


By  Thy  mercy,  great  and  glorious^ 

Mighty  Sariour,  set  us  free ; 
Over  sin  and  death  victorious, 

Give  us  joyful  life  in  Thee. 
Life  that  has  its  source  and  blessing; 

In  Thine  everlasting  love  ; 
Priceless  treasure  !  which  possessing, 

We  shall  rest  with  Thee  above. 


THANKSGIVING. 

Revelation  viL  xs. 

Hallelujah  I  God  is  near  us, 
Guides  our  footsteps  everywhere  ; 

He  can  see,  and  He  can  hear  us. 
Heal  our  sorrows,  soothe  our  care. 

Hallelujah  I 
He  will  listen  to  our  prayer. 

Hallelujah  !  praise  and  blessing 
For  His  love,  in  Christ  our  Lord  ; 

He  will  to  us,  sin  confessing, 
Pardon  and  His  peace  accord. 

Hallelujah ! 
Thanks  for  His  most  precious  Word. 

Hallelujah  I  rest  in  heaven 

Comes  when  work  on  earth  is  done  ; 
Strength  sufficient  will  be  given. 

And  life's  victory  be  won. 
Hallelujah  1 

Praise  the  Lord,  through  Christ  the  Son. 
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PRAISE. 

Psalm  xxxiil.  z. 

Let  us  with  a  cheerful  voice, 
In  the  Lord  our  God  rejoice ; 
Let  us  with  thanksgiving  raise 
Loud  hosannahs  to  His  praise. 

Praise  the  Lord,  whose  loving  hand 
Guides  us  through  this  pilgrim  land. 
From  whose  boundless  mercy  springs 
Daily  helpful  comfortings. 

Let  us  praise  Him,  who  has  given 
Hope,  through  Christ,  of  rest  in  heaven  ; 
By  whose  blessing  life  may  be 
Full  of  sweet  tranquillity. 

Let  us  all  with  gladness  sing 
Praises  to  our  God  and  King, 
And  with  thankful  heart  and  voice, 
In  the  love  of  God  rejoice. 


WILLIAM   HILEY  BATHURST. 

Thb  Rev.  William  Hiley  Bathurst  was  born  at  Cleve  Dale,  in  tbe  parish  of  Man. 
gotsfidd.  near  Bristol,  on  the  38th  Au^st,  1796.  His  father.  Charles  Bragi^e.  M.P..  for 
Bristol,  assumed  the  name  of  Bathurst  on  succeeding  to  his  uncle's  estate  of  Lydney  Pax^ 
Cloucesterahire.  The  subject  of  this  sketch  studied  at  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  where  he 
graduated.  In  18x9,  he  took  orders,  and  in  the  followinji:  year,  was  appointed  to  the  Rectory 
of  Barwick'in-Elmet.  Yorkshire.  In  1830,  he  published  "  Psalms  and  Hymns  for  Public  and 
Private  Use;**  London.  x2mo.  Of  this  work  a  second  edition  appeared  in  1842.  A  small 
volume,  entitled  "  Metrical  Thoughts  in  Verse."  was  issued  by  Mr.  Bathurst  in  1849^  About 
the  same  period,  be  published  a  translation  of  "  The  Ceorgics  of  VijgiL**  Fkxim  the  living  of 
Banrick  he  retired  in  1853.  In  May,  1863.  he  succeeded,  on  the  death  of  his  elder  brothor.  to 
bit  paternal  estate  of  Lydney  Park,  where  he  now  resides. 

OFFICES  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 

Eternal  Spirit,  by  whose  power 

Are  burst  the  bands  of  death, 
On  our  cold  hearts  Thy  blessing  shower, 

And  stir  them  with  Thy  breath. 
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lis  Thine  to  poiiit  the  heavenly  waj, 

Each  rising  fear  control. 
And  with  a  warm,  enlivening  ray. 

To  melt  the  icy  souL 

lis  Thine  to  cheer  us  when  distressed. 

To  raise  us  when  we  fall. 
To  calm  the  doubting,  troubled  breast. 

And  aid  when  sinners  call. 

TIs  Thine  to  bring  God*s  sacred  Word, 

And  write  it  on  our  heart ; 
There  its  reviving  truths  record. 

And  there  its  peace  impart. 

Almighty  Spirit,  visit  thus 

Our  hearts,  and  guide  our  ways ; 
Pour  down  Thy  quick'ning  grace  on  us, 

And  tune  our  lips  to  praise. 


SECOND  COMING  OF  CHRIST. 

Jesus,  Thy  Church,  with  longing  eyes, 
For  Thy  expected  coming  waits ; 

When  will  the  promised  light  arise, 
And  glory  beam  from  Zion*s  gates  ? 

E'en  now,  when  tempests  round  us  fall. 
And  wintry  clouds  o'ercast  the  sky, 

Thy  words  with  pleasure  we  recall. 
And  deem  that  our  redemption's  nigh. 

Come,  gracious  Lord,  our  hearts  renew, 
Our  foes  repel,  our  wrongs  redress  ; 

Man's  rooted  enmity  subdue, 

And  crown  Thy  gospel  with  success. 

O  come  and  reign  o'er  every  land, 
Let  Satan  from  his  throne  be  hurl'd. 

All  nations  bow  to  Thy  command. 
And  grace  revive  a  dying  world. 
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Yes,  Thou  wilt  speedily  appear  ; 

The  smitten  earth  already  reels  j 
And  not  far  off  we  seem  to  hear 

The  thunder  of  Thy  chariot  wheeU. 

Teach  us,  in  watchfulness  and  prayer, 
To  wait  for  the  appointed  hour, 

And  fit  us  by  Thy  grace  to  share 
The  triumphs  of  Thy  conquering  power. 


CHRIST  IN  YOU  THE  HOPE  OF  GLORY. 

O  Saviour,  may  we  never  rest 

Till  Thou  art  form'd  within ; 
Till  Thou  hast  calm*d  our  troubled  breast. 

And  crush'd  the  power  of  sin. 

O  may  we  gaze  upon  Thy  cross, 

Until  the  wondrous  sight 
Makes  earthly  treasures  seem  bat  dross. 

And  earthly  sorrows  light 

Until,  released  from  carnal  tics, 

Our  spirit  upward  springs, 
And  sees  true  peace  above  the  skies. 

True  joy  in  heavenly  things. 

There,  as  we  gaze,  may  we  become 

United,  Lord,  to  Thee  ; 
And  in  a  fairer,  happier  home, 

Thy  perfect  beauty  see. 


FOR  GRACE  TO  RETURN. 

O  FOR  a  beam  of  heavenly  light 
To  guide  my  roving  steps  tiright, 
And  lead  me  to  the  blest  abode 
Where  dwells  my  Father  and  my  God. 
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Lord,  I  am  weak  and  prone  to  straj ; 
O  keep  me  in  Thy  holy  way  ; 
What  nature  wants  let  grace  snpply. 
And  smooth  my  progress  to  the  sky. 

Though  I  am  hot  a  worm  of  earth, 
Sinful  by  practice  as  by  birth  ; 
O  let  Divine  compassion  shed 
New  lustre  on  the  path  I  tread. 

Trusting  in  Jesus»  let  me  go 
In  safety  through  this  vale  of  woe ;    ^ 
And  may  His  gracious  presence  cheer 
My  heart  in  all  its  wandeHngs  here. 

And  when  my  pilgrimage  is  o'er, 
O  let  me  rest  upon  that  shore 
Where  sin  shall  never  more  molest 
Nor  drive  me  from  my  Saviour's  breast 


REMEMBER  NOW  THY  CREATOR. 

How  sweet  it  is  in  early  youth 
To  tread  the  sacred  paths  of  truth  ; 
From  sin^s  deceitful  snares  to  run. 
And  find  a  heaven  on  earth  begun. 

How  happy  is  the  soul  that  knows 
What  perfect  peace  and  calm  repose 
A  gracious  Father  deigns  to  give 
To  them  who  by  His  precepts  live. 

Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  we  should  stray 
Far  distant  from  Thy  holy  way  ; 
Or  so  deceived  and  thoughtless  be. 
As  to  love  pleasure  more  than  Thee. 

Though  fools  may  make  a  mock  at  sin, 
O  teach  us  wisely  to  begin 
To  seek  the  safe  and  narrow  road 
That  leads  to  happiness  and  God.. 
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PROGRESS  OF  TRUTH. 

Hark  !  the  distant  isles  prodaim 
Glory  to  Messiah's  name  ; 
Hymns  of  praise  miheard  before, 
Echo  from  the  farthest  shore. 

Hearts  that  once  were  taught  to  own 
Idol  gods  of  wood  and  stone. 
Now  to  light  and  life  restored 
Honour  Jesus  as  their  Lord. 

BlessM  Saviour,  still  proceed ; 
Bid  the  glorious  conquest  speed  ; 
Let  this  first  refreshing  ray 
Brighten  to  a  perfect  day. 

At  Thy  gospel's  solemn  call 
Bid  the  towers  of  Satan  fall ; 
And  his  wretched  slaves  obtain 
Freedom  from  their  galling  chain. 

Let  the  messengers  of  peace 
Raise  their  voice  and  never  cease 
Till  the  world  from  sin  made  free, 
Shall  unite  to  worship  Thee. 


TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Holy  Spirit,  from  on  high. 
Bend  on  us  a  pitying  eye  ; 
Animate  the  drooping  heart ; 
Bid  the  power  of  sin  depart. 

Light  up  every  dark  recess 
Of  our  heart's  ungodliness  ; 
Show  us  every  devious  way 
Where  our  steps  have  gone  astray. 

Teach  us  with  repentant  grief 
Humbly  to  implore  relief ; 
Then  the  Saviour's  blood  reveal, 
All  our  deep  disease  to  heal. 
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Other  grocmd  work  should  we  hij, 
Sweep  those  empty  hopes  away ; 
Hake  ns  feel  that  Christ  alone 
Can  for  human  guilt  atone. 

Mi^  we  dafly  grow  in  grace. 
And  pursue  the  heavenly  race, 
Train'd  in  wisdom,  led  by  love, 
Till  we  reach  our  rest  above. 


A  BETTER  HEART. 

Lord,  a  better  heart  bestow ; 

Hear  a  sinner's  broken  prayer  ; 
Full  of  weariness  and  woe. 

To  Thy  mercies  I  repair. 

Once  I  thought  I  could  amend 

All  the  evil  of  my  ways, 
To  Thy  throne  my  steps  could  bend, 

Do  Thy  will  and  gain  Thy  praise. 

But  in  vain  I  tuil'd  and  prayed. 
Still  I  did  but  sin  the  more. 

All  the  efforts  that  I  made 
Left  me  weaker  than  before. 

Now  I  find  no  hand  but  one 
Can  deliver  me  from  guilt ; 

On  the  merits  of  Thy  Son 
All  my  confidence  is  built. 

Ruin'd,  helpless,  and  forlorn, 
To  the  Saviour's  cross  I  flee  ; 

Oh,  since  Christ  my  sins  hath  borne, 
Let  my  burdened  soul  go  free. 

GOD  LEADETH  TO  REPENTANCE, 

How  strange  that  souls  whom  Jesus  feeds 

With  manna  from  above, 
Should  grieve  Him  by  their  evil  deeds. 

And  sin  against  such  love  ! 
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But  'tis  a  greater  wonder  still 
That  He  from  whom  they  stray, 

Should  l)ear  with  their  rebellious  will. 
And  wash  their  sins  away. 

Lord,  has  not  yet  my  stubborn  heart 
Exhausted  all  Thy  grace  ? 

Kind  and  forgiving  as  Thou  art. 
Can  I  behold  Thy  face? 

Can  such  a  rebel  be  received 
Into  Thy  blest  abode  ? 

Have  not  my  sins  too  often  grieved 
The  Spirit  of  my  God  ?    • 

Lord,  in  Thy  love  I  yet  behold 
An  undiminished  store, 

A  depth  unmeasured  and  untold, 
A  sea  without  a  shore. 


COMMUNION  WITH  GOD. 

Led  by  a  Father's  gentle  hand 
Through  this  dark  wilderness  of  woe. 

We  long  to  reach  that  peaceful  land, 
Where  streams  of  lasting  comfort  flow. 

O  may  our  meetings  here  be  blest. 

To  fit  us  for  that  holy  place  ; 
May  failli  and  love  inflame  each  breast 

With  zeal  to  run  the  heavenly  race  ! 

Here  may  the  Spirit  shed  the  light 
Of  truth  to  guide  us  on  our  way  ; 

God's  word  upon  our  conscience  write, 
And  teach  us  how  to  watch  and  pray  I 

We  would  dismiss  each  worldly  thought, 
W^hen  thus  we  commune  with  our  God  ; 

Our  theme  shall  be  the  love  that  brought 
A  Saviour  from  His  blest  abode. 
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Wfe*ll  think  how  Jesus  lived  and  died, 

The  pains  and  sorrows  that  He  bore, 
The  blessing  which  His  love  supplied, 

The  home  to  which  He's  gone  before. 

There  we  will  hope  to  rest  ere  long. 

And  gladly  change  before  His  throne 
The  pilgrim's  for  the  conqueror's  song, 

Saved  by  redeeming  grace  alone. 


RICHARD   BAXTER. 

THIS  celebrated  Nooconfonnl<>t  divine  was  born  on  the  xath  November,  1615,  at  Rowton,  in 
SlifT>p4hire.  Taking  orders  in  the  Church  of  Eniifland,  he  was  appointed,  in  1640,  to  the  parish 
of  Kidderminster.  Baxter  strongly  attached  himself  to  the  Puritan  jxirty  in  the  Church.  On  the 
passing  of  the  Act  of  Uniformity,  he  renounced  his  living.  For  nme  years  onwards  from  1663, 
ke  Jtred  in  retirement  at  Acton.  Middlesex,  producing  during  this  period  many  of  his  more 
esteemed  theologicil  works.  The  Act  of  Indulgence  permittc<l  him  to  pnx-eed  to  London  in 
X&T3.  where  he  divided  his  time  between  preaching  and  writing.  In  1635,  on  a  false  charge  of 
sedition,  he  was  sentenced  to  imprisonment  by  the  infamous  Judge  Jeffreys,  After  eighteen 
mooths'  confinement,  he  was  pardoned  and  released.  He  d:c<l  on  the  8th  December,  1691,  in 
lis  7Sth  year.  The  works  of  Richard  Baxter  have  been  collected  in  twenty-five  volumes,  183a 
Hi*  "Paraphrase  on  the  Psalms."  wa.««  printed  in  1692.  A  small  volume  of  hij>  "Poetical 
Fracments"  was  published  by  Pickering,  in  xSai ;  London,  i6mo. 


HE  GOETH  BEFORE  THEM.* 

Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care 

Whether  I  die  or  live  ; 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  is  my  share, 

And  this  Thy  grace  must  give. 

If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad 

That  I  may  long  obey  ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad. 

That  shall  have  the  same  pay  ? 

*  These  verses  form  the  fourth,  seventh,  and  eighth  stanz-is  of  one  of  Baxter's 
poems,  entitled,  "  The  Covenant  and  Confidence  of  Faith."  The  opening  word 
of  the  first  line  b  "  Now  "  in  the  originaL 
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Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  roolns 
Than  He  went  through  before  ; 

He  that  unto  God's  kingdom  comes, 
Must  enter  by  this  door. 

Come,  Lord,  when  grace  has  made  me  meet 

Thy  blessed  face  to  see ; 
For  if  Thy  work  on  earth  be  sweet, 

What  will  Thy  glory  be  I 

Then  shall  I  end  my  sad  complaints. 

And  weary  sinful  days, 
And  join  with  the  triumphant  saints 

To  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 

My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small. 

The  eye  of  faith  is  dim ; 
But  it's  enough  that  Christ  knows  all. 

And  I  shall  be  with  Him. 


k 


CHARLES  BAYLY. 

Charles  Bayly  was  born  at  Frome-Selwood,  Somersetshire.  His  graiidfktber.  Edward 
Bayly,  of  Devizes,  composed  some  devotional  poems  of  uo  inconsidenible  merit.  The 
subject  of  this  notice  was  educated  at  the  grammar  schools  of  Frome  and  Warminster.  For  a 
period  he  followed  the  legal  profession.  For  many  years  be  has  resided  In  Batli.  In  1860^ 
Mr.  Bayly  published  "  Descriptive  and  other  Poems ; "  London,  8vo.  Some  years  pfcrioasly, 
be  edited  "  The  Selwood  Wreath,"  an  interesting  collection  of  local  poetry.* 


"JESUS,  TO  THEE." 

Jesus,  to  Thee  I  trembling  fly, 
To  Thee  direct  my  earnest  prayer  ; 

Let  not  a  contrite  sinner  die. 
But  all  my  sins  and  sorrows  bear. 

**  Lord  I  I  believe,"  in  joy  and  woe; 

Help  Thou  each  doubting  thought,  I  pray; 
Teach  me  Thy  holy  will  to  know. 

Thy  precepts  gladly  to  obey. 
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Soon  wfll  my  day  of  life  be  past, 

This  glorious  orb  no  more  be  seen ; 
But  Thou  through  endless  years  wilt  last, 

Holy,  as  Thou  hast  ever  been. 

O  may  I  in  death's  trying  hour 

Cast  all  my  cares,  dear  Lord,  on  Thee; 

Till,  saved  by  Thy  almighty  power, 
I  rise,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free ! 

And  when  the  ransom'd  saints  appear. 
Crowding  Thy  courts  with  songs  of  praise ; 

May  I,  relieved  of  every  fear. 
My  voice  with  countless  angels  raise  ! 


GRACE. 

Jesus  Christ,  enthroned  on  high. 
Robed  in  glorious  majesty. 
Hears  the  sinner's  earnest  prayer, 
Bids  him  all  his  wants  declare. 
Gives  the  heavy-laden  rest, 
Soothes  and  comforts  the  distrest 

Read  what  pangs  the  Saviour  felt, 
When  on  earth  He  sinless  dwelt. 
The  pain,  the  anguish  He  endured. 
When  our  salvation  He  secured ; — 
And  with  gratitude  exclaim  : 
**  Lord,  I  love  Thy  hallowed  name!" 

Give  us  grace  to  love  Thee  more, 
And  our  sinful  hearts  restore 
To  Thy  likeness,  bright  and  pure ; 
That,  in  Thee  alone  secure. 
We  may  on  Thy  love  recline, 
And  in  life  and  death  be  Thine. 
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ROBERT  HALL  BAYNES. 

The  Rev.  Robert  Hall  Baynes  was  born  at  WdBngton,  Someraet.  in  i8!|i.    He  i 
at  St.  Edmund's  Hall,  Oxford,  and  graduated  M.A.  in  1859.     Takings  ordcfs,  hs 
Curate  of  Christ  Church,  BUckfriars.     In  X858.  he  was  appointed  to  the  firiag  of  St. 
Whitechai>eL    In  1863.  he  was  preferred  to  the  incumbency  of  Holy  Triaky,  MaidabMW.    9« 
became  Vicar  of  Sl  Michael's.  Coventry,  his  present  charge,  in  1866.    Mr.  Baynes  fans  < 
in  various  useful  and  philanthropic  enterprises.     Of  his  several  publicatkitts.  Ids  "1 
Anglicana."  an  elegant  compilation  of  hymns  and  sacred  songs,  is  the  most  j 
He  has  lately  issued  an  elegant  collection  of  "  English  Lyrics.* 


THE  LOVE  OF  JESUS. 

JESU,  to  Thy  table  led. 
Now  let  every  heart  be  fed. 
With  the  true  and  living  bread. 

While  in  penitence  we  kneel. 
Thy  sweet  presence  let  us  fed. 
All  Thy  wondrous  love  reveal ! 

While  on  Thy  dear  cross  we  gaze, 
Mourning  o*er  our  sinful  ways, 
Turn  our  sadness  into  praise ! 

When  we  taste  the  mystic  wine, 
Of  Thine  outpour'd  blood  the  sign. 
Fill  our  hearts  with  love  Divine ! 

Draw  us  to  Thy  wounded  side. 
Whence  there  flow*d  the  healing  tide ; 
There  our  sins  and  sorrows  hide ! 

From  the  bonds  of  sin  release, 
Cold  and  wavering  faith  increase, 
Lamb  of  God,  grant  us  Thy  peace  I 

Lead  us  by  Thy  piercM  hand. 
Till  around  Thy  throne  we  stand. 
In  the  bright  and  better  land  I 
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WILLIAM   BEATTIE,   M.D. 

W11.LXAM  BBATTIB  was  born  at  Dalton,  and  educated  at  Clarencefield  Academy,  Dumfries- 
•kire.  He  studied  and  {graduated  at  the  Univendty  of  Edinburgh :  prosecuted  his  studies  in 
Fraacc  Italy,  and  Germany :  settled  in  London  in  1830,  and  became  Fellow  of  the  Royal 
CoOcse  at  Physicians.  He  is  author  of  illustrated  histories  of  "  Switxeriand,"  "  Scotland," 
tlM:  **  Waldcnses,"  "  Courts  of  Germany,"  and  other  works,  in  French  and  German  ;  and  has 
pab&hed  two  anonymous  poems— the  "  nitijim  in  Italy,"  and  "  Polynesia."  He  was  executor 
'  of  Tliotnas  Campbell,  and  editor  of  his  "  Lofe  and  Letters."  He  was  many  years  physician  to 
K.R.H.  the  Duke  of  Clarence.  William  IV.,  and  professional  friend  of  the  Poets  of  "  Memory" 
mad  "  Hope."  both  of  whom  he  attended  in  their  last  hours.  The  following  contributions  to 
tkis  work  are  from  the  pen  of  Dr.  Beattie :— 


EVENING  HYMN  OF  THE  ALPINE    SHEPHERDS. 

Brothers,  the  day  declines, 

Above,  the  glacier  brightens  ; 
Through  hills  of  waving  pines, 

The  **  vesper-halo  "  lightens  I 
Now  wake  the  welcome  chorus 

To  Him  our  sires  adored  ; 
To  Him  who  watcheth  o'er  us, — 

Ye  shepherds,  praise  the  Lord !  * 

From  each  tower's  embattled  crest, 

The  vesper-bell  has  toU'd ; 
'Tis  the  hour  that  bringeth  rest 

To  the  shepherd  and  his  fold : 
From  hamlet,  rock,  and  chalet 

Let  our  evening  song  be  pour'd ; 
Till  mountain,  rock,  and  valley, 

Re-echo — Praise  the  Lord  I 

Praise  the  Lord,  who  made  and  gave  us 

Our  glorious  mountain-land ! 
Who  deign'd  to  shield,  and  save  us 

From  the  despot's  iron  hand : 
With  the  bread  of  life  He  feeds  us ; 

Enlightened  by  His  Word, 
Through  p>astures  green  He  leads  us, — 

Ye  shepherds,  praise  the  Lord  I 

♦  Ev«T  evening,  at  sunset,  "Ye  Shepherds,  praise  the  Lord"  was  sung,  and 
lepeated  from  cliff  to  cliff,  until  every  voice  jointfd  in  the  chorus. 
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And  hark !  below,  aloft, 

From  clifTs  that  pierce  the  doud. 
From  blue  lakes,  calm  and  soft 

As  a  virgin  in  her  shroud ; 
New  strength  our  anthem  gathers, 

From  alp  to  alp  'tis  pour'd; 
So  sang  our  sainted  faUiers, — 

Ye  shepherds,  praise  the  Lord  I 

Praise  the  Lord !  from  flood  and  fell 

Let  the  voice  of  old  and  young, — 
All  the  strength  of  Appenzel, 

True  of  heart,  and  sweet  of  tongue,- 
The  grateful  theme  prolong- 

With  souls  in  soft  accord. 
Till  yon  stars  take  up  our  song— 

Hallelujah  to  the  Lord  1 


WALDENSIAN  HYMN. 

When  clouds  are  hovering  o'er  us^ 

And  tempests  chafe  the  sea ; 
When  death  frowns  dark  before  ns, 
Where  shall  Thy  people  flee! 
Where  shall  the  heart 
Its  fears  impart  ? — 
To  Thee,  our  God,  to  Theef 

Safe,  safe,  amidst  the  hurricane^ 

Thy  servants  shall  not  fear; 
The  rending  sky,  the  roaring  main 
Are  music  to  the  ear — 

For  He  who  binds 
The  waves  and  winds, 
Our  God,  is  ever  near  1 

Our  frail  bark  shall  not  founder: 

Subdued  at  Thy  behest. 
The  storm  that  howls  around  her 
Thy  look  can  lull  to  rest : 
Our  faith  in  TTiee 
The  helm  shall  be — 
The  sunshine  of  the  breast  I 
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Through  all  our  woes  and  wanderings, 

When  scoffers  lift  the  voice, 
To  sully  with  their  slanderings 
The  worship  of  our  choice, 
God's  sacred  lore 
We  love  the  more, 
And  in  our  wrongs  rejoice ! 

Through  every  fiejy  trial 

Be  Thou  our  shield  and  stay  I 
Till,  fading  from  life's  dial. 
The  shadows  fleet  away — 
.  Then,  Saviour,  come, 
And  call  us  home 
To  realms  of  endless  day  I 


BENJAMIN   BEDDOME, 

BENjAJtiN  BBDDOMB  wa^bornat  Henley-tn-Arden,  Warwickshire,  on  the  93rd  January,  1717. 
His  father,  the  Rev.  John  Beddome,  was  minister  of  the  Pithay  Baptist  Church,  Bristol  At 
Bristol,  Benjamin  was  apprenticed  to  a  surgeon-apothecary.  Becoming  seriously  impressed, 
be  resolved  to  devote  himself  to  the  duties  of  the  ministry.  About  his  aoth  year,  he  entered 
tbe  Baptii*  CoUege,  Bri^ol ;  he  subsequently  prosecuted  his  studies  at  the  Independent 
Acadesny,  Moorfield.'i.  In  1740,  he  began  to  preach,  and  in  three  years  after,  accepted  an 
ts-vftatson  to  the  pastorate  of  the  Baptist  congregation  at  Bourton-on-the- Water.  His  people 
were  much  attached  to  him,  and  he  continued  among  them  till  his  death,  which  took  place  on 
tlbe  3rd  September.  1795,  in  his  79th  year.  Beddome  contributed  hynms  to  Rippon's  Col- 
lection,  pabltshed  in  1787.  In  1817,  the  whole  of  his  hymns,  numbering  about  600^  were 
cKfited  t^  the  celebrated  Rev.  Robert  HalL  Like  the  great  majority  of  the  editors  of  the 
«acred  poets,  Mr.  Hall  has  repeatedly  altered  the  author's  text. 

EXCELLENCY  OF  THE  GOSPEL.* 

God,  in  the  gospel  of  His  Son, 
Makes  His  eternal  coimsels  known  ; 
'Tis  here  His  richest  mercy  shines. 
And  truth  is  drawn  in  fairest  lines. 

Here  sinners  of  an  humble  frame 
May  taste  His  grace  and  learn  His  name  ; 
*Tis  writ  in  characters  of  blood. 
Severely  just,  immensely  good. 

*  This  h3rnin  and  the  following  have  been  transcribed  from  the  author's  original 
\»T%toas,m  Rippon's  Collection. 
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Here  Jesus,  in  ten  thousand  ways, 
His  soul-attracting  charms  displays  ; 
Recounts  His  poverty  and  pains. 
And  tells  His  love  in  melting  strains. 

Wisdom  its  dictates  here  imparts, 
To  form  our  minds,  to  cheer  our  hearts 
Its  influence  makes  the  sinner  live, 
It  bids  the  drooping  saint  revive. 

Our  raging  passions  it  controls, 
And  comfort  yields  to  contrite  souls ; 
It  brings  a  better  world  in  view, 
And  guides  us  all  our  journey  through. 

May  this  blest  volume  ever  lie 
Close  to  my  heart,  and  near  my  eye, — 
Till  life's  last  hour,  my  soul  engage. 
And  be  my  chosen  heritage. 


CONFIDENCE  IN  GOD. 

My  times  of  sorrow  and  of  joy, 
Great  God,  are  in  Thy  hand  ; 

My  choicest  comforts  come  from  Thee, 
And  go  at  Thy  command. 

If  Thou  should'st  take  them  all  away. 

Yet  would  I  not  repine  ; 
Before  they  were  possess'd  by  me, 

They  were  entirely  Thine. 

Nor  would  I  drop  a  murmuring  word. 
Though  the  whole  world  were  gone. 

But  seek  enduring  happiness 
In  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 

What  is  the  world  with  all  its  store  ? 

*Tis  but  a  bitter  sweet ; 
When  I  attempt  to  pluck  the  rose, 

A  pricking  thorn  I  meet. 
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Here  peiiect  bliss  can  ne'er  be  found. 

The  boney*s  mixed  with  gal! : 
'Midst  changing  scenes  and  dying  fxiend% 

Be  Thou  my  all  in  alL 

TEACHINGS  OF  THE  SPIRIT.  • 

COMi,  blessid  Spirit,  soorce  of  light. 
Whose  power  and  grace  are  unconfined. 

Dispel  the  gloomy  shades  of  night, 
Remove  the  darkness  of  the  mind. 

To  mine  iUnmined  eyes  display 

The  glorious  traths  Thy  word  reveals  ; 
Chase  prejudices  far  away, 

Unclasp  the  book,  and  loose  the  seals. 

By  inward  teachings  make  me  know 

The  mysteries  of  redeeming  love. 
The  vanity  of  things  below. 

The  excellence  of  things  above. 

All  through  the  dubious  maze  of  life. 

Spread,  like  the  sun.  Thy  beams  abroad  ; 

Point  out  the  dangers  of  the  way, 

And  guide  my  wandering  feet  to  God. 


FRANCIS  BENNOCH. 

JiStci S  BEXTCOCH  was  born  at  Darrisdeer,  Diimfneiohire,  in  June,  t8xx  Since  hU  i6th  year. 
han  rckided  bi  Londoo.  Mr.  Bennocb  is  author  of  "  The  Storm,  and  other  Poem-t,"  and  is  a 
acipal  cootriboCor  to  tiie  "  Modem  Scotti&h  Minstrel,"  Edinburgh,  1855—57. 

OX  FOUNDING  A  CHURCH  OR  SCHOOL. 

{Cofttn'duUd.) 

O  God  of  life,  at  whose  command 
This  wondrous  world  from  chaos  came. 

Through  countless  years 

The  rolling  spheres 
Thy  glory  and  Thy  power  proclaim. 

*  Tikis  Iqrinaii  is  appended  by  the  author  to  his  published  sermon  entitled 
Quench  noc  the  Spirit.'*    Mr.  Hall  made  a  number  of  alterations. 
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O  God  of  love,  though  man  rebell'd 
And  proudly  wander'd  far  from  Thee, 

Thy  love  did  yearn 

For  his  return, 
Repentant,  pardonM,  blessed,  and  free. 

O  God  of  grace,  when,  'whelmed  in  sin. 
Corrupt,  depraved,  by  passion  slain^ 
The  streaming  flood 
Of  Jesu*s  blood 
Restores  us  to  Thine  heart  again. 

O  Lord,  with  grateful  souls  do  we 
In  active  earnest  work  engage. 
To  teach  Thy  truth 
To  wayward  youth. 
And  consolation  bring  to  age. 

O  God,  we  pray,  these  efforts  bless, 
To  plant  and  spread  Thy  word  Divine, 

By  vale  and  hill. 

With  all  our  skill; 
And  all  the  glory,  Lord,  be  Thine. 


JOHN   BERRIDGE. 


k. 


John  Berridge  was  born  at  Kingston,  Nottinghamshire,  on  the  ist  March,  1716.  He  was 
intended  for  apicultural  pursuits.  About  his  14th  year,  he  began  to  experience  aerkms  cor- 
Yictioas,  and  formed  an  inclination  towards  the  ministry.  He  entered  Clare  Hall,  Caat»id|pe. 
in  Z734.  There  he  pursued  his  studies  with  unwonted  vij^our,  and  earned  a  repotatloQ  for 
leanditg.  In  1749,  he  became  Curate  of  Stapleford.  near  Cambridge.  He  obtained  the 
Vicarage  of  Everton  in  1755.  FuDy  awalccned  to  a  perception  of  Divine  truth,  he  *•"■»"—««■*«* 
a  course  of  itinerant  preachinf;'.  He  became  the  associate  of  John  Wesley,  WUtefidd,  and 
Lady  Huntingdon.  Thousands  flocked  to  listen  to  his  discourses.  In  17^^  he  published  **  A 
Collection  of  Divine  Songs."  This  was  subsequently  recalled,  and  in  1785*  be  Issued  "Siooi's 
Songs,  or  Hymns  composed  for  the  use  of  them  that  follow  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  la  sinceri^.** 
Berridge  died  on  the  Tznd  January,  1793,  in  his  76Ch  year.  An  e<fition  of  "  Sion's  Soofrs**  was 
published  at  Birmingham  in  1805,  i6mo.  From  this  edition  we  have  made  our  selection.  Mr. 
Borldge's  works  were  published,  with  a  memoir  of  his  life,  in  1839,  London,  Srow 

PRAYER  FOR  HUMILITY.* 

Jesus,  cast  a  look  on  me. 
Give  me  sweet  simplicity  ; 
Make  me  poor,  and  keep  me  low^ 
Seeking  only  Thee  to  know, 

'  See  Note  at  end  of  the  volume. 


JOHN  BERRIDGE. 

Wesaabd  fiom  my  lordly  self, 
Weaned  from  the  miser's  pelf, 
WeanM  from  the  soomer's  ways^ 
Weaned  from  the  lost  of  praise. 

An  that  feeds  my  busy  pride, 
Cast  it  evermore  aside  ; 
Bid  my  will  to  Thine  submit. 
Lay  me  humUy  at  Thy  feet 

Make  me  like  a  little  chUd, 
Of  my  strength  and  wisdom  spoiled ; 
Seeing  only  in  Thy  light. 
Walking  only  in  Thy  might. 

Leaning  on  Thy  loving  breast, 
Where  a  weary  soul  may  rest ; 
Feeling  well  the  peace  of  God, 
Flowing  from  Thy  precious  blood. 

In  this  posture  let  mc  live, 
And  hosahnas  daily  give ; 
In  this  temper  let  me  die, 
And  hosannas  ever  cry. 


THE  CHURCH  TRIUMPHANT. 

O  HAPPY  saints,  who  dwell  in  light. 
And  walk  with  Jesus,  clothVl  in  white ; 
Safe  landed  on  that  peaceful  shore 
Where  pilgrims  meet  to  part  no  more. 

Releas'd  from  sin  and  toil  and  grief. 
Death  was  their  gate  to  endless  life. 
An  open'd  cage  to  let  *em  fly, 
And  build  their  happy  nests  on  high. 

And  now  they  range  the  heav'nly  plains, 
And  sing  their  hymns  in  melting  strains  ; 
And  now  their  souls  begin  to  prove 
The  heights  and  depths  of  Jesu's  love. 
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They  gaze  upon  His  beauteous  face, 
His  lovely  mind  and  charming  grace, 
And,  gazing  hard  with  ravish*d  eyes. 
His  form  they  catch,  and  taste  his  jojrs. 

He  cheers  them  with  eternal  smile ; 
They  sing  hosannas  all  the  while ; 
Or,  overwhelmed  with  rapture  sweet. 
Sit  down  adoring  at  His  feet. 

Ah,  Lord  !  with  tardy  steps  I  creep, 
And  sometimes  sing,  and  sometimes  weep ; 
Yet  strip  me  of  this  house  of  day, 
And  I  will  sing  as  loud  as  they. 


JOHN   BETHUNE. 


John  BBTHUNB  w»s  born  in  the  parish  of  MonimaU,  Fifeshire,  in  xSzt.  He  never  was  at 
school,  and  continued  duringf  life  in  the  condition  of  an  xm^cultural  labourer.  Whh  his  dder . 
brother,  Alexander,  who  was  also  an  ing^enious  poet,  he  devotedly  cultivated  IHefatnre :  and 
the  fruits  of  their  studies  were  (^vcn  to  the  world  in  a  volume,  entitled  "  Tales  and  Sketches 
of  the  Scottish  Peasantry,"  and  in  a  work  on  "  Practical  Economy."  John  cootributed  verses 
to  Tht  Scottish  Christian  Herald.  While  about  to  embrace  llteranire  as  a  profession,  he  was 
cut  off  by  consumption,  on  the  ist  September,  1839.  at  the  early  age  of  twenty-seven.  la  the 
foUowinjf  year,  a  volumeof  poems  from  his  pen,  with  a  memoir,  was  pabUsbed  bjhis  sorvivinfc 
brother. 

SACRAMENTAL  HYMN. 

O  Lord,  munificent,  benign. 
How  many  mercies  have  been  mine, 

Since  last  I  met  with  Thee 
In  that  blest  ordinance  of  Thine — 
The  holy  feast  of  bread  and  wine, 

Which  was  enjo/d  by  me ! 

How  many  days,  in  goodness  sent. 
Have  been  in  sickening  sadness  spent ; 

How  many  nights  have  come, 
Which  promised  rest  and  sweet  content. 
Yet  left  behind  them,  when  they  went, 

Distress  and  grief  and  gloom ! 
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How  many  purposes  have  fidl'd. 
How  many  doubts  my  heart  assaii'd. 

And  held  my  spirit  fast ; 
How  many  sins  have  been  bewail'd, 
How  many  follies  have  prevailed. 

Since  I  confessed  Thee  last ! 

But  still  to  Thee  my  spirit  springs, 
And  underneath  Thy  sheltering  wings 

A  safe  asylum  seeks : 
For  this  memorial  sweetly  brings 
Remembrance  of  Thy  sufferings, 

And  all  Thy  kindness  speaks. 

And,  like  a  little  child,  I  lay 
My  spirit  at  Thy  feet,  and  say, 

"Lord,  take  it,  it  is  Thine; 
Teach  it  to  tnist,  to  fear,  to  pray, — 
Feed  it  with  love  by  night  and  day, 

And  let  Thy  will  be  mine." 


EDWARD   HENRY   BICKERSTETH. 

H£  REV'.  Edward  Henry  Bickersteth  was  born  in  London,  in  January,  183s  Hi^ 
^.  the  Rev.  Edirard  Bickersteth,  U  well  Icnown  for  his  theolojifical  and  devotioiul  writi»)('>- 
;  wzi  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridtfe,  where  be  gn^duated  in  1847.  Obtainint; 
kT%.  he  became  Curate  of  Barmingham,  Norfolk ;  he  subsequently  ministered  at  Tunbrid);c 
Jk  In  1853.  be  became  Rector  of  Hinton  Martell.  Dorset.  He  obtained  the  Incumbency 
Zhrivt  Church,  Hampstead,  his  present  charge,  in  1855. 

It.  Bickersteth  i*>  author  of  "  A  Practical  Commentary  on  the  New  Testament,"  and  several 
rrnHgiou*  prose  works.  In  1849.  he  published  "  Poems."  Cambridffe,  i6mo;  and  in  18^1. 
neveh.  a  Poem,"  London,  i6mo.  He  has  republished  "  The  Christian  Psalmody,"  edited 
is  father,  and  ha«  added  to  that  collection  several  hymns  of  his  own  composition.  The 
wing  hymn,  transcribed  from  the  second  edition  of  his  "  Psalms  and  Hj-mns,"  is  inserted 
hi«  permiskton. 

THE  CHRISTIAN'S  SONG  OF  JUBILEE. 

O  Brothers  !  lift  your  voices. 

Triumphant  songs  to  raise  ; 
Till  heaven  on  high  rejoices. 

And  earth  is  fiU'd  with  praise ! 
Ten  thousand  hearts  are  bounding 

With  holy  hopes,  and  free 
The  gospel  trump  is  soimding, 

The  trump  of  jubilee. 
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O  Christian  brothers !  glorious 

Shall  be  the  conflict's  close : 
The  Cross  hath  been  victorious, 

And  shall  be,  o'er  its  foes. 
Faith  is  our  battle-token — 

Our  Leader  all  controls ; 
Our  trophies,  fetters  broken ; 

Our  captives,  ransom'd  souls. 

Not  unto  us,  Lord  Jesus, 

To  Thee  all  praise  be  due : 
Whose  blood -bought  mercy  frees  us, 

Has  freed  our  brethren  too. 
**  Not  unto  us : "  in  glory 

The  angels  catch  the  strain,      > 
And  cast  their  crowns  before  Thee, 

Exultingly  again. 

Captain  of  our  salvation. 

Thy  presence  we  adore ! 
Praise,  glory,  adoration. 

Be  Thine  for  evermore ! 
Still  on  in  conflict  pressing, 

On  Thee  Thy  people  call ; 
Thee  King  of  kings  confessing. 

Thee  crowning  Lord  of  all  I 
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The  Rev.  John  Bickerstrth  was  bom  at  Kirkby-Lonsdale.  Westmordand,  <m  Uie  t9di  I 
June,  178X.  He  was  the  eldest  !>on  of  Henry  Bickersteth.  who  practised  as  a  sniyeon  in  that  ■ 
place.  He  attended  the  Grammar  School  in  Kirkby-Lon<idAle,  and  in  1806  entered  THaitf  < 
College,  Cambridi^e.  There  he  fp^duatcd  in  honours.  Havinflr  recehred  orders,  he  became 
Vicar  of  Acton.  Suflblk.  He  was  afterwards  preferred  to  the  Rectory  of  Sapcote.  Leicester- 
shire. In  1819.  he  published  a  collection  of  h>'nms  in  which  are  included  several  of  his  own  r 
composition.  His  death  took  place  on  the  and  October.  1855^  The  Right  Rev.  Robert  1 
Bickersteth.  D.D..  the  present  Bishop  of  Ripon,  is  the  fourth  of  his  sons,  and  the  Venerable  ^ 
E.  Bickersteth.  D.D..  Archdeacon  of  Buckinf^ham.  is  his  second  son.  | 
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HYMN  AFTER  THE  LORD'S  SUPPER.  • 

Israel's  Shepherd !  guide  me,  feed  me,  I 

Through  my  pilgrimage  below ;  i 

And  beside  the  waters  lead  me,  "» 

Where  Thy  flocks  rejoicing  go.  : 
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Could  I  wander,  fear  disdaining? 

Could  I  quit  the  sheltering  fold? 
Heedless  of  Thy  grace  oonstndnin^ 

In  the  strength  of  nature  bold  ? 

r^o !  Thy  pardoning  piesenoe  evefy 

Meekly  knedlng^  I  implore; 
I  ha^e  found  Thee,  and  would  nerer^ 

Never  wander  from  Thee  more  I 
Oh  how  sweet,  how  comfortable^ 

In  the  wilderness  to  see 
Sodi  pnyvisions^  such  a  tables 

Spread  for  sinneis— yes,  for  mel 

There,  Thy  bounty  still  partakings 

Bread  and  consecrated  wine^ 
Freely  all  things  else  forsaking 

I  behold  the  Saviour  mine. 
In  that  bruisM  body  broken, — 

In  the  shedding  of  that  blood, — 
What  a  gracious  pledge  and  token. 

Lord !  we  have  for  every  good. 

Come,  my  soul !  temptations  flying 

Ann  thee  for  the  strife  within ;         ^- 
Jesus,  thy  Redeemer,  dying. 

Stamps  an  infiuny  on  sin. 
Yield,  my  heart !  no  longer  hardened ; 

Rouse  thy  every  latent  power ; 
Cleansed  and  wash'd,  and  freely  pardon'd, 

"  Go  in  peace  I  and  sin  no  more.*' 


i.i:ii  Tszzxs:sic±. 
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JOVFCL. 

Heke  vc  saflei  grief  iDd  pain. 

Here  ■«  meet  lo  part  igun. 

In  beans  we  part  no  morel 

Oli,  that  will  be  jojfiil, 
Joj-fnl,  jovial,  jajtnl. 
Oh.  that  will  be  jojiMI 
\\'beTi  we  meet  to  part  no  moi 

All  who  lore  the  Lord  below, 
When  they  die  to  heaven  will  go. 
And  sing  with  saints  above. 

Oh,  that  u,-ill  be  joyfbl,  etc 

Little  children  will  be  there, 

Who  have  sought  the  Lord  by  pay^. 

From  every  infant  schooL 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyfcl,  etc. 

Teachers,  too,  shall  meet  above. 
And  our  pastors,  whom  we  love. 
Shall  meet  to  part  no  more. 

Oh,  thai  will  be  joyful,  etc. 

Oh  how  happy  we  shall  be ! 
For  our  Saviour  we  shall  see. 

Exalted  oD  His  throne  1 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyfiil,  etc 
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There  we  all  shall  fing  with  joy, 

And  eternity  employ. 

In  piBising  Christ  the  Lord. 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyfol,  etc. 


THOMAS  BINNEY. 


kS  BzsofBV  vasbon  fa  the  few  sTgft  at  Ncwcaide-on-Tyae.  Re  mm 
MSey  CaBcRCw  Hcftforddiire.  Hvibag  catered  the  minhtry,  be  became  pMtor  of  aa 
aid^BB»dbap0AalVwfoiUl^olvnt^  In  1809^  he  removed  to  Ijoadoo,  to  andertdto 
Koratcof  thccowgtegatiOttewfwhMngtthc  "  Kill's  Weigh  Hovae  OHpol,- oa  FWh 
Hm.  Mr.  Biaoey  baa  Ioa(ei4o)r^>  *^*™erited  popularity,  as  aaeanMstaadatrflCfaiC 
xir  of  Divlae  tnrth.  Of  upwards  of  fifty  publications  which  he  liaagivea  to  the  workU 
re  catcesaed  varies  are  those  catitled  **Gold,"  aad  "IsU  Possible  to  BMka  the  bett  of 


Voridat' 


GOD  IS  LIGHT. 

Eternal  light !  eternal  light ! 

How  pure  the  soul  must  be, 
When,  placed  within  Thy  searching  sight. 
It  shrinks  not,  but  with  calm  delight 

Can  live  and  look  on  Thee. 

The  spirits  that  surround  Thy  throne 

May  bear  the  burning  bliss ; 
But  that  is  surely  theirs  alone, 
Since  they  have  never,  never  known 

A  fallen  world  like  this. 

Oh,  how  shall  I,  whose  native  sphere 

Is  dark,  whose  mind  is  dim. 
Before  the  Ineffable  appear. 
And  on  my  naked  spirit  bear 

That  uncreated  beam. 

There  is  a  way  for  man  to  rise 

To  that  sublime  abode ; 
An  offering  and  a  sacrifice, 
A  Holy  Spirit's  energies, 

An  Advocate  with  God. 
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Hick,  tiboe prepare «s fcrdie B^ 

Of  majesty  aboi«: 
The  soQs  of  igBonooe  and  nig^ 
Can  stand  in  tbe  eternal  ^^ 

Throuf^  the  etenial  love. 


JOHN  STUART  BLACKIR 


JOHX  STUAKT  BLACKIE  was  bora  at  durow.  !■  the  ytm  tki^.  He  ttaAad  at  yUkacMk 
CoBefe.  Aberdeen,  sad  the  Uah-erszty  of  F<tialwKh.  Ib  kBm.  he  ««s  nMcd  to  tbe  g*^****"* 
Iter.  For  some  time  he  tra»efled  abrowL  He  ««s  appoited  Tr&kamar  <it  Htmaaky  ik 
Marischal  CoDc|re<  Aberdeca,  ia  i&n.  *wi  elected  Greek  Profeagof  in  the  Uaiiiciritf  of  Eds- 
boTKh  ift  1B53.  Professor  Blackie  has  pabGshcd  a  vnrh  on  the  principles  of  beauty.  Ifis 
tnaslitioii  of  iCschyfats  is  mach  esteemed.  In  rtSo.  a  »oiume  of  **  Lyrical  FDems"  proceeded 
from  his  pes.  The  foOoving  has  been  transcribed  from  ^  Tofanae  eatitled.  **  Lays  and  L^ 
gCDdsofAadeat  Greece,  with  other  Poems."    Edinbaigh,  i^. 


BENEDICITE. 

Angels  holy. 

High  and  lowly. 
Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lord  I 
Earth  and  sky,  all  living  nature^ 
Man,  the  stamp  of  thy  Creator, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

Sun  and  moon  bright. 

Night  and  moonlight. 
Starry  temples  azure-floor'd. 
Cloud  and  rain,  and  wild  winds' 'madness, 
Sons  of  God  that  shout  for  gladness, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord  I 

Ocean  hoary, 

Tell  His  glory, 
Cliffs,  where  tumbling  seas  have  roar'd ! 
Pulse  of  waters,  blithely  beating. 
Wave  advancing,  wave  retreating. 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 
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Rock  and  US^  land. 

Wood  and  island, 
Cni&  where  ea^'s  pride  hath  loai^df 
M^ty  mountains,  parple-bieasted. 
Peaks  dond-deaTing^  snowy-crested. 
Praise  je,  pnise  je,  God  the  Lord ! 

Rolling  riTer, 

Praise  Him  ever, 
From  the  mountain's  deep  ydn  poni'd. 
Silver  fountain,  clearly  gushing 
Troubled  torrent,  madly  rushing 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord  I 

Bond  and  free  man. 

Land  and  sea  man. 
Earth,  with  peoples  widely  stored. 
Wanderer  lone  o*cr  prairies  ample. 
Full-voiced  choir,  in  costly  temple, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

Praise  Him  ever. 

Bounteous  Giver; 
Praise  Him,  Father,  Friend,  and  Lord ! 
Each  glad  soul,  its  free  course  winging. 
Each  glad  voice,  its  free  song  singing, 
Praise  the  great  and  mighty  Lord ! 
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HUGH  BLAIR,  D.D. 

The  Rev.  Hugh  BXJUK,  D.D..  was  born  at  Edfaaborsh.  on  the  7^  April.  1718.  He  < 
the  Unifcisity  ci  his  Batrre  dty  in  1730.  and  was  licensed  to  preach  in  OctolMr,  Z741.  la  the 
following  year,  he  was  ordained  to  the  pastoral  chanp:  of  CoOessie,  Fifeshire.  la  xj^  he  was 
tMefeiieJ  to  the  oflkc  ai  secood  minister  ot  the  Canoogate,  EdbdMnxh;  im  X7S4.  he  was 
promoced  to  Lady  Yester's.  one  of  the  dty  chiirchrt.  He  was  afterwards  »i>p«<inffil  oaa  ci 
the  coOegiate  mintsters  of  the  Hifj^h  Church.  In  176a.  the  chair  of  Rhetoric  in  due  UaiwciiUy 
was  founded  for  his  acceptance.  He  was  associated  with  the  Rev.  John  Logaa.  the  Rer. 
William  Cameroa,  and  the  Rer.  Dr.  Morrison  in  preparing  the  Church  of  -*^*'*'^Hnil  niriplM  mi  i 
Camerob  and  Morrisoa  are  noticed  in  the  present  work.  The  cootributiaos  at  Ijogaa  to  the 
Paraphrases  are  bdieTed  to  hare  been  appropriated  frooi  Midiad  Bruce  fsee  article  Braqc^ 
Dr.  Blair  did  not  compose  any  original  hymn ;  but  the  foQowiag,  iriiich  forms  dM  sjdl  pan* 
phrase  in  the  coQecooo,  has  been  so  remodelled  by  him  Cram  Dr.  Watts  tlitt  its  ImmtiuM  ka 
this  place  may  be  permissible.  TTittYi  hpnn  IBrmlr  I  Vn  nj  rnmliifir  nf  da  rciici.  Tfe 
second  foor  lines  of  Blair's  second  stanza  are  nearly  vertatfm  firaa  Watts.  See  Note.  Dr. 
Bbir  died  on  the  aTth  Septeakber.  taoa  His  "Scnnaos'*  and  "Lcctaresoa  Rbemic'* 
weD  known. 

OUR  GREAT  HIGH  PRIEST. 

Hebrews  hr.  14 — 16. 

Jesus,  the  Son  of  God,  who  once 

For  us  His  life  resigned. 
Now  lives  in  heaven,  our  Great  High  Priest 

And  never-dying  Friend. 
Through  life,  through  death,  let  us  to  Him 

With  constancy  adhere ; 
Faith  shall  supply  new  strength,  and  hope 

Shall  banish  ev'ry  fear. 

To  human  weakness  not  severe 

Is  our  High  Priest  above; 
His  heart  o'erflows  with  tenderness. 

His  bowels  melt  with  love ; 
With  sympathetic  feelings  touched. 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame  ; 
He  knows  what  sore  temptations  are, 
•    For  He  has  felt  the  same. 

But,  though  He  felt  temptation's  power, 

Unconquer'd  He  remained. 
Nor  'midst  the  frailty  of  our  frame 

By  sin  was  ever  stain'd. 
As,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh. 

He  pour'd  forth  cries  and  tears. 
So,  though  exalted,  still  He  feels 

What  ev'ry  Christian  bears. 
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Then  let  ns  with  a  filial  heart 

Come  boldly  to  the  throne 
Of  grace  supreme,  to  tell  oar  griefs 

And  all  our  wants  make  known ; 
That  mercy  we  may  there  obtain 

For  sins  and  errors  past. 
And  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need, 

While  days  of  trial  last. 
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JAMES  BODEN. 

TH£  RKV.  JAMBS  BODBN  was  born  aft  Chaster,  (»  the  xjth  April.  1757.    A  member  of  the 

Cuixi  <itfaT*"***"«*  body,  be  studied  at  Homerton  College,  where  he  qualified  himself  fur  the 

»-iitiLtij-     He  was  appointed  in  17B4  to  the  Independent  Chapel  at  Hanlcy,  Staffordshire.    In 

r796.  be  rensoved  to  Sheflleld.  to  undertake  the  pastorate  of  the  Queen  Street  Indepcntlcnt 

ClBpel  fak  that  place.    HU  death  took  place  at  Chesterfield,  on  the  4th  June,  1841.    Mr.  Ilvdcn 

wKt  one  of  the  formders  of  the  London  Missionary  Society.     Alont;  with  the  Rev.  luhvanl 

WiOdjn-i,  D.D..  he  publisihed.  in  x8ot.  "  A  Collection  of  above  Six  Hundred  Hymn-.  <.lr  >:.;n    I 

IS  a  New  Supplement  to  Dr.  Watts'  P&alob  and  Hymnb."    To  this  work  Mr.  Bod.n  v.  >.ur 

hotsd  serem  ori|cinal  hymns. 

"YET  THERE  IS  ROOM."* 

Ye  dying  sons  of  men, 

Immergecl  in  sin  and  woe, 
The  Gospel's  voice  attend. 
Which  Jesus  sends  to  you  : 
Ye  perishing  and  guilty,  come  ; 
In  Jesus'  arms  there  yet  is  room. 

No  longer  now  delay. 

Nor  vain  excuses  frame  ; 
He  bids  you  come  to-day, 
Though  poor,  and  blind,  and  lame  : 
All  things  are  ready  ;  sinner,  come ; 
For  every  trembling  soul  there's  room. 

Believe  the  heavenly  word 

His  messengers  proclaim  ; 
He  is  a  gracious  Lord, 
And  faithful  is  His  name. 
Backsliding  souls,  return  and  come  ; 
Cast'o 


if,  there  yet  is  room. 


1  • 


*  See  Note  at  end  of  the  volume. 
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Compelled  bj  bleeding;  lore^ 

Ve  vandeiii^  d^ecp»  draw  nemr 
Christ  cdk  joa  fiommbore; 
His  duaming  accents  bear ! 
Let  vbosoerer  will  now  oome. 
In  mercy^s  breast  there  yet  is  room. 


THE  PRAISE  OF  GOD. 

Bright  Source  of  ererlasting  love. 

To  Thee  our  souls  we  raise ; 
And  to  Thy  soTereign  bounty  rear 

A  monument  of  praise. 

Thy  mercy  gilds  the  paths  of  life 

With  every  cheering  ray  ; 
Kindly  restrains  the  rising  tear. 

Or  wipes  that  tear  away. 

When,  sunk  in  guilt,  our  souls  approach'd 

The  borders  of  despair. 
Thy  grace  through  Jesus*  blood  prodaimM 

A  free  salvation  near. 

What  shall  we  render,  bounteous  Lord, 

For  all  the  grace  we  see  ? 
Alas  !  the  goodness  worms  can  yield 

Extendeth  not  to  Thee. 

To  tents  of  woe,  to  beds  of  pain 

We  cheerfully  repair. 
And,  with  the  gift  Thy  hand  bestows, 

Relieve  the  mourners  there. 

The  widow's  heart  shall  sing  for  joy, 

The  orphan  shall  be  glad. 
And  hungering  souls  we'll  gladly  point 

To  Christ,  the  living  bread. 
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Thus  passing  throngli  the  rtlt  of  tetn. 

Our  useful  light  shall  shine ; 
And  others  learn  to  ^oAfy 

Our  Father's  name  Divine. 


PRAISE  TO  JESUS. 

Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God, 
Publish  through  earth  abroad 

Jesus's  fieime ; 
Tell  what  His  love  has  done ; 
Trust  in  His  name  alone ; 
Shout  to  His  lofty  throne, 

Worthy  the  Lamb ! 

Hence,  gloomy  doubts  and  fears  ; 
Dry  up  your  mournful  tears  ; 

Join  our  glad  theme ; 
Beauty  for  ashes  bring  ; 
Strike  each  melodious  string ; 
Join  heart  and  voice  to  sing 

Worthy  the  Lamb. 

Hark  how  the  choirs  above, 
Fill'd  with  the  Saviour's  love. 

Dwell  on  His  name  ; 
There  too  may  we  be  found. 
With  light  and  glory  crown'd, 
While  all  the  heavens  resound. 

Worthy  the  Lamb. 
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ANDREW  REDMAN  BONAR. 

ANDREW  REDMAN  BONAR  was  born  at  Edinbargh.  oa  the  aSth  March.  1818.  He  receired 
his  education  at  the  Hi^h  School  and  University  of  his  native  dty.  In  1841,  be  became  e 
licentiate  of  the  Scottish  Church.  In  1843.  he  was  ordained  to  the  pastoral  dtmrge  of  Fogo.  a 
parish  in  Berwickshire.  He  was  translated  to  the  second  charsre  of  the  Canongte,  EcBnbivgh. 
in  1S45.  In  November,  1849.  he  was  admitted  to  the  first  change  of  the  same  porlsli.  Mr. 
Bonar  is  an  extensive  prose  writer.  In  1864,  he  published  "  Hymns  for  the  use  of  Chrisdaa 
Families  and  of  Schools,"  the  enlarf^eraent  of  a  former  work.  Several  hymns  from  hb  pea  M» 
likewise  contained  bi  his  volume,  "  The  Pbets  and  Poetry  of  ScoUand." 


STRENGTH   GIVEN. 

Though  the  heavens  above  be  dark, 
Though  the  waves  beat  o*er  the  bark, 
ITiough  the  thunders  loudly  roar. 
Though  the  mist  be  on  the  shore, — 
He,  thy  Master,  walks  before  thee. 
Angel  forms  are  bending  o*er  thee. 
Haste  to  prayer,  and  bow  the  knee  : — 
**  As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be." 

Are  there  thoughts  thou  wouldst  not  name  ? 

Doth  trembling  seize  thy  shaking  frame  ? 

Fearful  one,  hast  thou  forgot 

What  must  be  the  Christian's  lot  ? 

Forget*st  thou  One  whose  boundless  power  I 

Can  sustain  in  peril's  hour  T —  * 

One  whose  hand  is  stretched  to  thee  ?  I 

**  As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be. 


»» 


Doth  the  way  to  heaven  appear 

Steep  and  narrow,  full  of  fear,  j 

Through  the  perils  of  the  way. 

Secret  foes,  or  battle's  fray  ? 

These  can  all  be  put  to  flight,  .  *j 

In  armour  of  the  sons  of  light ;  ' 

Hear  Him  !     **  Place  thy  trust  in  me,"—  j 

And,  **  As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be." 

Are  thy  thoughts  on  things  below. 

Fading  like  the  sunset  glow  ? 

Deceiving  hopes,  or  pleasures  fled. 

The  vanish'd,  or  the  early  dead  ?  • 
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Earthly  love,  or  worthless  toys  ? 
What  are  these  to  heavenly  joys  ? 
In  God's  heaven  thy  treasure  see, — 
''As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be.** 


HEAVENLY  WISDOM  SOUGHT. 

Source  of  life  and  light  and  blessing. 
Raise  our  hearts  to  Thee  above  1 

And  be  with  us  while  expressing 
All  the  wonders  of  Thy  love. 

Hear  us.  Father  ! 
Darkness  from  our  minds  remove. 

Tliou  hast  given  us  souls  immortal. 
Minds  to  know  Thee,  hearts  to  feel, — 

Open  Thou  to  us  the  portal, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  fervent  zeaL 

Hear  us,  Mightiest ! 
Treasures  of  Thine  own  reveaL 

Holy  deeds  in  ancient  story. 

Wonders  that  the  heaven  unfolds, — 
Traces  of  His  boundless  glory. 

Who  the  winds  and  waters  holds — 
Benefactor  ! 

Let  each  praise  Thee  who  beholds. 

Bring  us  to  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

As  the  Eastern  sages  knelt ; 
May  Thy  gracious  Spirit  free  us 

From  the  stains  and  power  of  guilt 
Blessed  Jesus  I 

Let  Thy  hght  and  peace  be  felt 

Once  Thou  camest  meek  and  lowly. 
Moved  by  pity  for  our  race, — 

Diedst,  the  Just  One  and  the  Holy, 
Took*st  the  helpless  sinner's  place. 

Great  Redeemer  ! 
Shed  upon  our  hearts  Thy  grace. 


72  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

Where  the  saints  and  angels  bending^ 
Bless  Thee  on  the  throne  on  high. 

Hear  our  mortal  voices  blending 
With  their  lofty  minstrelsy. 

Safely  keep  us 
By  Thine  ever-watchful  eye. 


HOLY  SCRIPTURE. 

We  search  Thy  word,  O  Master  kind. 

Thy  holy  book  of  truth, 
Fit  comforter  of  bending  age, 

Sure  guide  of  glowing  yonth. 
That  word  of  Thine  whidi  sheds  a  light 

On  life's  imcertain  road — 
That  book  which  speaks  of  Jesu's  love, 

And  points  our  way  to  God. 

Like  music  oft  its  words  have  come 

Where  pain  and  fear  have  been. 
Like  sunlight  beaming  after  storm, 

To  gild  the  lowliest  scene. 
With  prayer  we  would  its  pages  read. 

With  fond  and  filial  heart, — 
Resolved,  like  duteous  Mary,  still 

To  choose  the  better  part. 

As  treasure  hid  beneath  the  ground. 

We  would  its  meaning  seek  : — 
'Tis  manna  to  the  wanderer  lone, 

"  Glad  tidings  "  to  the  weak. 
Well  prize  it  now,  in  childhood's  hour. 

It  is  our  "  Father's  "  word. 
And  seek  in  all  our  ways  to  be 

True  followers  of  the  Lord. 
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HORATIUS  BONAR,  D.D. 


LPXK  of  the  moa  esteemed  sacred  poets  and  rdigtous  pmse  writers  of  the  time.  HORATIUS 
Bow  AX,  vms  bora  at  Edinburgh,  in  1808.  He  was  educated  at  the  University  of  his  native  city. 
la  1837,  be  was  ordained  to  the  ministry  at  Kelsa  At  the  disruption,  in  1843.  he  Joined  the  Free 
Cteadk.  In  sBjg,  he  bei^an  the  series  of  "  Keiso  Tracts."  wliich  first  gained  him  r(q>utation 
as  a  rdtgioas  writer.  His  larger  prose  woriu  are  "  The  Night  of  Weeping."  **  The  Morning 
<*f  Joy*"  "  Prophetic  Landmarks,"  "  The  Eternal  Day,"  "  Man."  ••  The  Story  of  Grace."  "  A 
Here."  "The  Land  of  Promise,"  and  "The  Desert  of  SinaL"  Two  of  his  later  prose 
•*  God's  Way  of  Peace."  and  "  God's  Way  of  Holiness,"  have  obtained  an  extraordinary 
and  have  been  eminently  oseAiL  Dr.  Sonar's  hymns  are  contained  fai  his  volumes 
.TT'titu-A  •*  Hynms  of  Faith  and  H(^>e,"  first  and  second  series.    2857— x86z.    8vo. 


THY  WAY,  NOT  MINE. 


Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be  ! 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand. 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

Smooth  let  it  be,  or  rough. 

It  will  be  still  the  best ; 
Winding  or  straight,  it  matters  not. 

It  leads  me  to  Thy  rest. 

I  dare  not  choose  my  lot, 

I  would  not  if  I  might ; 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God, 

So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

The  kingdom  that  I  seek 
Is  Thine  ;  so  let  the  way 

That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 

Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill ; 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem. 

Choose  Thou  my  good  and  HI. 

Choose  Thou  for  me  my  friend. 
My  sickness  or  my  health  ; 

Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me, 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 
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Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice, 
In  things  or  great  or  small ; 

Be  Thou  my  guide,  my  strength. 
My  wisdom,  and  my  all  I 


"  COME  UNTO  ME." 

I  HEARD  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

*'  Come  unto  me  and  rest ; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast" 
I  came  to  Jesus,  as  I  was. 

Weary  and  worn  and  sad  ; 
I  found  in  Him  a  resting-place, 

And  He  has  made  me  glad. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Behold  I  freely  give 
The  living  water,  thirsty  one. 

Stoop  down,  and  drink  and  live." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quench'd,  my  soul  revived. 

And  now  I  live  in  Him. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

**  I  am  this  dark  world's  light ; 
Look  unto  me,  thy  mom  shall  rise. 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  look'd  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  Star,  my  Sun  ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk, 

Till  travelling  days  are  done. 


THE  WANDERER  FOUND. 

I  WAS  a  wand'ring  sheep, 

I  did  not  love  the  fold ; 
I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  would  not  be  controlled. 
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I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  did  not  love  my  home ; 
I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  loved  afar  to  roam. 


The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  His  child. 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill. 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild. 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death. 

Famished  and  iaint  and  lone ; 
They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love, 

They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

They  spoke  in  tender  love. 

They  raised  my  drooping  head. 
They  gently  closed  my  bleeding  woands„ 

My  fainting  soul  they  fed. 
They  washed  my  filth  away. 

They  made  me  clean  and  fair ; 
They  brought  me  to  my  home  in  peace, 

llie  long-sought  wanderer ! 

Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 

'Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul ; 
'Twas  He  that  washed  me  in  His  blood  ; 

'Twas  He  that  made  me  whole, 
'Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost, 
.    That  found  the  wandering  sheep  ; 
'Twas  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 

'Tis  He  that  still  doth  keep. 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  would  not  be  controlled  ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  the  fold  ! 
I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  once  preferred  to  roam  ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  His  home. 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 


THE  SUBSTITUTE. 

I  LAY  my  sins  on  Jesus, 

The  spotless  Lamb  of  God ; 
H«  bcar^  Ihem  all,  and  frees  ns 

From  the  a^cursM  load. 
I  bring  my  e"''!  'o  J^^s, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  In  His  blood  most  predous, 

mi  not  a  spot  remains. 


I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus  ; 

All  fulness  dwdls  in  Him : 
He  heals  all  my  diseases, 

He  dolh  my  soul  redeem. 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares  ; 
He  from  them  all  releases. 

He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 


I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  wcajy  soul  of  mine  j 
His  light  hand  me  embraces, 

I  on  His  breast  recline. 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Immanuel,  Christ,  Che  Lord  ; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breeies. 

His  tuune  abroad  is  poured. 


I  long  lo  be  like  Jesus, — 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild; 
I  long  io  be  like  Jesus, — 

The  Father's  holy  child. 
I  long  lo  be  with  Jesus, 

Amid  the  heavenly  throng. 
To  sing  with  saints  His  praisei, 

To  leain  the  angels'  song. 
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A  BETHLEHEM  HYMN. 

He  has  come !  the  Christ  of  God, 
Left  for  us  His  glad  abode  ; 
Stooping  from  His  throne  of  bliss 
To  this  darksome  wilderness. 

He  has  come  t  the  Prince  of  peace, 
Come  to  bid  our  sorrows  cease; 
Come  to  scatter  with  His  light 
All  the  shadows  of  our  night 

He,  the  mighty  King,  has  come  ! 
Making  this  poor  earth  His  home ; 
Come  to  bear  our  sins*  sad  load  ; 
Son  of  David,  Son  of  God. 

He  has  come,  whose  name  of  grace 
Sptsiks  deliverance  to  our  race ; 
Left  for  us  His  glad  alx)de  ; 
Son  of  Mary,  Son  of  God. 

**  Unto  us  a  Child  is  bora  ! " 
Ne'er  has  earth  Ixiheld  a  mora. 
Among  all  the  moras  of  time. 
Half  so  glorious  in  its  prime. 

*•  Unto  us  a  Son  is  given  !" 
He  has  come  from  God's  own  heaven, 
Bringing  with  Him  from  above 
Holy  peace  and  holy  love. 


THE  INNER  CALM. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 
While  these  hot  breezes  blow ; 

Be  like  the  night-dew's  cooling  balm 
Upon  earth's  fevered  brow. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 
Soft  resting  on  Thy  breast ; 

Soothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest. 


78  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm ; 

Let  Thine  outstretchM  wing 
Be  like  the  shade  of  Elim's  palm 

Beside  her  desert  spring. 

Yes  !  keep  me  calm,  tho*  loud  and  mde 
The  soimds  my  ear  that  greet, — 

Calm  in  the  closet's  solitude, 
Calm  in  the  bustling  street. 

Calm  in  the  hour  of  buoyant  health. 

Calm  in  my  hour  of  pain, 
Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wealth, 

Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain ; 

Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong, 
Like  Him  who  bore  my  shame ; 

Calm  'mid  the  threatening,  taunting  throng 
Who  hate  Thy  holy  name. 

Calm  when  the  great  world's  news  with  power 

My  listening  spirit  stir  ; 
Let  not  the  tidings  of  the  hour 

E'er  find  too  fond  an  ear. 

Calm  as  the  ray  of  sun  or  star 

Which  storms  assail  in  vain. 
Moving  unruffled  thro'  earth's  war. 

The  eternal  calm  to  gain. 


THE  MORNING  STAR. 

There  is  a  Morning  Star,  my  soul. 

There  is  a  Morning  Star ; 
'Twill  soon  be  near  and  bright,  tho'  now 

It  seems  so  dim  and  far. 
And  when  time's  stars  have  come  and  gone, 
And  every  mist  of  earth  has  flown. 

That  better  star  shall  rise 

On  this  world's  clouded  skies. 
To  shine  for  ever  ! 


HORATIUS   BONAR,   D.D.  79 

The  night  is  well-nigh  spent,  my  soul. 

The  night  is  well-nigh  spent ; 
And  soon  above  our  heads  shall  shine 

A  glorious  firmament : 
A  sky  all  glad  and  pure  and  bright, 
The  Lamb,  once  slain,  its  perfect  light ; 

A  star  without  a  cloud. 

Whose  light  no  mists  enshroud. 
Descending  never ! 


REST  YONDER. 

This  is  not  my  place  of  resting. 

Mine's  a  city  yet  to  come ; 
Onwards  to  it  I  am  hasting — 

On  to  my  eternal  home. 

In  it  all  is  light  and  glory, 
O'er  it  shines  a  nightless  day ; 

Every  trace  of  sin's  sad  story, 
AU  the  curse,  has  pass'd  away. 

There  the  Lamb,  our  Shepherd,  leads  us 
By  the  streams  of  life  along ; 

On  the  freshest  pastures  feeds  us. 
Turns  our  sighing  into  song. 

Soon  we  pass  this  desert  dreary. 
Soon  we  bid  farewell  to  pain ; 

Never  more  be  sad  or  wear)', 
Never,  never  sin  again. 
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JANE  BORTHWICK. 

• 
Jane  BORTHWICK  Is  descended  from  an  old  sad  respectable  Sootdsh  fuoBf.  Under  tft* 
dgnature  of  H.  L.  L.,  she  lias  contributed  numeroos  compositkms  in  prose  and  vcrae  to  Tti 
Family  Tnasury.  She  ts  well  known  In  connection  with  her  work,  **  Hymaa  fttn  the  Lnd 
of  Luther,  translated  from  the  German,"  of  which  the  first  series  appeared  in  iflsi.  IfiM 
Borthwlck  is  author  of  a  small  volume  of  original  ▼erses,  entitled  "  Thooghts  for  TlKMgltM 
Hours,"  which  was  published  in  1859,  and  has  passed  through  aerersl  fdiKoim.  She  bis  wife- 
ten  some  prose  works  for  the  young. 

«*  THY  WILL  BE  DONE."* 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt  I 

Oh  may  Thy  will  be  mine  I  I 

.    Into  Thy  hand  of  love  ; 

I  would  my  all  resign. 
Through  sorrow,  or  through  joy, 

Conduct  me  as  Thine  own ; 
And  help  me  still  to  say, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

If  needy  here  and  poor. 
Give  me  Thy  people's  bread. 

Their  portion  rich  and  sure. 
The  manna  of  Thy  word 

Let  my  soul  feed  upon ; 
And  if  all  else  should  fail. 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

If  among  thorns  I  go. 
Still  sometimes,  here  and  there, 

Let  a  few  roses  blow. 
But  Thou  on  earth  along 

The  thorny  path  hast  gone ; 
Then  lead  me  after  Thee  ; 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

Though  seen  through  many  a  tear. 
Let  not  my  star  of  hope 

Grow  dim  or  disappear. 

*  Translated  from  the  German  of  B.  SchmoUc  ) 
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Since  Thoa  on  earth  hast  wept. 
And  sorrowed  oft  alone, 

If  I  must  weep  with  Thee, 
My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 
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My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

If  loved  ones  must  depart, 
Suffer  not  sorrow's  flood 

To  overwhelm  my  heart : 
For  they  are  blest  with  Thee, 

Their  race  and  conflict  won  ; 
Let  me  but  follow  them, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

When  death  itself  draws  nigh. 
To  Thy  dear  wounded  side 

I  would  for  refuge  fly ; 
Leaning  on  Thee,  to  go 

Where  Thou  before  hast  gone  ; 
The  rest  as  Thou  shall  please  ; 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

All  shall  be  well  for  me, 
Each  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  Thee. 
Straight  to  my  home  above, 

I  travel  calmly  on  ; 
And  sing,  in  life  or  death, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 


i; 
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JOHN   BOWDLER. 


JOHN  BoWDLBR  was  bom  in  London,  on  the  and  February,  1783.  Edncated  at  Wtaiche 
CoUq^e,  he  selected  the  legal  professkm,  and  became  a  member  of  Lincoln's  Inn.  A 
barrister,  he  gave  promise  of  attaining  to  eminence,  but  was  prematttrclj  cot  off  on  the 
February,  18x5.  at  the  early  ag^  of  thirty-two.  In  t9t6,  his  miscdlaneons  writings  were  | 
lished  by  his  father,  in  two  octavo  Tolumea,  under  the  title,  "Sdect  Pieces  in  ProseandVer 
accompanied  by  a  memoir.    He  composed  versions  of  sereral  of  the  Psalma. 


PSALM  CXXIII.   PARAPHRASED. 

Lord,  before  Thy  throne  we  bend  ; 
Lord,  to  Thee  our  eyes  ascend  ; 
Servants  to  our  Master  true, 
Lo,  we  yield  the  homage  due  ; 
Children,  to  our  Sire  we  fly, 
Abba,  Father,  hear  our  cry  I 

To  the  dust  our  knees  we  bow  ; 
We  are  weak,  but  mighty  Thou  : 
Sore  distress'd,  yet  suppliant  still, 
We  await  Thy  holy  will : 
Bound  to  earth,  and  rooted  here 
Till  our  Saviour-God  appear. 

From  the  heavens.  Thy  dweUing-place, 
Shed,  O  shed  Thy  pardoning  grace  : 
Turn  to  save  us — none  below 
Pause  to  hear  our  silent  woe  ; 
Pleased  or  sad,  a  thoughtless  throng. 
Still  they  gaze  and  pass  along. 

Leave  us  not  beneath  the  power 
Of  temptation's  darkest  hour ; 
Swift  to  seal  their  captive's  doom. 
See  our  foes  exulting  come  : 
Jesus,  Saviour,  yet  be  nigh. 
Lord  of  life  and  victory. 


JOHN   BOWDLER,  83 


THE  PRESENCE  OF  GOD. 

Psalm  xlii. 

As  panting  in  the  sultry  beam. 
The  hart  desires  the  cooling  stream. 
So  to  Thy  presence,  Lord,  I  flee, 
So  longs  my  soul,  O  God,  for  Thee ; 
Athirst  to  taste  Thy  living  grace, 
And  see  Thy  glory  face  to  face. 

But  rising  griefs  distress  my  soul. 

And  tears  on  tears  successive  roll : 

For  many  an  evil  voice  is  near. 

To  chide  my  woe,  and  mock  my  fear; 

And  silent  memory  weeps  alone 

O'er  hours  of  peace  and  gladness  flown. 

For  I  have  walk'd  the  happy  round 
That  circles  Sion's  holy  ground, 
And  gladly  sweird  the  choral  lays 
That  hymn'd  my  great  Redeemer's  praise ; 
What  time  the  hallow'd  arch  along 
Responsive  swelled  the  solemn  song. 

Ah !  why,  by  passing  clouds  oppress'd 
Should  vexing  thoughts  distract  thy  breast  ? 
Turn,  turn  to  Him  in  every  pain. 
Whom  never  suppliant  sought  in  vain — 
Thy  strength  in  joy's  ecstatic  day. 
Thy  hope  when  joy  has  pass'd  away. 
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SIR  JOHN   BOWRING,  LL.D.,  F.R.S. 

A  DtSTTNCUISHED  (fiploiiatist  and  colonial  gmanor,  SIR  JOHN  BOWKIlfC  is 
entitled  to  an  honourable  place  among  British  hymn  writers.  He  ««s  bora  at  Exeter,  on  tlM 
X7th  October,  1792.  Possessing  an  extraordinary  power  of  attainias  laagiugea,  he  early 
acquired  reputatioa  as  a  metrical  transtator  of  poems  from  many  of  tile  European 
He  became  editor  of  Tkr  Wettminsttr  Reviem,  in  180$.  la  1835,  be  catered 
member  for  Ktbnamock.  He  afterwards  represented  Boltoii.  In  xS^g^  he  was  appointed 
British  Coovul  at  Canton.  He  was  knighted  in  1854.  on  his  nomination  as  Her  ila|esty^B 
Plenipotentiary  in  China,  and  Governor  of  Hong-Kong.  Sir  John  Bowriag  is  the  antbor  of 
sereral  important  worlcs  of  trarel  and  00  pcrfitical  subjects.  In  iSz^  he  published  a  volume 
of  "  Hsrmns,"  i6nx>.  His  "  Matins  and  Vespers."  lamo,  aptpeared  about  the  same  period. 
This  woric  has  been  coosiderahly  enlar^f^ed ;  it  passed  into  a  fourth  e<Htion  in  xSsx.  Sercxal 
original  hymns  from  his  pen  are  iii  the  "  Hymn  Book  for  Christian  Worshipt"  an  AmericaB  col- 
lection, of  which  the  5th  edition  appeared  at  Boston,  U.  S.,  in  1857.  Star  John,  who  has  retired 
from  public  life,  is  now  resident,  in  honourable  independence,  near  his  nathre  d^. 


GOD  IS  LOVE. 

God  is  love ;  His  mercy  brightens 
All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 

Bliss  He  wakes,  and  woe  He  lightens  I 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move; 
But  His  mercy  waneth  never: 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

£*en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth. 
Will  His  changeless  goodness  prove ; 

From  the  gloom  His  brightness  streameth : 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 
Hope  and  comfort  from  above ; 

Everywhere  His  glory  shineth : 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 


REPORT  OF  THE  WATCHMAN. 

Watchman  !  tell  us  of  the  night, 
What  its  signs  of  promise  are  ? 

Traveller !  o'er  yon  mountain's  height 
See  that  glory -beaming  star. 
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Watchmm !  does  its  bcaiiteooi  nqr 
Aught  of  bope  or  joy  fiuetell! 

TimYeUcrl  jrcs;  it  brii^  the  digrt 
Promised  daj  of  IsneL 

Wfltchmaiil  teUiisoftheii^; 

Higgler  yet  that  star  ascends. 
Tiavdler!  biestedness  and  U^^t, 
Peace  and  troth,  its  conxse  portends. 

Watchman !  will  its  beams  alone 
Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  T 

IVaveller!  ages  are  iti  own; 
jSee,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth. 

Watchman  I  tell  us  of  the  night, 
For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 

Traveller !  darkness  takes  its  flight ; 
Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 

Watchman !  let  thy  wanderings  cease ; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Traveller  I  lo,  the  Prince  of  peace, 

Lo,  the  Son  of  God,  is  come ! 


THE  CROSS   OF  CHRIST. 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

When  the  woes  of  life  overtake  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy. 

Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me ; 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way. 

From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming. 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 
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Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasozey 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 

Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure; 
Jo3rs  that  through  all  time  abide. 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 
Towering  o*er  the  wrecks  of  time; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 

0  LET  my  trembling  soul  be  still. 
While  darkness  veils  this  mortal  eye. 

And  wait  Thy  wise,  Thy  holy  will, 
Wrapt  yet  in  fears  and  mystery ; 

1  cannot,  Lord !  Thy  purpose  see ; 
Yet  all  is  well, — since  ruled  by  Thee. 

When,  mounted  on  Thy  clouded  car. 
Thou  send'st  Thy  darker  spirits  down, 

I  can  discern  Thy  light  afar, 
Thy  light  sweet -beaming  through  Thy  frown ; 

And,  should  I  faint  a  moment,  then 

I  think  of  Thee,  and  smile  again. 

So,  trusting  in  Thy  love,  I  tread 

The  narrow  path  of  duty  on ; 
What  though  some  cherish'd  joys  are  fled  ? 

What  though  some  flattering  dreams  are  gone  ? 
Yet  purer,  brighter  joys  remain : 
Why  should  my  spirit  then  complain  ? 


OMNIPRESENCE. 

Father  and  Friend !  Thy  light.  Thy  love, 
Beaming  through  all  Thy  works  we  see ; 

Thy  glory  gilds  the  heavens  above, 
And  all  the  earth  is  full  of  Thee. 
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Thy  Yoice  we  hear,  Thy  presence  feel. 
Whilst  Thou,  too  pure  for  mortal  sight, 

Involved  in  clouds — invisible, 
Reignest  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 

We  know  not  in  what  hallow'd  part 
Of  the  wide  heavens  Thy  throne  may  be, 

But  this  we  know,  that  where  Thou  art. 
Strength,  wisdom,  goodness  dwell  with  Thee. . 

And  through  the  various  ways  of  time, 

And  through  the  infinity  of  space^ 
We  follow  Thy  career  sublime. 

And  all  Thy  wondrous  footsteps  trace. 

Thy  children  shall  not  fidnt  or  fear, 

Sustahi'd  by  this  delightful  thought, 
Since  Thou  their  God  art  everywhere, 

lliey  cannot  be  where  Thou  art  not. 


JEHOIADA  BREWER. 

jEH^lADA  Brbwbk  was  boTB  St  Newport.  Monmouthshire,  te  1751.  He  commenced  life 
a>  a  trader,  but  becoming  seriously  impressed,  he  prepared  himself  for  the  mlnistr>'.  He 
purposed  to  sedc  ordination  in  the  Church  of  England,  but  afterwards  Joined  the  Noncoii- 
farmnts.  He  had  some  time  a  congregation  at  Rodborough,  Gloucestershire.  In  178),  he 
received  a  call  to  Sbefidd,  and  after  fifteen  years'  mtni»terial  labour  there,  he  undertoulc  the 
paaSorste  at  Carr'i  Lane  Independent  Chapel,  Birmingham.  He  afterwards  becams  minister 
f4  a  Dew  coogrcgation  in  Livery  Street,  His  death  took  phtce  on  the  a4th  August,  1817, 
in  his  65th  year.  Brewer  composed  several  hymns.  The  following,  which  was  ori^nallv 
patdiabed  in  The  G^s^H  MagattitUy  for  1776  (pp.  471.  473),  and  there  subscribed  Sylx^nrn.  i^ 
in*icfa  esteemed.  It  has  frequently  been  included  in  the  hymn>books,  but  is  f^eneraliy 
misfnrinted. 

THE  HIDING-PLACE. 

Hail,  sov'reign  love,  that  first  began 
The  scheme  to  rescue  fallen  man  ! 
Hail,  matchless,  free,  eternal  grace. 
That  gave  my  soul  a  hiding-place  ! 

Against  the  God  who  rules  the  sky 
I  fought  with  hand  uplifted  high  ; 
Despised  the  mention  of  His  grace. 
Too  proud  to  seek  a  hiding-place. 
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Enwrapp'd  in  thick  Egyptian  night, 
And  fond  of  darkness  more  than  light. 
Madly  I  ran  the  sinfUl  race, 
Secure,  without  a  hiding-place. 

But  thus  th'  eternal  council  nm, 
"  Almighty  love,  arrest  that  man  !" 
I  felt  the  arrows  of  distress. 
And  found  I  had  no  hiding-place. 

Indignant  justice  stood  in  view  ; 
To  Sinai's  fiery  mount  I  flew  ; 
But  justice  cried,  with  frowning  fiure, 
'* This  mountain  is  no  hiding-place.'' 

Ere  long  an  heavenly  voice  I  heard. 
And  mercy's  angel  form  appear'd ; 
She  led  me  on  with  placid  pace 
To  Jesus,  as  my  hiding-place. 

Should  storms  of  seVn-fold  thunder  roll. 
And  shake  the  globe  from  pole  to  pole. 
No  flaming  bolt  could  daunt  my  fiice. 
For  Jesus  is  my  hiding-place. 

On  Him  almighty  vengeance  fell. 
That  must  have  sunk  a  world  to  hell ; 
He  bore  it  for  the  chosen  race. 
And  thus  became  their  hiding-place. 

A  few  more  rolling  suns  at  most 
Will  land  me  on  fair  Canaan's  coast. 
Where  I  shall  sing  the  song  of  grace. 
And  see  my  glorious  hiding-place. 


ANNS  BRONTE.  89 


ANNE  BRONTR 


ANICB  mmotm.  «w  tbe  jwhK  dMgktor  of  Am  Ker.  ftttkk  Bnala,  Incnmbent  of 
tai  the  WoM  RlOac  of  Yoifcililre;  iImiiw  borate  itaL    Owiaf  to  tkc  namnr 
1  bar  two  «ldcr  ifalnw,  OnrlottvaBd  Baly. «««  MccMbated. 
to  obtoin  iknatkos  «•  gnunnwM.    "■^r'f  froB  tbe  dnHtferies 
to  tbdr  fttbar**  booM  bi  sl«s>  mohh^i  to  makm  a  TigorouN 
loTletton.    iBtbcfbOovta*  jcu- appcvad  •*PioMMb]rOn«r.ESls.aiKl 
tb€m0mude^imtmmmnmeAbfibi»itttttn,    A—fbfcburl  "A|pie% 
TcBuaorWOdliriiKalL'*   SbedtedatScwbnto«|b,Mitbcflllbllm7. 1849: 
bi  tbe  old  cborcbjard.  near  die  oettla.     Tbe  fiiBiielm  eoofVosidon 
it  tnaacribed  from  bcr  poena  appended  to  tbe  ?nhinn ef  "Wntherioc 
AfMS  Gvqr.  by  BUt  aad  Actoa  BeB,' Loodoo,  iSsob 


CONFIDENCE. 


Oppressed  with  sin  and  woe, 
A  bnrdened  heart  I  bear ; 
Opposed  by  many  a  mighty  foe ; 
But  I  will  not  despair. 

With  this  polluted  heart 
I  dare  to  come  to  Thee, 
Holy  and  mighty  as  Thou  art, 
For  Thou  wilt  pardon  me. 

I  feel  that  I  am  weak. 
And  prone  to  every  sin ; 
But  Thou,  who  giv*st  to  those  who  seek. 
Wilt  give  me  strength  within.  -^ 

Far  as  this  earth  may  be 
From  yonder  starry  skies  ; 
Remoter  still  am  I  from  Thee : 
Yet  Thou  wilt  not  despise. 

I  need  not  fear  my  foes, 
I  need  not  yield  to  care ; 
I  need  not  sink  beneath  my  woes, 
For  Thou  wilt  answer  prayer. 

In  my  Redeemer's  name, 
I  give  myself  to  Thee  ; 
And,  all  unworthy  as  I  am. 
My  God  will  cherish  me. 
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JAMES  BALDWIN  BROWN,  LL.D, 


Jambs  Baldwin  Brown  wM  a  bwilaiflr  of  the  lanerTc^pte.  Ilr  pnfilihol  i«u 
law.  whick  are  esteemed  bj  the  protoasioa.  Hb  life  of  John  Howafd.  tlM»  pMaadtoofritt.  is 
wtSk  known.  In  iSsa.  he  publiahed  "  The  Battla  of  AXbmen,"  a  pocaa.  Re  Joknd  dbe  Rev. 
Dr.  Raflea.  and  Mr.  Wifin.  fai  pnblishlnff  "  Pbems  by  Three  Frlcads."  wbkA  agi|>eaial  mmf- 
UKNudjr  in  x8i^  In  itao.  Dr.  Brown  coamenced  Tke  /ttvurt^gnirrt  a  niMliilj  ■1^*'^ 
wUch  was  edited  bj  Dr.  Raflks  and  anodier.  The  following  hjnm  by  Dr.  Brova  is  tm> 
scribed  from  Dr.  RaJtaT  cottcctfcm. 


THE  HEAVENLY  BREAD. 

The  manna  to  the  £Eunting  Jews 

Was  not  by  Moses  given  ; 
Descending  with  the  morning  dews, 

'Twas  bread  sent  down  from  heaven. 

'Twas  angels'  food,  yet  served  to  stay 

But  for  a  while  their  wants ; 
Hence  fresh  supplies,  from  day 'to  day. 

Their  heavenly  Father  grants. 

But  the  true  bread  from  heaven  is  He 
Who  from  His  glorious  throne 

Stooped,  by  His  death,  from  wrath  to  free 
A  race  by  sin  undone. 

Who  eateth  of  this  bread  shall  live, 

Nor  ever  hunger  more  ; 
Lord,  of  this  bread,  in  mercy  give 

Our  souls  an  ample  store. 
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JAMES  BALDWIN  BROWN. 

'.  JAMBS  BAimriN  BKOWit,  MM  of  tlM  jpncedtng,  w»  bora  la  tMao,  ia  the  Inner 

H«  VBB  cdncrtwt  at  Uahrenity  CoOcge,  LoBdoo,  where  be  took  the  degree  of 

lHf"""g  to  feOem  Us  iSither's  prafenloii.  he  itadied  at  the  Inner  Temple. 

apeat  two  yean  at  HiKfabviy  CoDcfe.  and  entered  the  uriatury.    In  1843.  he 

of  the  LoadoB  Road  CoocregatioBal  Chapd,  Derby.     Siace  1846,  he  has  l>cen 

of  daylawla  C'^p*'.  ^'*-r'*r—  Road.  Loodon.    Mr.  Bnnni*«  larircr  pabUcattons  are. 

«r  FlmPriBdpleib'"' The  DMae  Life failfaa,'*** The  SooTa  Esodaaand  Klfnim- 

The  DMae  Myttoy  of  Fnce,"  "The  Divine  Treatment  of  Stn,"  and  "The  Hume 


FOR  INCREASE  OF  FAITH. 

Thou  who  onr  faithless  hearts  canst  read. 
And  know'st  each  weakness  there ; 

Poor,  trembling,  faint,  with  Thee  we  plead  ; 
O  turn  not  from  our  prayer ! 

We  cannot  grasp  from  hour  to  hour 

The  truths  Thy  gospel  saith  ; 
Then  aid  us  by  Thy  heavenly  power, 

And  so  increase  our  faith, 

That  we  may  trust  Thy  guardian  care, 

When  no  kind  hand  we  sec  ; 
That  we  may  lift  our  souls  in  prayer 

Undoubtingly  to  Thee. 

Help  us  to  gaze  on  things  unseen 

By  eyes  of  mortal  sight ; 
To  pierce  through  earth's  dark  veil,  and  glean 

Some  beams  of  heavenly  light. 

Thy  glorious  presence  may  we  see. 
When  earth*s  last  tic  is  riven  ; 

*  - 

In  faith  then  trust  our  souls  to  Thee, 
Till  we  awake  in  heaven. 
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SIMON   BROWNK 

Simon  browns  was  born  at  Shepton  Mallet.  Somersetshire,  about  the  jtmr  aSBa.  H«1 
aiinister  of  a  diwenting  cootn^atioo  at  Portsmouth.  In  17x6,  he  accepted  aa  invitBdaa  to 
succeed  Mr.  Shower,  at  the  Old  Jewry.  London.  In  17^  be  lost  his  wife  and  oolf 
amount  of  afilktioo  which  so  overcame  hiih  that  he  was  afterwards  incapable  of 
ministerial  duty.  He  retired  tu  his  native  place,  where  he  died  at  the  close  of  the  year  1731^  la 
his  sand  year.  In  1730,  he  published  "  Hymns  and  Spiritual  Soaga»"  Ijoodoo, 
this  volume  the  following  hymns  have  been  transcribed. 


INXONSISTENCY  OF  SIN  WITH  A  CHRISTIAN 

PROFESSION. 

Jesus,  my  Saviour  and  my  God, 

My  life  and  sacrifice  ; 
My  hopes,  deep  founded  in  Thy  bloody 

Reach  far  above  the  skies. 

Up  to  the  highest  heav'ns  they  soar, 

Where,  round  Thy  dazzling  throne. 
Seraphs  lie  prostrate  and  adore. 

And  Thee  their  Sovereign  own. 

Thou  hast  those  happy  seats  possest 

Both  for  Thyself  and  Thine  ; 
There  all  Thy  followers  shall  be  blest, 

And  in  Thy  glory  shine. 

• 

Among  these  followers,  Lord,  am  I  ; 

Thy  glorious  name  I  bear  ; 
My  hopes  lift  up  my  soul  on  high, 

And  fix  my  mansion  there. 

But  shall  I  own  Thine  awfiil  Name,  ^ 

And  yet  oppose  Thy  will  T  j 

A  subject's  highest  privilege  claim,  | 
Yet  act  the  rebel  still ! 

Forbid  it.  Lord  !  no,  I  abhor 

The  base  and  trait'rous  thought ; 
I  own  Thine  ancient  right  and  poVr, 

And  what  Thy  blood  hath  bought 
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To  Thee  ni  ever  subject  live, 

And  ftll  Thy  la#s  approve, 
The  fullest  homage  freely  give. 

And  proo&  of  loyal  love. 

Thus  shall  my  heav'niy  hopes  begin ; 

Thus  1*11  my  hopes  maintain  ; 
Nor  once  expect,  in  ways  of  sin. 

Eternal  life  to  gain. 


FOR  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'niy  Dove, 
My  sinful  maladies  remove  ; 
Be  Thou  my  light,  be  Thou  my  guide, 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 

The  light  of  truth  to  me  display, 
That  I  may  know  and  choose  my  way  ; 
Plant  holy  fear  within  mine  heart. 
That  I  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 

Conduct  me  safe,  conduct  me  far 
From  every  sin  and  hurtful  snare ; 
Lead  me  to  God,  my  Jitial  rest. 
In  His  enjoyment  to  be  blest. 

Lead  me  to  Christ,  the  living  way. 
Nor  let  me  from  His  pastures  stray  ; 
Lead  me  to  heairen^  the  scat  of  bliss, 
Where  pleasure  in  perfection  is. 

Lead  me  to  holiness^  the  road 
That  I  must  take  to  dwell  with  God  ; 
Lead  to  Thy  wordy  that  rules  must  give. 
And  sure  directions  how  to  live. 

Lead  me  to  means  oi  grace^  where  I 
May  own  my  wants,  and  seek  supply  ; 
Lead  to  Thyself ,  the  spring  from  whence 
To  fetch  all  quick'ning  influence. 
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Thus  I,  conducted  still  by  Thee, 
Of  God  a  child  beloved  shall  be  ; 
Here  to  His  family  pertain. 
Hereafter  with  Him  ever  reign. 


GOD  OUR  HAPPINESS.  j 

Eternal  God,  of  Beings  first,  j 

Of  all  created  good  the  spring. 
For  Thee  I  long,  for  Thee  I  thirst, 

My  Love,  my  Saviour,  and  my  King ; 
Thine  is  a  never-failing  store  : 
If  God  be  mine,  I  ask  no  more. 


The  fairest  world  of  light  on  high 

Reflection  makes,  but  faint,  of  Thine  ; 

The  glorious  tenants  of  the  sky 

In  God's  own  beams  transported  shine  ; 

But  should'st  Thou  wrap  Thy  face  in  shade, 

Soon  all  their  life  and  lustre  fade. 

Thy  presence  makes  celestial  day, 

And  fills  each  raptured  soul  with  bliss  ; 

Night  would  prevail,  were  God  away. 
And  spirits  pine  in  paradise. 

In  vain  would  all  the  angels  try 

To  fill  Thy  room,  Thy  lack  supply. 

And  sure  from  heav*n  we  turn  our  eyes 
In  vain  to  seek  for  bliss  below  ; 

The  tree  of  life  can't  root  nor  rise. 
Nor  in  this  blasted  region  grow  : 

The  wealth  of  this  poor  barren  clod. 

Can  ne'er  make  up  the  want  of  God. 

But,  Lord,  in  Thee  the  thirsty  sold 
Will  meet  with  full,  with  rich  supplies  ; 

Thy  smiles  will  all  her  fears  control. 
Thy  beauties  feast  her  ravish'd  eyes  ; 

To  failing  flesh  and  fainting  heart 

Thy  favour,  life,  and  strength  impart 
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Oktme^  LondLddifinoargMiii 
With  aailcs  still  site,  jet  feed  desire^ 

In  an  the  loedi  of  life  siitaiB, 
In  dying  momirnti  life  impiic 

Gnaid  my  deputed  sonl  to  rest. 

Be  still  my  God,  and  I  am  bicrt. 


MRS.  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING. 

(S  of  the  wMtglftMlarwMlcvBpociaBakELlSABaTBBAUURTvwbonili 
iflo».  Her  Ikllin  wm  a  pcnoa  of  cin—iilenW«  aOMaoc  In  bar  Mk  fwr.  At  gave 
L4— ^  of  poetkai  takat,  bjr  the  pubDcafmn  of  **  Ab  Eaqr  oa  Miad.  aad  olh«r  Fnt—."  In 
g^  A»  P-Mfrfint  wTr-i *r  -inilniiiB  iif  itii  "nnwrtlii«i"nf  HiiIijIbi     IteMmt 

bof  Mr.  Robert  Bro«ntfiiC>  >!»«<<'>*■*<»  BoC  tafcrior  to  bar  o«B.  The  M«(y  ■■Biied 
if  proceeded  to  Itel7,-^bere  they  coodttaed  to  raridci  ftnt  ■(  Ftaa,  aad  afterwards  at 
Dreace.  Mrs.  Bcowaiiic  died  at  Floreace,  oa  the  agch  Jnae.  ■•6a.  la  iS^ii,  her  poetical 
)rfc«  were  pablisbed  ia  tibree  nfaaaes,  xaaai.    A  fourth  voluaie  was  added  after  har  deceatc. 


THE  SLEEP. 
'  He  gbeth  His  belored  sleep."— /Vo/w  catxni  s. 

Of  all  the  thoughts  of  God  that  are 
Borne  inward  unto  souls  afar, 

Along  the  Psalmist's  music  deep. 
Now  tell  me  if  that  any  is. 
For  gift  or  grace,  surpassing  this — 

••  He  giveth  J/is  beloved,  sleep  "  ? 

What  would  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
The  hero's  heart,  to  be  unmoved. 

The  poet's  star-tuned  harp  to  sweep. 
The  patriot's  voice,  to  teach  and  rouse, 
The  monarch's  crdwn,  to  light  the  brows  ? 

"  He  giveth  J/is  beloved,  sleep." 

What  do  we  give  to  our  beloved  ! 
A  little  faith  all  undisproved, 

A  little  dust  to  over  weep, 
And  bitter  memories  to  make 
The  whole  earth  blasted  for  our  sake  : 

'*  He  giveth  Ifis  beloved,  sleep." 
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"  Sleep  soft,  beloved  I"  we  sometimes  srj. 
But  have  no  tone  to  dumn  away 

Sad  dreams  that  through  the  eyelids  creep. 
But  never  doleful  dream  again 
Shall  break  the  happy  slumber,  when 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

O  earth,  so  full  of  dreary  noises  I 
O  men,  with  wailing  in  jrour  voices  I 

O  delved  gold,  the  wailer's  heap  I 
O  strife,  O  curse,  that  o*er  it  £tll  I 
God  strikes  a  silence  through  3rou  all. 

And  "giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

His  dews  drop  mutely  on  the  hill, 
His  cloud  above  it  saileth  still, 

Though  on  its  slope  men  sow  and  reap. 
More  softly  than  the  dew  is  shed. 
Or  cloud  is  floated  overhead. 

He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 


<( 


Ay,  men  may  wonder  while  they  scan 
A  living,  thinking,  feeling  man. 

Confirmed  in  such  a  rest  to  keep ; 
But  angels  say,  and  through  the  word 
I  think  their  happy  smile  is  heard — 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

For  me  my  heart  that  erst  did  go, 
Most  like  a  tired  child  at  a  show. 

That  sees  through  tears  the  mummers  leap. 
Would  now  its  wearied  vision  close. 
Would,  childlike,  on  His  love  repose. 

Who  **  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

And  friends,  dear  friends — ^when  it  shall  be 
That  this  low  breath  is  gone  from  me. 

And  round  my  bier  you  come  to  weep, 
Let  One,  most  loving  of  you  all. 
Say  **  Not  a  tear  must  o*er  her  fall," 

'*  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 
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MICHAEL  BRUCE. 

OVX  oC tlMiBOtf  rcBisricable oTifaoct-Uved  poeK.  MiCKARL  Brucs.  wm^borii at  KfniietsworKl 

parish  of  Portaoak,  KhmnKUre,  oa  the  17th  March.  1746L    Hb  pareats  were  in  humble  cir. 

CCS,  but  they  deiennioeil.  owin^  to  hb  Hterary  predDectfcmt.  to  educate  him  for  the 

DuriDff  four  ycais,  he  prosecoted  his  clawlcal  sludlex  at  the  f  TnlTerrity  of  Ediiihur,'h. 

He  Mjb*equeiitl]r  entered  on  riie  rtvdy  of  theolofn^.  and  enplojred  htandf  In  tuWon.  as  a  means 

of  Snelihood.     Under  Inccaant  mental  toil,  a  cottjUitutton  alwajrs  weak,  began  to  deciin?. 

Be  dtod  of  a  llnfferinir  coosamptfon,  on  the  4th  July.  1767.  fai  hh  n%t  jrear.    The  poct:iral 

nnHia«  of  Michael  Bruce  have  been  made  the  rat^ect  of  a  curious  controreny.    At  college. 

W  had  become  the  companion  of  Mr.  John  Loi^an.  a  penon  of  somewhat  kindred  ifenitn:,  .in'! 

«ho  afterwards  becqnring  mhihter  of  Ldth,  acquired  repotatlon  as  a  preacher.    Subsequent 

to  Brvcei's  death,  Logan  Hshed  his  parents,  and  offered  to  put>lish  their  son's  poems  for  their 

pccnaittrf  bencftt.    He  was.  accerdlnglr.  cmnisted  with  the  adiole  of  the  MSS.,  includini;  on 

■HWihlhhfd  book  of  hymns,  which  the  parents  fiimiliariy  termed  their  son's  "Gospel  Sonnets" 

Of  the  btter.  several  were  faiailiar  to  the  neighboun.  wIm  had  derived  their  knowlcd;:e  of  the 

oo^poaitioas  from  the  deceased  poet  himself.    After  a  considerable  delay.  Lofaa  publkhe«i  a 

■toll  volume;  entitled  "  Pbems  on  several  occasions,  by  Michael  Bruce.'*  accompanied  Ity  a 

hndtfurj  prefiKe.  commenioratlve  of  the  writer.    The  scantiness  of  the  cnmposltlotts.  an'!  the 

absence  of  the  "  Gospel  Sonnets."  dbquieted  the  parents.   On  a  request  being  made  to  I.rnrin, 

by  tbe  Ettber  of  the  deceased  poet,  for  the  MS.  book  of  hymns,  he  stated  that  it  wa.s  li>si. 

Lofaa  was  afterwards  associate<l  with  other  clerical  brethren  in  preparing  a  coUecti'm  of 

Scripture  paraphrases,  for  the  um  of  the  Vottlsh  Church.    He  became  the  OMMt  conspicuotis 

member  of  committee,  l«y  contributing  a  number  of  comptisitions,  whii-h  were  hailc>1  with 

admiration,  and  rca<iily  adopted  by  the  Church.     Hut  MiohacI  Bnice't  father  recngnisiMl  tin  m 

m  his  son's  "Gospel  Simnett,"— and  ituch.  with  probably  a  few  verKil  .iltcmtinns,  then*  is 

strong  reason  for  believing,  they  were.    The  hymns  which  fullow  the  present  sketch,  were  .ill 

dsime'l  by  Logan.   The  industry  of  the  Rev.  William  Mnckelvii;.  rtne  <tf  the  editor^  of  Kru.  c'-k 

pooas  has.  however,  established  the  Kinnesswoo<I  poet's  cl.iini  to  certiin  of  them,  and  thi; 

Isrett  etLtor.  the  Rev.  Alcx.in>1«rr  Gri"»«.art  (iflSj),  ha*,  we  think,  s:itisfv.t'irily  pnrt-ed  his  title  to 

ihe  whole.     There  are  few  who  now  defend  the  claims  of  I.r>g.in  to  thu  authorship.  .1  f.i-.t 

chiefly  due  to  the  circum*tance,  thitit  has  b<.-cn  dcni-mstnt'.- 1  that  the  i-clebritetl  "i><lo  to 

(be  Cucko'^.'*  which  he  appRiprat-.'il.  was  the  c-'^mposition  of  hK  'lere.isctl  frienM. 

Besides  the  following  compositions,  all  of  which  are  incluiie<i  in  the  Chun  h  of  SLotlmd 
paraphrases,  the  eighth  paraphrase  bt.-ginning,  "  Few  are  thy  i.-iys  anil  full  of  wuv."  h:ts  li<.<  n 
fcrrmed  of  selected  verses  fn>m  one  of  his  lyrics.  The  ninth  ptiraphrose  may  also  be  fuirly 
ascribed  to  him. 

ADVENT  OF  THE   MESSIAH. 

Behold  !  th*  Ambassador  Divine, 

Descending  from  above, 
To  publish  to  mankind  tlie  law 

Of  everlasting  love ! 

On  Him  in  rich  eflfusion  pour'd 

The  heavenly  dew  descends ; 
And  truth  Divine  He  shall  reveal, 

To  earth*s  remotest  ends. 

No  trumpet -sound,  at  His  approach. 

Shall  strike  the  wondering  ears ; 
But  still  and  gentle  breathe  the  voice 

In  which  the  God  appears. 

U 
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By  His  kind  hand  the  shaken  reed 
Shall  raise  its  falling  frame ; 

The  dying  embers  shall  revive, 
And  kindle  to  a  flame. 

The  onward  progress  of  His  zeal 
Shall  never  know  decline, 

Till  foreign  lands  and  distant  isles 
Receive  the  law  Divine. 

He  who  spread  forth  the  arch  of  heaven. 
And  bade  the  planets  roll, 

Who  laid  the  basis  of  the  earth, 
And  formed  the  human  soul : 

Thus  saith  the  Lord  :  **  Thee  have  I  sent, 

A  Prophet  from  the  sky, 
Wide  o'er  the  nations  to  proclaim 

The  message  from  on  high. 

Before  Thy  face  the  shades  of  death 
Shall  take  to  sudden  flight. 

The  people  who  in  darkness  dwell 
Shall  hail  a  glorious  light ; 

The  gates  of  brass  shall  'sunder  burst. 

The  iron  fetters  fall ; 
The  promised  jubilee  of  Heaven 

Appointed  rise  o'er  all. 

And  lo  I  presaging  Thy  approach, 
The  heathen  temples  shake. 

And  trembling  in  forsaken  fanes 
The  fabled  idols  quake. 

I  am  Jehovah,  I  am  One ; 

My  name  shall  now  be  known ; 
No  idol  shall  usurp  my  praise, 

Nor  mount  into  my  throne." 

Lo,  former  scenes,  predicted  once, 
Conspicuous  rise  to  view  ; 

And  future  scenes  predicted  now. 
Shall  be  accomplish'd  too. 
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Now  sing  a  new  song  to  Uie  Lord ! 

Let  earth  His  praise  resound; 
Ye  who  upon  the  ocean  dwell. 

And  fill  the  isles  around. 

O  dty  of  the  Lord,  begin 

The  universal  song ; 
And  let  the  scatter'd  villages 

The  joyful  notes  prolong. 

Let  Kedar's  wilderness  afar 

Lift  up  the  lonely  voice ; 
And  let  the  tenants  of  the  rock 

With  accent  rude  rejoice. 

O  from  the  streams  of  distant  lands 

Unto  Jehovah  sing ! 
And  joyful  from  the  mountain  tops 

Shout  to  the  Lord  the  King  I 

Let  all  combined  with  one  accord 

Jehovah's  glories  raise, 
Till  in  remotest  bounds  of  earth 

The  nations  sound  His  praise. 


THE  APPROACHING  SAVIOUR. 

Messiah,  at  Thy  glad  approach 

The  howling  winds  are  still ; 
Thy  praises  fill  the  lonely  waste. 

And  breathe  from  every  hilL 

The  hidden  fountains  at  Thy  call 

Their  sacred  stores  unlock ; 
Loud  in  the  desert,  sudden  streams 

Burst  living  from  the  rock. 

The  incense  of  the  spring  ascends 

Upon  the  morning  gale ; 
Red  o*er  the  hill  the  roses  bloom 

The  lilies  in  the  vale. 

H  1 
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KeneVd,  the  earth  a  robe  of  li^t, 
A  robe  of  beauty  wears ; 

And  in  new  heavens  a  brighter  son 
Leads  on  the  promised  years. 

The  kingdom  of  Messiah  come, 
Appointed  times  disclose ; 

And  fairer  in  Emmanuers  land 
The  new  creation  g^owsh 

Let  Israel  to  the  Prince  of  peace 
The  loud  hosannah  sing  ! 

With  hallelujahs  and  with  hymns, 
O  Zion,  hail  thy  King. 


WHEN  JESUS,  BY  THE  VIRGIN  BROUGHT. 

When  Jesus,  by  the  Virgin  brought. 

So  runs  the  law  of  heaven, 
Was  offered  holy  to  the  Lord, 

And  at  Thy  altar  given ; 

Simeon  the  just,  and  the  devout, 

Who  frequent  in  the  fane, 
Had  for  the  Saviour  waited  long, 

But  waited  still  in  vain. 

Came,  Heaven-directed,  at  the  hour 

When  Mary  held  her  Son ; 
He  stretchM  forth  his  aged  arms, 

While  tears  of  gladness  run. 

With  holy  joy  upon  his  face. 

The  good  old  father  smiled ; 
While  fondly  in  his  withered  arms, 

He  clasp'd  the  promised  Child. 

And  then  he  lifted  up  to  heaven 

An  earnest  asking  eye : 
My  joy  is  full,  my  hour  is  come, 

Lord,  let  Thy  servant  die. 
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At  last  my  anns  embrace  my  Lord, 

Now  let  their  Tigoiir  ceaie ; 
At  last  my  eyes  my  Saviour  lee^ 

Now  let  them  dose  in  peace! 

The  star  and  gloiy  of  the  land 

Hath  now  began  to  shine ; 
The  morning  that  shall  gild  the  ^bc^ 

Breaks  on  these  eyes  of  mine  I 


THE  GREAT  HIGH-PRIEST. 

Where  high  the  heav'nly  temple  stands. 
The  house  of  God  not  made  with  hands, 
A  great  High-Priest  our  nature  wears, 
The  Patron  of  mankind  appears. 

He  who  for  men  in  mercy  stood. 
And  pour'd  on  earth  His  precious  blood. 
Pursues  in  heaven  His  plan  of  graces 
The  Guardian  God  of  human  race. 

Though  now  ascended  up  on  high. 
He  bends  on  earth  a  brother's  eye ; 
Partaker  of  the  human  name. 
He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

Our  Fellow-sufferer  yet  retains 
A  fellow-feeling  of  our  pains ; 
And  still  remembers  in  the  skies 
His  tears  and  agonies  and  cries. 

In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart. 
The  Man  of  sorrows  had  a  part ; 
He  sympathises  with  our  grief, 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relied 

With  boldness,  therefore,  at  the  throne 
Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  known ; 
And  ask  the  aids  of  Heav'nly  pow'r 
To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour. 
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HEAVENLY  WISDOM. 

O  HAPPY  is  the  man  who  hears 
Instruction's  warning  voice, 

And  who  celestial  wisdom  makes 
His  early  only  choice. 

For  she  has  treasures  greater  far 
Than  East  or  West  unfold. 

And  her  reward  is  more  secure 
Than  is  the  gain  of  gold. 

In  her  right  hand  she  holds  to  view 
A  length  of  happy  years  ; 

And  in  her  left  the  prize  of  fame 
And  honotu*  bright  appears. 

She  guides  the  young  with  innocence. 
In  Pleasure's  path  to  tread ; 

A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  hoary  head. 

According  as  her  labours  rise, 
So  her  rewards  increase ; 

Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness. 
And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 


THE  MILLENNIUM.' 

Behold  !  the  mountain  of  the  Lord 

In  latter  days  shall  rise 
Above  the  mountains  and  the  hills. 

And  draw  the  wond*ring  eyes. 

To  this  the  joyful  nations  round, 
All  tribes  and  tongues  shall  flow ; 

Up  to  the  hill  of  God,  they'll  say, 
And  to  His  house,  we'll  go. 

•  Thi»  U  an  improved  version  of  one  of  the  hymns  issued  by  a  committee  of  i 
Oraivh  of  Scotland,  in  1745,  and  transmitted  by  the  General  Assembly  to  Presl 
fttie9  fof  their  consideration.    The  alterations  were  professedly  made  by  Logas 
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The  beam  that  shines  on  Zion-hill 

Shall  lighten  eveiy  land ; 
The  King  who  reigns  in  Zion's  towers 

Shall  all  the  world  command. 

No  strife  shall  vex  Messiah's  reign, 

Or  mar  the  peaceful  years ; 
To  ploughshares  soon  they  beat  their  swords, 

To  pruning-hooks  their  spears. 

No  longer  hosts  encountering  hosts, 

Their  millions  slain  deplore : 
They  hang  the  trumpet  in  the  hall. 

And  study  War  no  more. 

Come  then,  O  come  from  every  land. 

To  worship  at  His  shrine  ; 
And  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 

With  holy  beauties  shine. 


DYING  IN  THE  LORD. 

The  hour  of  my  departure's  come ; 
I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home ; 
At  last,  O  Lord,  let  trouble  cease, 
And  let  Thy  servant  die  in  peace. 

The  race  appointed  I  have  run. 
The  combat's  o'er,  the  prize  is  won ; 
And  now  my  witness  is  on  high. 
And  now  my  record's  in  the  sky. 

Not  in  mine  innocence,  I  trust ; 
I  bow  before  Thee  in  the  dust ; 
And  through  my  Saviour's  blood  alone 
I  look  for  mercy  at  Thy  throne. 

I  leave  the  world  without  a  tear. 
Save  for  the  friends  I  held  so  dear. 
To  heal  their  sorrows,  Lord,  descend. 
And  to  the  friendless  prove  a  friend. 
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I  come,  I  come  at  Thy  command, 
I  give  my  spirit  to  Thy  hand  ; 
Stretch  forth  Thine  everlasting  arms, 
And  shield  me  in  the  last  alarms. 

The  hour  of  my  departure's  come ; 
I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home ; 
Now,  O  my  God !  let  trouble  cease  I 
Now  let  Thy  servant  die  in  peace. 


THE  CALL  OF  WISDOM. 

In  streets  and  openings  of  the  gates, 
Where  pours  the  busy  crowd. 

Thus  heavenly  Wisdom  lifts  her  voic<!*., 
And  cries  to  men  aloud : 

**  How  long,  ye  scomers  of  the  truth. 

Scornful  will  ye  remain  ? 
How  long  shall  fools  their  folly  love, 

And  hear  my  words  in  vain  ? 

O  turn  at  last,  at  my  reproof! 

And  in  that  happy  hour, 
His  bless'd  effusions  on  your  heart, 
My  Spirit  down  shall  pour. 

But  since,  so  long  with  earnest  voice. 

To  you  in  vain  I  call ; 
Since  all  my  counsels  and  reproofs 

Thus  ineffectual  fall ; 

The  time  will  come,  when  humbled  low. 

In  sorrow's  evil  day ; 
Your  voice  by  anguish  shall  be  taught. 

But  taught  too  late,  to  pray. 

When,  like  the  whirlwind  o'er  the  deep 

Comes  desolation's  blast ; 
Ptmyers  then  extorted  shall  be  vain ; 

The  hour  of  mercy  past. 
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The  choice  you  made  has  fix'd  ]rour  doom, 

For  this  is  Heaven's  decree. 
That  with  the  fruits  of  what  he  soVd, 

The  sinner  fill'd  shaU  be." 


ATONING  SACRIFICE. 

Thus  speaks  the  heathen :  "  How  shall  men 

The  Power  Supreme  adore? 
With  what  accepted  ofTrings  come 

This  mercy  to  implore  ? 

Shall  clouds  of  incense  to  the  skies 

With  grateful  odour  speed  ? 
Or  victims  from  a  thousand  hills 

Upon  the  altar  bleed  ? 

Does  Justice  noble  blood  demand 

To  save  the  sinner's  life  ? 
Shall  trembling  in  his  offspring's  side 

The  father  plunge  the  knife  ?  " 

No !  God  rejects  the  bloody  rites 

Which  blindfold  zeal  began ; 
His  oracles  of  truth  proclaim 

The  message  brought  to  man. 

He  what  is  good  hath  clearly  shown, 

O  favoured  race,  to  thee ; 
And  what  doth  God  require  of  those 

Who  bend  to  Him  the  knee  ? 

Thy  deeds,  let  sacred  justice  rule ; 

Thy  heart,  in  mercy  fill ; 
And  walking  humbly  with  thy  God, 

To  Him  resign  thy  will. 

SORROW  NOT  AS  WITHOUT  HOPE. 

Take  comfort.  Christians,  when  your  friends 

In  Jesus  fall  asleep ; 
Their  better  being  never  ends ; 

Why  then  dejected  weep  ? 
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Why  inconsolable  as  those 
To  whom  no  hope  is  given  ? 

Death  is  the  messenger  of  peace. 
And  calls  the  soul  to  heaven. 

As  Jesus  died  and  rose  again 

Victorious  from  the  dead ; 
So  His  disciples  rise  and  reign 

With  their  triumphant  Head. 

The  time  draws  nigh  when  from  the  clouds 
Christ  shall  with  shouts  descend. 

And  the  last  trumpet's  awful  voice 
The  heav*ns  and  earth  shall  rend. 

Then  they  who  live  shall  changM  be, 
And  they  who  sleep  shall  wake ; 

The  graves  shall  yield  their  ancient  charge, 
And  earth's  foundations  shake. 

The  saints  of  God,  from  death  set  free, 
With  joy  shall  mount  on  high ; 

The  heavenly  host,  with  praises  loud 
Shall  meet  them  in  the  sky. 

Together  to  their  Father's  house 
With  joyful  hearts  they  go ; 

And  dwell  for  ever  with  the  Lord 
Beyond  the  reach  of  woe. 

A  few  short  years  of  evil  past. 
We  reach  the  happy  shore  ; 

When  death-divided  friends  at  last 
Shall  meet  to  part  no  more. 
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GEORGE  BURDER- 


RBV.  CwntCB  BumOBR  «u  bore  in  Loodoo.  on  the  jdi  Jom.  iTpu  He  recdred  e 
dncetioe,  and  wm  apprenticed  to  aa  ctiatM'.  He  commeaced  business  at 
At  tweatj-feor.  he  began  to  preach,  in  connection  with  the  Cahrinfaftk  Method- 
ic cadMcqneatly  joined  the  Concrefationaltea.  He  was  ordained  at  Lancaster,  in  1778. 
he  cntirtnuwt  aiz  yean.  He  now  removed  to  Coventry,  where  he  reaaalned  for  twenty 
!■  s1d9»  he  becaac  pastor  of  the  Congregational  Chapel.  Fetter  Lane.  He  was  pro- 
of the  Rdlgfoas  Tract  Sodety,  one  of  the  fbvnders  of  the  London  lUaslonary  Society, 
M  of  the  off^ginBton  of  the  British  and  Foreign  Bible  Sodety.  His  active  and  useful  life 
ihea^ihlfay.  liaa.  He  pubttshed  several  vohnaes  of  discoafses.  His  ••  Villafre 
often  reprinted.  In  1784,  he  pablished  a  **  Collection  of  Hymns."  The 
nMch  he  cooqwaed,  we  have  sabjoined.  The  dUmisaJte  hymn,  begio- 
OB  with  Thy  blessing,"  has  been  inaccaratdy  ascribed  to  Urn. 


THE  DESIRE  OF  ALL  NATIONS. 

Come,  dear  Desire  of  nations,  come, 
And  aid  our  feeble  tongues ; 

While  we  Thy  worthy  praise  attempt. 
In  our  unworthy  songs. 

By  faith  we  see,  and  we  adore 
Thy  grace.  Thy  power,  and  love ; 

And,  sweetly  drawn  from  sense  and  sin. 
To  Thee  our  spirits  move. 

Yes,  Jesus,  Thou  art  our  desire. 

In  Thee  our  wishes  meet ; 
Nor  can  the  whole  creation's  round 

Afford  a  name  so  sweet. 

Let  carnal  minds  for  pleasure  strive. 

And  after  wealth  aspire ; 
Our  choice  is  made,  our  hearts  are  fixed, 

For  Christ  is  our  desire. 

Pity  the  nations,  dearest  Lord, 
Where  Thou  art  yet  unknown ; 

Be  their  desire  as  well  as  ours. 
And  make  the  world  Thine  own. 


I08  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 


JAMES  DRUMMOND   BURNS. 

Jambs  DruMMOND  burns  was  born  at  Edinburirh.  on  the  xfth  February.  1893.  He  ttadied 
at  the  High  School  and  University  of  his  native  city.  Having  gradiuted,  he  attended  Che 
Divinity  Hall  of  the  Free  Church  College,  and  in  due  time  became  a  licentiate.  In  1845,  he  was 
admitted  to  the  pastoral  charge  of  the  Free  Church  congrq^tioa  at  Dunblane.  After  three 
years  he  was  compelled,  from  a  severe  pulmonary  attack,  to  vacate  his  charge,  and  seek  » 
milder  climate.  He  proceeded  to  Madeira,  where  he  spent  five  years.  Returning  to  Britain, 
he  became  pastor,  in  1854,  of  a  Presbyterian  congregation  at  Hampstead.  His  constitutioo, 
always  feeble,  at  length  succumbed  to  his  complaint.  He  died  at  Mentone.  in  the  south  of 
France,  on  the  a7th  November,  1864.  His  remains  were  interred  in  Highgate  Cemetery* 
London.  Mr.  Bums  published,  in  i8s4,  "  The  Vision  of  Prophecy,  and  other  Poems."  zamo ; 
a  second  edition  appeared  in  1858.  From  the  second  edition  of  his  poems  our  selectioiis  have 
been  made. 


THOUGH  LONG  THE  WANDERER  MAY  DEPART. 

Though  long  the  wanderer  may  depart, 

And  far  his  footsteps  roam. 
He  clasps  the  closer  to  hU  heart 

The  images  of  his  home. 
To  that  loved  land,  where'er  he  goes. 

His  tenderest  thoughts  are  cast, 
And  dearer  still,  through  absence,  grows 

The  memory  of  the  past. 

Though  Nature  on  another  shore 

Her  softest  smiles  may  wear, 
The  vales,  the  hills  he  loved  before, 

To  him  are  far  more  fair. 
The  heavens  that  met  his  childhood's  ejre, 

AU  clouded  though  they  be, 
Seem  brighter  than  the  sunniest  sky 

Of  climes  beyond  the 


So  Faith,  a  stranger  on  the  earth, 

Still  turns  its  eye  above ; 
The  chUd  of  an  immortal  birth 

Seeks  more  than  mortal  love. 
The  scenes  of  earth,  so  very  fair. 

Want  home's  endearing  spell ; 
And  all  his  heart  and  hope  are  where 

His  God  and  Saviour  dwell. 
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He  may  behold  them  dimly  here, 

And  see  them  as  not  nigh ; 
Bttt  all  he  loves  will  yet  appear 

Unclouded  to  his  eye. 
To  that  hoT  city,  now  so  far. 

Rejoicing  he  shall  come — 
A  better  light  than  Bethlehem's  star 

Guides  every  wanderer  home. 


FRIENDS  I  LOVE. 

Friends  I  love  may  die  or  leave  me, 

Friends  I  trust  may  treacherous  prove ; 
But  Thou  never  wilt  deceive  me, 

O  my  Saviour !  in  Thy  love. 
Change  can  ne'er  this  union  sever, 

Death  its  links  may  never  part ; 
Yesterday,  to-day,  for  ever. 

Thou  the  same  Redeemer  art ! 

On  the  cross,  love  made  Thee  bearer 

Of  transgressions  not  Thine  own ; 
And  that  love  still  makes  Thee  sharer 

In  our  sorrows  on  the  throne. 
From  Thy  glory  Thou  art  bending 

Still  on  earth  a  pitying  eye ; 
And,  'mid  angels'  songs  ascending, 

Hearest  every  mourner's  cry. 

In  the  dajrs  of  worldly  gladness, 

Cold  and  proud  our  hearts  may  be ; 
But  to  whom,  in  fear  and  sadness, 

Can  we  go  but  unto  Thee? 
From  that  depth  of  gloom  and  sorrow, 

Where  Thy  love  to  man  was  shown, 
Every  bleeding  heart  may  borrow 

Hope  and  strength  to  bear  its  own. 

Though  the  cup  I  drink  be  bitter, 
Yet  since  Thou  hast  made  it  mine, 

This,  Thy  love,  will  make  it  sweeter 
Than  the  world's  best  mingled  wine. 
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Darker  days  may  yet  betide  me, 
Sharper  sorrows  I  may  prove; 

But  the  worst  will  ne'er  divide  me, 
O  my  Saviour !  fromThy  love. 


CHASTENING. 

0  Thou  whose  sacred  feet  have  trod 
The  thorny  path  of  woe. 

Forbid  that  I  should  slight  the  rod. 
Or  faint  beneath  the  blow. 

My  spirit  to  its  chastening  stroke 

I  meekly  would  resign, 
Nor  murmur  at  the  heaviest  yoke 

That  tells  me  I  am  Thine. 

Give  me  the  spirit  of  Thy  trust. 

To  suffer  as  a  son, — 
To  say,  though  lying  in  the  dust. 

My  Father's  will  be  done  I 

1  know  that  trial  works  for  ends 
Too  high  for  sense  to  trace, — 

That  oft  in  dark  attire  He  sends 
Some  embassy  of  grace. 

May  none  depart  till  I  have  gain'd 
The  blessing  which  it  bears. 

And  learn,  though  late,  I  entertain'd 
An  angel  imawares. 

So  shall  I  bless  the  hour  that  sent 

The  mercy  of  the  rod. 
And  build  an  altar  by  the  tent 

Where  I  have  met  with  God. 


ROBERT  BURNS.  Ill 


ROBERT  BURNS. 

ROBERT  BUltNS.  the  OKMt  ctkbmxd  of  Ijrric  poets,  wu  bora  mt  AUoway,  near  Ayr,  on  the 

asith  Jamamrjt  t7S9>    With  m  limtted  educatioo  at  school,  he  was  Mnt  aarly  to  the  plough. 

Cbe  iatcnralt  of  Idnrc,  he  composed  venes ;  ia  1766,  he  priated  a  voluaie  of  poems  by 

wtthanewtohuprocuriag'theBkeaasof  cmigr^ciBg  to  the  West  ladies.    The 

of  tUa  adreatare  led  hfaa  to  change  his  rcMiltttiao  of  abaadoaing  hb  aative  country. 

Be  saddcaly  foaad  hhasdf  fiuaovs ;  he  was  invited  to  EdinbunKh,  and  there  hailed  as  a  pro- 

Thcsamof  iCSoovasreslisedfironaaaealafigededitiooof  his  poeaiSb    He  made  a  tour 

r^wB  flKire  iaftciestiac  localities  of  Scodaad,  and  was  evetywhere  received  with  honours  and 

^oapitaBtiea.  .  He  becaaie  a  t«a«it4hmer  in  Domfriesshire,  aad  accepted  aa  appointment  in 

Ike  F-"''*'*     He  latterly  settled  as  aa  Excise  oficer  at  Dumfries.    His  death  took  place  at 

die  aitt  July,  1796,  ia  his  aIKh  year.    The  »oag»  of  Robert  Buras  are  the  best 

1isT«  beea  writtca.    Though  ocrarionally  overtakea  ia  the  convivial  excesses  of  his  age, 

bnboed  with  pious  sentimeats,  and  with  an  earnest  love  of  Holy  Scripture.     "  The 

Satufday  Night,"  aad  ochera  of  his  poena,  breathe  the  spirit  of  devotion.    The  editor 

of  t*»**  work  was  iafixmed  by  Mrs.  Begg,  the  poet's  sister,  of  his  conducting  worship  In  the 

Iwniirfinlrf  at  a  period  whea  it  was  not  commoa  among  persons  of  his  condition,  and  that  he 

,  caxtfai  ia  iastmctiBg  the  youiq^er  members  of  his  fiuher's  family  in  the  Church  Catechism. 


THE  FIRST  PSALM. 


The  man,  in  life  wherever  placed. 

Hath  happiness  in  store, 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way, 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore ; 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  pride 
Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad. 

But  with  humility  and  awe 
Still  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  trees 
Which  by  the  streamlets  grow ; 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high. 
And  firm  the  root  below. 

But  he  whose  blossom  buds  in  guilt. 
Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast ; 

And,  like  the  rootless  stubble,  tost 
Before  the  sweeping  blast 

For  why?  that  God  the  good  adore 
Hath  given  them  peace  and  rest. 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  men 
Shall  ne*er  be  truly  blest. 
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THE  NINETIETH  PSALM. 


O  Thou  the  first,  the  greatest  Friend 

Of  all  the  human  race ! 
Whose  strong  right  hand  has  ever  been 

Their  stay  and  dwelling-place. 

Before  the  mountains  heaved  their  heads 

Beneath  Thy  forming  hand ; 
Before  this  ponderous  globe  itself 

Arose  at  Thy  command  ; 

That  Power  which  raised  and  still  upholds 

This  universal  frame. 
From  countless,  unburnning  time, 

Was  ever  still  the  same. 

Those  mighty  periods  of  years, 

Which  seem  to  us  so  vast. 
Appear  no  more  before  Thy  sight 

Than  yesterday  that's  past 

Thou  giVst  Thy  word,  Thy  creature  man 

Is  to  existence  brought ; 
Again  Thou  say*st,  **  Ye  sons  of  men 

Return  ye  into  nought." 

Thou  layest  them,  with  all  their  cares, 

In  everlasting  sleep ; 
As  with  a  flood.  Thou  tak'st  them  off 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 

They  flourish  like  the  morning  flower. 

In  beauty's  pride  arra/d ; 
But  long  ere  night  cut  down  it  lies, 

AH  wither'd  and  decay*d. 
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JOHN  BURTON,  SEN. 


Miinil cf tMi «Htfcor b wikaam*,   HefMbfidwdfaiilboavoriEeBtitlcd  "The 
The  faOowiag  Iqma  from  Us  pea  b  vakfcnaUf  < 

Holy  Bible,  book  Divine, 
Precknis  treasure,  thou  art  mine; 
Mine  to  tell  me  whence  I  came^ 
Mine  to  teach  me  what  I  am. 

Mine  to  chide  me  when  I  rove, 
Mine  to  show  a  Saviour's  love ; 
Mine  art  thoa  to  guide  my  feet, 
Mine  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit 

Mine  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless; 
Mine  to  show  by  living  feith 
Man  can  triumph  over  death. 

Mine  to  tell  of  joys  to  come, 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom ; 
Holy  Bible,  book  Divine, 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine. 


JOHN   BURTON,  JUN. 


JOHN  BCKTON,  anthor  of  "  Hymns  for  Little  Children."  and  to  whose  name  we  have  affixed 

}taaor.  to  distinpiish  him  from  the  preceding  hymn-writer,  was  bom  at  Stratford,  Essex,  on 

the  3jrd  Jtdy,  1803.    He  composed  verses  in  boyhood.    In  December,  iftn.  he  appenre<l  as  the 

I  writer  of  some  reliKions  poetry  in  TM*  Evartji^eiicai  Magazine.    Under  the  auspices  of  the 

I  Rdi|sio>as  Tract  Society,  he  has  published  "  Scripture  Characters  in  Verse."  "  One  Hun<ired 

\  Orifpaal  Hymns  for  the  Young,"  "Hymns  for  Little  Children,"  and  several  small  boi^ks  and 

tracts,    fta  a  period  of  forty  years  he  has  been  a  contributor  to  religious  periodicals.     His 

princtpal  wtwk,  on  which  he  spent  not  less  than  two  thousand  hoars,'  these  chiedy  liefore 

dawB,  i»  entitled  "Christian  Devotedness."   This  volume  is  an  attempt  to  show  from  the  Scrip- 

what  the  life  of  a  Christian  ought  to  be,  and  what  by  the  grace  of  God  it  might  be.    For 

of  forty  yean  Mr.  Burton  has  been  engaged  on  a  new  metrical  version  of  the  Dock 

of  Pialms,  which  is  now  ready  for  publication.     Mr.  Burton  has  avoided  publicity  a.s  an 

aatbor ;  his  various  works  bou*  only  his  initials,  with  the  affix  "  Essex."  He  resides  at  Stratfurd, 


OUR  FATHER. 


Oh,  what  praises  shall  we  render 
To  the  Lord  who  reigns  above. 

For  His  mercies,  constant,  tender. 
For  His  condescending  love  ? 
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Though  we  often  have  offended, 
And  transgressed  His  holy  will, 

Still  has  He  our  souls  befriended ; 
We  may  call  Him  Father  still. 

Heavenly  Father !  Thou  hast  taught  us 

Thus  to  seek  Thee  in  our  youth ; 
Hitherto  Thy  grace  hath  brought  us, — 

Lead  us  onward  in  Thy  truth. 
We  are  weak,  do  Thou  uphold  us, 

And  from  every  snare  defend ; 
Let  Thy  mighty  arms  enfold  us, 

Save  us,  keep  us,  to  the  end. 

Oh,  our  Father,  great  and  glorious ! 

Draw  our  youthfrd  hearts  to  Thee  ; 
Let  Thy  grace  be  there  victorious, 

Let  Thy  love  our  portion  be. 
May  we  know  Thy  great  salvation. 

Serve  and  love  Thee  all  our  days ; 
Then  in  heaven,  thy  habitation. 

Join  to  sing  Thine  endless  praise. 


FOR  ORPHANS. 

Come  let  us  sing  our  Maker's  praise. 
Whose  goodness  cheers  our  youthful  days ; 
His  name  we  ever  ought  to  bless, 
The  Father  of  the  fiatherless. 

Poor,  helpless  orphans  we  were  found, 
Left  in  a  world  where  snares  abound ; 
But  He  became,  in  our  distress, 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 

For  when  our  earthly  parents  died. 
The  Lord  Himself  their  place  supplied ; 
Yes,  he  has  been,  we  must  confess. 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 
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And,  oh !  what  Uariiigs  frcmi  above 
Prove  His  kind  care  and  tender  love: 
What  thanks  to  Hfan  should  we  express, 
The  Father  of  the  fiuherless. 

Let  OS  rejoice !  above  the  skies, 
We  have  a  Friend  who  never  dies ; 
To  Him  we  may  our  prayer  address. 
The  Father  of  the  fiuherless. 

Oar  Father !  let  Thy  heavenly  grace 
On  all  oar  souls  Thine  image  trace; 
Then  shall  we  never  cease  to  bless 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 
(Coniributfd.) 

Jesus,  our  Lord,  to  Thee  we  raise 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praLse, — 

To  Thee,  our  Saviour  King. 
Spirit  Divine,  Thy  grace  impart, 
Wake  every  power,  warm  every  heart. 

Redeeming  love  to  sing. 

Redeeming  love ! — what  theme  but  this 
Inspires  with  ecstasy  of  bliss 

The  harps  before  the  throne. 
Where  angels  lead  th*  enraptured  son^ 
And  ransom'd  souls  the  strain  prolong. 
With  joys  on  earth  unknown. 

And  didst  Thou,  Lord,  ere  time  began, 
Engage  to  rescue  fidlen  man 

From  guilt  and  misery  ? 
And  didst  Thou  lay  Thy  glory  by. 
Suffer,  and  agonize,  and  die. 

That  we  might  live  throu^  Thee? 

I  2 
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And  didst  Thou  rise,  and  dost  Thoa  reign. 
And  human  nature  still  retain, 

Pleading  for  us  above  ? 
And  dost  Thou  give  us  hope  that  we 
Shall  soon  Thy  face  in  glory  see, 

And  know  Thy  perfect  love  ? 

Worthy  art  Thou,  O  Christ,  our  I/wd, 
To  be  by  all  mankind  ador'd. 

And  by  the  hosts  of  heaven. 
Jesus,  all  power  and  praise  be  Thine^ 
And  glory  ceaseless  and  Divine, 

To  Thy  great  name  be  given ! 


JOHN  BYROM. 


John  Bvrom  was  born  at  Manchester,  In  1691.  His  father  was  a  linen<draptf,  bat  his  paternal 
ancestors  were  connected  with  an  old  family  in  Lancashire.  He  entered  Trinity  College. 
Cambridge,  on  the  6th  July.  1708 ;  he  became  a  Fellow  of  the  coUeife  In  17x4.  In  xyx6^  he 
took  M.A.,  and  proceeded  to  Montpelier,  where  be  studied  medidne.  Abaudaaing  his 
medical  studies,  he  settled  in  London,  and  obtained  a  Urdlhood  by  teaching  a  system  of 
shorthand,  which  he  had  projected.  In  1734,  he  was  elected  a  member  of  the  Royal  Society. 
About  the  same  period,  he  succeeded  to  the  family  estate,  on  the  death  of  his  elder  brother. 
His  death  took  place  on  the  aSth  September,  1763,  in  his  Tand  year.  Byrom  was  possessed 
of  a  Joyotis  temperament,  chastened  by  religious  impressions.  He  wrote  verses  only  for 
recreation,  and  did  not  seek  publicity  as  an  author.  The  first  edition  of  his  poems  appeared 
posthumously  in  1773.  in  two  volumes.  In  1814,  a  more  complete  edition,  in  two  votomes*  was 
published  by  the  late  James  Nichols,  then  of  Leeds. 


A  HYMN  FOR  CHRISTMAS. 

Christians,  awake  !  salute  the  happy  mom 
Whereon  the  Saviour  of  the  world  was  bom  ; 
Rise,  to  adore  the  mystery  of  love, 
Which  hosts  of  angels  chanted  from  above : 

With  them  the  joyful  tidings  first  begun 
Of  God. Incarnate,  and  the  Virgin's  Son  : 
Then  to  the  watchful  shepherds  it  was  told. 
Who  heard  the  angelic  herald's  voice—"  Behold ! 
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**  I  bring  good  tidings  of  a  Saviour's  birth 
To  you  and  all  the  nations  upon  earth ; 
This  day  hath  God  fulfilled  His  promis'd  word ; 
This  day  i9  bom  a  Saviour,  Christ  the  Lord ; 

"  In  David's  dty,  shepherds,  ye  shall  find 
The  long-foretold  Redeemer  of  mankind. 
Wrapt  up  in  swaddling  clothes,  the  Babe  Divine 
Lies  in  a  manger ;  this  shall  be  your  sign." 

He  spake,  and  straightway  the  celestial  choir. 
In  hymns  of  joy,  unknown  before,  conspire  : 
The  praises  of  redeeming  love  they  sung. 
And  heaven's  whole  orb  with  hallelujahs  rung. 


*'  God's  highest  glory  "  was  their  anthem  still ; 
**  "Peace  upon  earth,  and  mutual  goodwilL" 
To  Bethlehem  straight  the  enlightened  shepherds  ran, 
To  see  the  wonder  God  had  wrought  for  man ; 

And  found,  with  Joseph  and  the  blessM  maid. 
Her  Son,  the  Saviour,  in  a  manger  laid. 
Amazed,  the  wondrous  story  they  proclaim ; 
The  first  apostles  of  His  infant  fame ; 

While  Mary  keeps  and  ponders  in  her  heart 
The  heav*nly  vision  which  the  swains  impart. 
They  to  their  flocks,  still  praising  God,  return. 
And  their  glad  hearts  within  their  bosoms  bum. 

Let  us,  like  these  good  shepherds,  then,  employ. 
Our  grateful  voices  to  proclaim  the  joy ; 
Like  Mary,  let  us  ponder  in  our  mind 
God's  wondrous  love  in  saving  lost  mankind ; 

Artless  and  watchful,  as  these  favoured  swains, 
While  virgin  meekness  in  the  heart  remains, 
Trace  we  the  Babe,  who  has  retrieved  our  loss. 
From  His  poor  manger  to  His  bitter  cross ; 

Treading  His  steps,  assisted  by  His  grace. 
Till  man's  first  heav'nly  state  again  takes  place. 
Then  may  we  hope,  th'  angelic  thrones  among^ 
To  sing,  redeem'd,  a  glad  triomphal  song : 
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He  that  was  bom  upon  this  joyful  day. 
Around  us  all  His  glory  shall  display; 
Sav'd  by  His  love,  incessant  we  shall  sing. 
Of  angels,  and  of  angel-men,  the  King. 


LORD   BYRON. 

GBORGB  Gordon,  lord  Byron,  one  of  the  most  niustrloos  of  British  poets,  was  born  in 
HoUes  Street,  London,  on  the  23nd  January,  X788.  His  early  years  were  spent  at  Aberdeen, 
under  the  care  of  his  mother.  He  afterwards  studUed  at  Harrow,  and  in  i8os  entered  Trinity 
CoUefi^  Camliridge.  His  "  Hours  of  Idleness."  a  volume  of  Juvenile  poems,  appeared  in  1807. 
The  "English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers,"  a  satirical  poem,  wUch  he  pubUshcd  in 
reply  to  a  sarcastic  critique  on  his  Juvenile  volume  in  The  Etlinkurgh  Xeviem,  surprised  the 
worid,  and  established  his  fome  as  a  p-eat  poet.  The  first  two  cantos  of  his  "CMIde  Harold** 
appeared  in  xSxa.  Other  poems  succeeded,  which  severally  sustained  his  poetic  reputatloo. 
He  married  in  181a,  but  the  union  proved  a  singulariy  unhappy  one.  Byron  proceeded 
abroad,  irritated  by  social  misfortune,  and  stung  by  public  rumours.  He  redded  in  Italy  and 
at  Geneva,  and  subsequently  proceeded  to  Greece.  After  a  short  illness,  he  died  at  Misso- 
longhi,  in  Greece,  on  the  X9th  April,  1834.    The  f(^owing  are  two  of  his  "  Hebrew  Melodies.'* 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHERIB. 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on  the  fold. 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  gold ; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars  on  the  sea. 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Galilee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest,  when  summer  is  green. 
That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were  seen  ; 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest,  when  autumn  hath  blown. 
That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  witherM  and  strown  ! 

For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  his  wings  on  the  blast. 
And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  passM  ; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wax'd  deadly  and  chill. 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heav'd,  and  for  ever  grew  still ! 

And  there  lay  the  steed,  with  his  nostril  all  wide. 
But  through  it  there  rolled  not  the' breath  of  his  pride ; 
And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on  the  turf. 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock -beating  surf. 
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And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pole. 
With  the  dew  on  his  brow,  and  the  rust  on  his  mail ; 
And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  bannen  alone. 
The  lances  unlifted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  widows  of  Asshnr  are  loud  in  their  wail. 
And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 
And  the  might  of  the  Gentile,  unsmote  by  the  sword. 
Hath  melted  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the  Lord. 

OH  !  WEEP  FOR  THOSE  THAT  WEPT  BY  BABEL'S 

STREAM. 

Oh  !  weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babel's  stream, 
Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a  dream  ; 
Weep  for  the  harp  of  Judah*s  broken  shell ; 
Mourn — ^where  their  God  hath  dwelt,  the  godless  dwell ! 

And  where  shall  Israel  lave  her  bleeding  feet  ? 
**      And  when  shall  Zion*s  songs  again  seem  sweet  ? 
And  Judah*s  melody  once  more  rejoice 
The  hearts  that  leaped  before  its  heavenly  voice  ? 

Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary  breast. 
How  shall  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest ! 
The  wild  dove  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  cave, 
Mankind  their  country — Israel  but  the  grave  1 


ADA  CAMBRIDGE. 

The  author  of  two  Tolmnes  of  sacred  lyrics,  Mbs  ADA  CAMBRIDGE,  was  born  in  1844.  Her 
works  are  entitled,  "Hymns  on  the  Litany,"  and  "Hymns  on  the  Holy  Communion."  The 
htter  Tolume  is  pre&ted  with  a  suitable  preface  by  the  Rev.  Robert  H.  Baynes.  Miss  Cam- 
brid|;e  is  now  engaged  on  a  volume  of  sacred  poetry,  which  will  more  than  fulfil  the  cxpecta- 
tkas  of  her  admirers.  The  two  Mlowinn  hjrmns  by  Miss  Cambridge  are  transcribed,  the 
fanner  from  the  "  Hymns  on  the  Holy  Communion,"  the  latter  from  the  Rev.  R.  S.  Daynes> 
"Es^ilish  Lyrics,"  with  the  kind  permission  of  Messrs.  Houlston  and  Wright,  the  publiiJiers. 


ON  THE  ALTAR  STEP. 

Jesu,  great  Redeemer, 
Source  of  life  Divine, 

In  our  souk  for  ever 
Grant  the  life  to  shine ! 
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Light  of  peace  eternal. 
Prince  of  peace,  restore ! 

Light  of  life  immortal. 
Shine  for  evermore. 

Bread  for  sinners  broken — 

Bread  of  life  indeed  ; 
I  Manna  for  the  hungry. 

In  their  sorest  need  : 
Pledge  of  our  salvation. 

How  we  thirst  for  Thee ! 
Cup  of  heavenly  blessing. 

Wine  of  charity ! 

Thou,  O  holy  Saviour, 

Come  and  enter  in ; 
Cleanse  away  the  impress 

Of  our  dreadful  sin  ! 
Make  us  pure,  we  pray  Thee, 

Thou  who  art  so  pure ! 
And  O  let  Thy  likeness 

In  our  heart  endure^ 

Spirit,  Holy  Spirit, 

Aid  us  with  Thy  love ! 
Give  Thy  gentle  presence. 

Ever  blessM  Dove  I 
Father,  O  receive  us 

Now  for  Jesus'  sake. 
And  our  feeble  worship 

Condescend  to  take. 


"IN  ALL  TIME  OF  OUR  TRIBULATION,  GOOD  LORD, 

DELIVER  US." 

Saviour,  by  Thy  sweet  compassion. 

So  unmeasured,  so  Divine, 
By  that  bitter,  bitter  passion ; 

By  that  crimson  cross  of  Thine ; 
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Bj  tbe  woes  Thj  love  once  tasted 

In  this  sin-mtrr'd  world  bdow, 
Sncconr  those  in  tribulation, 

Sncoonr  those  in  sorrow  now. 

Thou  who  wast  so  sorely  txirden'd. 

Help  the  weak  that  are  oppress'd ; 
Sanctify  all  earthly  crosses 

For  the  coming  day  of  rest ; 
Give  the  meek  a  tm^iiil  spirit 

That  will  always  lean  on  Thee, 
And  in  storms  of  deep  afliiction 

Still  Thy  grsdotts  Presence  see. 

Lord,  Thoa  hast  a  holy  purpose 

In  each  sufiering  we  bear, 
In  each  throe  of  pain  and  terror, 

In  each  secret,  silent  tear ; 
In  the  weary  days  of  sickness. 

Famine,  want,  and  loneliness. 
In  our  night-time  of  bereavement. 

In  our  soul's  Lent-bitterness. 

All  the  needful  sweet  correction 

Of  this  gentle  Hand  of  Thine, 
All  Thy  wise  and  careful  nurture. 

All  Thy  fiiultless  discipline ; 
All  to  purge  the  precious  metal. 

Till  it  will  reflect  Thy  face, 
All  to  shape  and  polish  jewels 

Thine  own  diadem  to  grace. 


Lord,  we  know  that  we  must  ever 

Take  our  cross  and  follow  Thee 
All  along  the  narrow  pathway. 

If  we  would  Thy  glory  see ; 
Then,  O  help  us  each  to  bear  it. 

By  Thine  own  hard  life  of  shame. 
Let  us  suffer  well  and  meekly. 

Let  us  glorify  Thy  name. 


122  LYRA   BRITANNICA. 

Cheer  the  weak  ones,  who  are  bending 

'Neath  this  weary  burden  now  ; 
Lift  the  pallid  faces  upward, 

Smooth  the  careworn,  furrow'd  brow, 
Send  a  bright  and  hopeful  message 

To  each  tried  and  tempted  heart, 
That  the  thick  and  gloomy  shadows 

At  that  sunshine  may  depart. 

Tell  them  Thou  canst  see  all  sorrow 

In  this  world's  rough  wilderness  ; 
Tell  them  Thou  art  near  to  succour, 

Near  to  comfort  and  to  bless  : 
Tell  them  of  Thy  cross  and  passion. 

Tell  them  of  Thy  trials  sore. 
Tell  them  of  the  angel-city, 

Where  is  joy  for  evermore. 


WILLIAM   CAMERON. 

THE  R^V.  Wtu.iAM  CAMERON  was  born  in  1751.  Having  studied  at  Marlschal  CoDqFe. 
Aberdeen,  and  obtained  licence,  he  was,  in  1785.  ordained  minister  of  Kirknewton,  in  Mid< 
Lothian.  Associated  with  the  Rer.  John  Logan  and  others  in  preparing  the  Church  Para- 
phrases, he  is  understood  to  have  composed  the  14th,  t7th,  and  66th,  and  to  have  revised 
some  others  in  the  series.  The  following  hymn.  No.  66  of  the  "  Paraphrases."  may  be 
described  as  Cameron's  composition,  though  it  is  foimded  on  Dr.  Watts's  hymn.  No.  41. 
book  X.  Cameron  died  on  the  17th  November,  18x1.  He  published  "  A  Collection  of  Poems.** 
X790,  lano.  He  is  the  reputed  author  of  "  Poetical  Dialogues  on  ReUgion ;"  Edinbttrs;ii, 
1788.    In  18x3,  a  posthumous  volume  of  his  poems  was  published  by  subscription. 


THE   REDEEMED  IN   GLORY. 

How  bright  these  glorious  spirits  shine ! 

Whence  all  their  white  array  ? 
How  came  they  to  the  blissful  seats 

Of  everlasting  day  ? 

Lo  I  these  are  they  from  sufferings  great, 
Who  came  to  realms  of  light. 

And  in  the  blood  of  Christ  have  washed  . 
Those  robes  which  shine  so  bright. 
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Now  with  triumphal  pafans  they  stind 

Before  the  throne  on  high. 
And  serve  the  God  they  lore,  amidst 

The  glories  of  the  sky. 

His  presence  fills  eadi  heart  with  joy, 

Tunes  eVry  month  to  sing: 
By  day,  by  nij^t,  the  sacred  oomts 

With  glad  hodMnnas  ring. 

Hunger  and  thirst  are  felt  no  more, 

Nor  suns  with  scorching  ray ; 
God  is  their  Sun,  whose  cheering  beams 

Difluse  eternal  day. 

The  Lamb  which  dwells  amidst  the  throne 

Shall  o*er  them  still  preside. 
Feed  them  with  nourishment  divine, 

And  all  their  footsteps  guide. 

'Mong  pastures  green,  Hc*ll  lead  His  flock. 

Where  living  streams  appear; 
And  God  the  Lord  firom  ev*ry  eye 

Shall  wipe  off  cv*ry  tear. 


THOMAS   CAMPBELL. 

Onn  at  the  most  ronu-kable  of  British  poets,  THOMAS  Campbell,  was  born  at  Glasgow,  on 
the  9jih  July.  i777>  ud  was  educated  at  the  UniTcnitjr  of  that  dty.  He  wrote  verbcs  from 
boyhood,  and  produced,  in  his  twenty-second  jrear,  his  immortal  poem,  "  The  Pleasures  of 
Hope."  After  some  years'  residence  in  Edinburgh,  he  proceeded  to  London  in  1803.  A  civil- 
fist  peavion  of  £aoo  was  conferred  on  him  during  the  premiership  of  Charles  Fox ;  but  this 
aaottity  was  largely  supplemented  by  sums  which  he  continued  to  receive  from  the  sale  i>f  his 
works,  and  as  a  contributor  to  the  leading  periodicals.  In  iBa$  he  aided  Lord  Brougham  is 
ectabttsbing  the  London  University.  He  was  in  the  following  year  elected  Lord  Kector  of 
the  University  of  Glasgow — an  honour  repeated  on  two  subsequent  occasions.  He  died  at 
Bookigise.  on  the  13th  July.  1844,  in  his  sixty-seventh  year.  His  renudns  are  interred  in  Wcst- 
r  Abbey. 

THE  NATIVITY. 

When  Jordan  hush'd  his  waters  still. 
And  silence  slept  on  Zion  hill ; 
When  Salem's  shepherds  through  the  night 
Watch'd  o'er  their  flocks  by  starry  light : 
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Hark !  fix>m  the  midnight  hills  around, 
A  voice,  of  more  than  mortal  sound. 
In  distant  hallelujahs  stole, 
Wild  murmuring  o*er  the  raptured  sonL 

Then  swift  to  every  startled  ejre, 
New  streams  of  glory  gild  the  sky; 
Heaven  bursts  her  azure  gates,  to  pour 
Her  spirits  to  the  midnight  hour. 

On  wheels  of  light,  on  wings  of  flame. 
The  glorious  hosts  to  Zion  came ; 
High  heaven  with  songs  of  triumph  rung, 
While  thus  they  smote  their  harps  and  sung : 

O  Zion !  lift  Thy  raptured  eye. 
The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh ; 
The  joys  of  nature  rise  again,    • 
The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign  I 

See  Mercy,  from  her  golden  urn. 
Pours  a  rich  stream  to  them  that  mourn ; 
Behold,  she  binds  with  tender  care^ 
The  bleeding  bosom  of  despair. 

He  comes  to  cheer  the  trembling  heart, 
Bids  Satan  and  his  host  depart ; 
Again  the  day-star  gilds  the  gloom. 
Again  the  bowers  of  Eden  bloom ! 

O  Zion !  lift  thy  raptured  eye. 
The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh ; 
The  joys  of  nature  rise  again. 
The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign ! 
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JOSEPH   DACRE  CARLYLE. 

OrieiCiIachalv.JOSBPRDiU:ftBOuiLyUi,«wtMMifaiT79i.  H«  acconipaiiied 
Ewl  of  Elcia  in  Irft  tntcta^  aad  oosMqaoat  M  kto  odtlKily  M  as  <Mi«il^iat,  «u  api^^ 
hertofetMnUpofAfalifclBtheUnimityofCaaibrklge.  He  aUo  bdd  th«  coclcsiastkal 
of  Vkxr  of  N€iiiM>l»Bpo»-Tyne,  Chacekrof  ChWc,  and  ChapUn  to  the 
Bblwpaf  DnriuHB.  His  deatk  took  place  hi  1104.  A  poattoBKMa  votaoM  fron  his  pen, 
mmcMed  chklj  by  Sccacs  is  Asia  Miaor,'*  appearad  is  tSos  under  the 
of  bis  riatcr,  Sonaaa  Maria  Cariyla.    Fhaa  tbii  vorfc  the  two  fcBowfa«  hymos 


ON  THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 

Father  of  heaven !  whose  gracious  hand 
Dispenses  good  in  boundless  store. 

May  every  breath  Thy  praise  expand. 
And  every  heart  Thy  name  adore  I 

Great  Lord !  may  all  our  ¥raken*d  powers 
To  spread  Thy  sway  exulting  join. 

Till  we  shall  dare  to  think  Thee  ours, 
And  Thou  shalt  deign  to  make  us  Thine. 

Whate'er  Thy  will,  may  we  display. 
Hearts  that  submit  without  a  sigh ; 

Whate'er  Thy  law,  may  we  obey. 
Like  raptured  saints,  and  feel  its  joy. 

Vouchsafe  us  what  our  wants  require 
This  fleeting  life  in  peace  to  spend, 

But  bid  our  wishes,  Lord,  aspire 
To  grasp  the  life  that  cannot  end. 

Our  countless  crimes  with  mercy  view, 
For  Jesus*  sake  their  guilt  remove. 

And  teach  us,  Lord,  to  pardon  too, 
That  Thou  may*st  see  a  world  of  love. 

Protect  us  when  temptation's  near, 
Keep  us  from  pride  and  passion  free ; 

Shield  us  from  sin  and  sorrow  here, 
And  bring  us.  Lord,  at  length  to  Thee. 
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HEARTFELT  WORSHIP . 

Lord,  when  we  bend  before  Thy  throne, 

And  our  confessions  pour, 
Teach  us  to  feel  the  sins  we  own, 

And  hate  what  we  deplore. 

Our  broken  spirits,  pitying,  see. 

And  penitence  impart ; 
Then  let  a  kindling  glance  from  Thee 

Beam  hope  upon  the  heart. 

When  our  responsive  tongues  essay 
Their  gratdul  hymns  to  raise ; 

Grant  that  our  souls  may  join  the  lay. 
And  mount  to  Thee  in  praise. 

TTien,  on  Thy  glories,  while  we  dwell, 

Thy  mercies  we'll  review. 
Till  Love  divine  transported  tell 

Our  God  *s  our  Father  too. 

When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer, 

May  we  our  wills  resign ; 
And  not  a  thought  our  bosom  share 

Which  is  not  wholly  Thine. 

Let  faith  each  meek  petition  fill. 

And  waft  it  to  the  skies ; 
And  teach  our  hearts  'tis  goodness  still 

That  grants  it  or  denies. 
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JOHN  CAWOOD. 
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AN  INFANTS  PRAYER. 

A  CHILD  of  sin  and  wrath  I'm  born. 
Through  Adam's  fall  and  Satan's  art ; 

Cormpt  and  wretched  and  forlorn. 
And  no  good  thing  within  my  heart. 

O  God,  in  Jesns  reconciled, 
Soon  to  my  soul  Thy  grace  impart. 

And,  pitying  a  little  child. 
Plant  some  good  thing  within  my  heart. 

Speak,  Jesns,  in  Thine  accents  mild  ; 

Command  the  ifonty  to  depart ; 
And  put  within  a  praying  child 

A  broken,  soft,  and  contrite  heart 

As  through  the  path  of  life  I  stray, 
Let  Thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart. 

But  guide  and  cherish  all  the  way, 
That  "  better  thing  within  my  heart." 

When  life  and  all  its  woes  are  past. 
And  death  shall  soul  and  body  part. 

Then  mayest  Thou,  as  I  breathe  my  last. 
See  some  good  thing  within  my  heart. 


« 


128  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

When  standing  near  the  Great  White  Throne, 
I  see  Thee,  Saviour,  as  Thou  art, 

Then  may'st  Thou  claim  me  for  Thine  own, 
And  see  Thine  image  in  my  heart. 


THE  SAVIOUR'S  HUMILITY. 

The  Son  of  God,  in  worlds  on  high. 

Eternal  praise  received ; 
The  Son  of  God,  when  come  to  die. 

Was  scom'd,  cast  out,  and  grieved. 

On  the  cold  ground,  exposed  and  bare, 

Our  blest  Redeemer  lies  ; 
His  prayers  disturb  the  midnight  air. 

And  pierce  the  midnight  skies. 

The  wild  beast  has  his  secret  lair, 

The  wild  bird  has  her  nest. 
But  our  Redeemer  had  not  where 

His  weary  head  to  rest 

That  head  erewhile  so  lowly  laid. 
Once  pierced  and  crown*d  with  thorns  ; 

That  sacred  head,  once  bow'd  and  dead, 
Heaven's  brightest  crown  adorns. 

Ah,  see  Him  on  heaven's  highest  throne ; 

Ah,  list  the  kind  and  true  ; 
"  Ye  Christians,  love  these  little  ones. 

As  I  have  lovM  you." 


HYMN  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

Blessed  Father  !  great  Creator  I 
Humbly  at  Thy  feet  we  bend  ; 

To  Thy  throne  for  all  Thy  favours, 
Youthful  praises  now  we  send. 

Blessed  Father  I 
To  our  youthful  songs  attend. 
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Blessed  Jesos !  Grest  Redeemer  ! 

Sadlj  by  Thy  cross  we  stand  ; 
On  Thy  cross  Thou  diedst,  to  bring  us 

To  the  joys  of  Thy  right  hand. 
BlessM  Jesus  ! 

Bring  us  to  Thy  heavenly  land. 

BlessM  Spirit  I  Great  Consoler  ! 

Make  our  hearts  Thy  dwelling>place  ; 
Teach  us,  guide  us,  sanctify  us. 

And  console  us  all  our  days. 
Blessed  Spirit  1 

E-ver  cheer  us  with  Thy  grace. 

BlessM  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 

Glorious  Godhead,  Tliree  in  One  ! 
Guide  us  to  the  heaven  of  heavens, 

Through  the  merits  of  the  Son. 
Guide  and  guard  us. 

Till  we  see  Him  on  the  throne. 


FOR  CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

Hark  !  what  mean  those  holy  voices 
Sweetly  warbling  in  the  skies  ? 

Sure  th'  angelic  host  rejoices. 
Loudest  hallelujahs  rise. 
Hallelujah ! 

Listen  to  the  wondrous  story, 

Which  they  chant  in  hymns  of  joy — 

"Glory  in  the  highest,  glory  ; 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high. 
Hallelujah ! 

Peace  on  earth,  good  will  from  heaven. 

Reaching  far  as  man  is  found  ; 
Souls  redeemed  and  sins  forgiven. 

Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound, 
HaUelujah  ! 
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Christ  is  bom ;  the  great  Anointed  1 
Heaven  and  earth  His  glory  sing  ! 

Glad  receive  Whom  God  appointed 
For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 
Hallelujah ! 

Hasten,  mortals,  to  adore  Him  ; 

Learn  His  Name,  and  taste  His  joy. 
Till  in  heaven  you  sing  before  Him, 

Glory  be  to  God  most  high. 
Hallelujah  I » 

Let  us  learn  the  wondrous  story 
Of  our  great  Redeemer's  birth. 

Spread  the  brightness  of  His  glory, 
Till  it  cover  all  the  earth. 
Hallelujah ! 


"  COME  OVER  AND  HELP  US." 

Hark  I  what  mean  those  lamentations, 
Rolling  sadly  through  the  sky  ? 

'Tis  the  cry  of  heathen  nations — 
**  Come  and  help  us,  or  we  die." 

Lost  and  helpless  and  desponding. 
Wrapt  in  error's  night  they  lie ; 

To  their  cries  your  hearts  responding, 
Haste  to  help  them  ere  they  die. 

Hark  !  again  those  lamentations 
Rolling  sadly  through  the  sky. 

Louder  cry  the  heathen  nations — 
**  Come  and  help  us,  or  we  die." 

Hear  the  heathen's  sad  complaining  ; 

Christians,  hear  their  dying  cry  ; 
And  the  love  of  Christ  constraining. 

Join  to  help  them  ere  they  die. 
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HYMN  AFTER  SERMON. 

Almighty  God,  Thy  word  is  cut 

Like  seed  into  the  ground  ; 
Oh  may  it  grow  in  humble  hearts. 

And  righteous  fruits  abound. 

Let  not  the  foe  of  Christ  and  man 

This  holy  seed  remove. 
But  give  it  root  in  praying  souls 

To  bring  forth  fruits  of  love. 

Let  not  the  world's  deceitful  cares 

The  rising  plant  destroy  ; 
But  may  it,  in  converted  minds, 

Produce  the  fruits  of  joy. 

Let  not  Thy  word,  so  kindly  sent 

To  raise  us  to  Thy  throne, 
Return  to  Thee,  and  sadly  tell 

That  we  reject  Thy  Son. 

Great  God,  come  down,  and  on  Thy  word 

Thy  mighty  power  bestow, 
That  all  who  hear  the  joyful  sound 

Thy  saving  grace  may  know. 


MISSIONARY    HYMN. 

Christians,  the  glorious  hope  ye  know. 

Which  soothes  the  heart  in  every  woe. 

While  heathens  helpless,  hopeless,  lie, 

No  ray  of  glory  charms  their  eye. 

O  give  to  their  desiring  sight 

The  hope  that  Jesus  brought  to  light 

Christians,  ye  taste  the  heavenly  grace 
Which  cheers  believers  in  their  race  ; 
Uncheered  by  grace,  through  heathen  gloom, 
Millions  of  souls  haste  to  the  tomb  ; 
To  heathen  lands  that  grace  convey. 
Which  trains  the  soul  for  endless  day. 

K  2 
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Christians,  jre  prize  that  predons  blood, 
Ib  which  the  soul  is  cleansed  for  God  ; 
Millions  of  souls  in  darkness  dwell, 
Undeansed  from  sin,  exposed  to  hell. 
O  strive  that  heathens  soon  may  view 
That  precious  blood  which  cleanseth  you. 


JOHN   CENNICK. 

John  CENNICK  was  born  at  Radiiq^.  Berk!>;hire.  in  the  year  1717.  From  a  youth  spent  in  fri- 
volity, he  was  at  the  a^^  of  fifteen  impressed  with  serious  ccmvictions ;  at  the  end  of  two  years 
he  experienced  peace  in  the  SaTionr.  He  became  acquainted  with  Wesley  and  WUtefidd,  and 
preached  in  the  Methodist  connection.  When  Wedey  and  Whitefidd  separated,  hejotned 
the  latter.  In  174s  he  attached  himself  to  the  Moravians  or  United  Brethren.  Ooiing  his 
original  connection  he  had  ministered  at  Kii^^swood,  BristoL  On  joining  the  Morariaas.  he 
made  a  tour  in  Germany,  in  order  fully  to  acquaint  himself  with  their  doctrines.  He  snbse- 
qu  ntly  ministered  in  Dublin  and  in  tlM  north  of  Ireland.  He  died  while  on  a  visit  to  London, 
on  the  4th  July,  1755.  His  remains  were  interred  in  the  Moravian  Cemetery,  Chelsea.  Cennick 
published  (1741  -44)  "Sacred  Hymns  for  the  Children  of  God,"  and  in  174}— 44,  "Sacred 
Hymns  for  the  use  of  Religious  Societies."  In  1753,  an  enlarged  edition  was  published,  oxi- 
talning  TAt  Jiuigment  Hymn,  respecting  which  sec  article  "  CHARLES  WESLEY."  In  1754, 
he  published  a  volume  of  hymns  for  children,  of  which  no  copy  is  known  to  exist.  In  the 
Moravian  collection  (1789),  several  hymns,  not  in  his  published  works,  were  printed  from  his 
MSS. 

REJOICING  IN  HOPE  OF  HEAVEN. 

Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing  ; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  His  works  and  ways. 

We  are  travelling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

O  ye  banish'd  seed  be  glad, 
Christ  our  advocate  is  made ! 
Us  to  save,  our  flesh  assumes  ; 
Brother  to  our  souls  becomes ! 

Shout,  ye  Httle  flock  and  blest. 
Ye  on  Jesu's  throne  shall  rest ; 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared. 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward. 
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Feir  not,  bictfareB,  joyliil  ttuid 
On  the  bofdcn  of  your  laad; 
Jens  Chriit,  your  Fatfao's  Son, 
Bids  70a  nndlsnuKjr'd  go  on. 

Lofdf  obcdicnily  wc£o^ 
Gladly  letving  all  bdow; 
Only  Thou  our  Leader  be^ 
And  we  stm  win  fcUoir  Thee. 


MELCHISEDEC  A  TYPE  OF  CHRIST. 

Thou  dear  RedeeaMr,  dyii^j;  Landi^ 

I  knre  to  hear  of  Thee; 
No  music  like  Thy  charming  name. 

Is  half  so  sweet  to  me. 

O  let  me  ever  hear  Thy  voice ; 

In  mercy  to  me  speak ; 
And  in  my  Priest  will  I  rejoice, 

My  great  Melchisedec ! 

My  Jesns  shall  be  still  my  theme. 

While  in  this  world  I  sUy ; 
rU  sing  my  Jesu*s  lovely  name. 

When  all  things  else  decay. 

When  I  appear  in  yonder  cloud 
With  all  Thy  favoui'd  throng, 

Then  will  I  sing  more  sweet,  more  loud. 
And  Christ  shall  be  my  song. 


FOLLOWING  CHRIST. 

Jesus,  my  All,  to  heaven  is  gone. 
He  that  I  placed  my  hopes  upon ; 
His  track  I  see,  and  I'll  pursue 
The  narrow  way,  till  Him  I  viVw. 

The  way  the  holy  prophets  went. 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment. 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness 
ril  go,  for  all  the  paths  are  peace. 
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No  stranger  may  proceed  theretiiy 
No  lover  of  the  world,  and  sin  ; 
No  lion,  no  devouring  care. 
No  ravenous  tiger,  shall  be  there  ; 

No ;  nothing  may  go  up  thereon. 
But  travelling  souls,  and  I  am  one  ; 
Wayfaring  men  to  Canaan  bound. 
Shall  only  in  the  way  be  found. 

Nor  fools,  by  carnal  men  esteem'd, 
ShaU  e*er  therein  ;  but  they  redeemed 
In  Jesu's  blood,  shall  show  their  right 
To  travel  there,  till  heaven's  in  sight. 

This  is  the  way  I  long  have  sought. 
And  moum'd,  because  I  found  it  not ; 
My  grief,  my  burden,  long  have  been. 
Because  I  could  not  cease  from  sin. 

The  more  I  strove  against  its  ]pow*r, 
I  sinn*d  and  stumbled  but  the  more; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 
**  Come  hither,  soul,  for  I'm  the  Way. 
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Lo !  glad  I  come,  and  Thou,  dear  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  Thee,  as  I  am ; 
Nothing  but  sin  I  Thee  can  give. 
Yet  help  me,  and  Thy  praise  III  live. 

I'll  tell  to  all  poor  sinners  round. 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found  ; 
1*11  point  to  Thy  redeeming  blood. 
And  say,  Behold  the  way  to  God. 


CHRIST  IS  COME. 

A  GOOD  High-Priest  is  come. 

Supplying  Aaron's  place. 
And  taking  up  his  Room, 
Dispensing  life  and  grace : 
The  law  by  Aaron's  priesthood  came. 
But  grace  and  truth  by  Jesu's  name. 


JOHN  CXMKICK. 

Anephod  Aaron  woi^ 

A  cov'iiiig  to  the  knee. 
Sprinkled  -wUh  bollock'i  gore; 
A  type  demgned  to  be 
Of  )«a'(  robe*  wwh'd  in  Ht*  blood, 
Hy  cov'riiig;  when  I  go  to  God. 

Down  to  the  foot,  nith  John, 

The  milky  dreu  I  ta»: 
Heretiy  w»  plainly  shown 
It  wu  not  of  the  law ; 
That  rcach'd  b«t  to  the  knee,  lot  thii 
DedarM  «  perfect  holines*. 

My  Lord  a  priest  is  made, 

As  sware  the  mighty  God 
To  Israel  and  his  seed, 
Ordain'd  to  olTer  Blood ; 
For  sinners,  who  His  mercy  seek, 
A  priest,  as  was  Melchisedec. 

He  once  temptations  knew. 

Of  ev'ry  sort  and  kind. 

That  He  might  succour  show 

To  ev'ry  tempted  mind; 

In  ev'ry  point  the  Lamb  was  tried 

Like  as,  and  then  for  us  He  died. 

He  dies,  but  live*  again. 

And  by  the  altar  stands, 
There  shows  how  He  was  slain. 
And  op'ning  His  pierc'd  hands. 
He  'bides  a  priest,  and  pleads  our  cause. 
Transgressors  of  His  righteous  kws. 

I  know  I  shall  succeed ; 
I  shall  not  ever  fail ; 
The  Lamb  for  me  w-ill  plead, 
He  can  with  God  prevail. 
He  undertakes  for  me  ;  I  soon 
Shall  hear  Him  say,  ""My  chUd,  'tU  done." 
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"  *Tis  done,"  my  Saviour  soith. 

His  blood  He  now  appties ; 
I  know  the  living  faith. 
The  &ith  that  justifies ; 
I  can  believe  the  Lord,  my  Priest, 
Hath  bought  for  me  eternal  rest. 

I  other  priests  disclaim. 

And  laws  and  ofTerings  too ; 
None  but  the  bleeding  Lamb 
The  mighty  work  can  do ; 
He  shall  have  all  the  praise,  for  He 
Alone  me  loved,  and  died  for  me. 


MRS.  CHARLES. 

Mrs.  Andrew  paton  Charles,  rue  Elizabeth  Rundlb,  was  bom  at  Tavistock. 
Devonshire.  She  is  thu  only  daughter  of  the  late  John  Rfindle,  Esq.,  who  for  Bany  jrears 
repre>>ented  that  borough  in  Parliament.  Her  putilications  *XL  of  wlikli  hare  appeared 
anonymously,  enjoy  a  large  measure  of  popularity.  Her  best  known  works  are  "  The  Voice 
of  Christian  Life  in  Song."  "  Tales  and  Sketches  of  Christian  Life."  "The  Three  WaktiiKs. 
with  Hymns  and  Son(^,"  'tChroniclcs  of  the  Schonberg-Cotta  Famfly,"  "Winifred  Bertram." 
and  the  "  Diary  of  Mrs.  Kitty  Trevelyn."  The  following  hymns  by  Mrs.  Charles  hare  been 
here  printed  under  her  revision. 


THE  AGONY  IN  THE  GARDEN. 

Sin  hardens  :  all  the  heart  with  ice  encrosting. 
And  narrowing  its  current  evenriore ; 

Therefore,  O  Saviour,  loving,  pitying,  trusting, 
Thy  heart  the  ice  of  sin  ne*er  crusted  o*er, — 

Was  tenderer  to  feel  each  pang  that  tried  Thee, 
Than  any  sinful  heart  that  ever  bled, 

The  timid  love  that  followed,  yet  denied  Thee, 
The  selfish  fear  that  kept  afar,  or  fled. 

But  sin  must  ever  weakm  while  it  hardens. 
Enfeebling  to  endure,  or  act,  or  dare. 

Till  nothing,  save  the  balm  of  heavenly  pardons, 
Can  nerve  the  heart  again  to  do  or  bear. 
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Then  must  Thy  heart  be  stronger  hr  to  suffer. 

Than  any  sinful  heart  that  ever  beat ; 
And  iif  Thy  path  than  any  path  be  rougher. 

Yet  hast  Thou  strength  unscathed  its  woes  to  meet 

What  tide  of  anguish.  Mightiest  1  o'er  Thee  rushes. 
Thus  tasking  e'en  Tliy  patience  and  Thy  trust  ? 

What  woe  beyond  all  woe  Thy  spirit  crushes. 
Bowing  Thee,  sinless,  spotless,  to  the  dust  ? 

Martyrs  for  Thee  have  gone  to  meet  their  anguish. 
Singing  glad  psalms  e'en  with  their  dying  breath. 

Not  all  their  tortures  causing  once  to  languish 
The  hope  that  led  them  forth  for  Thee  to  death. 

Thy  Stephen's  face  shone  like  a  happy  angel's. 
Uplifted  'midst  the  stones  towards  Thy  skies, 

Beaming  from  radiant  brows  Thine  own  evangels, 
And  glowing  with  the  welcome  in  Thine  eyes. 

But  Thou,  Lord,  liftest  not  Thy  face  to  heaven  ; 

Thou  bowest  prostrate  on  the  dewy  sod, 
Thy  soul  " exceeding  sorrowful"  with  death-pangs  riven. 

Thy  sweat  of  anguish  as  great  drops  of  blood  ! 

What  storm  is  this  in  which  Thou  all  but  sinkest, 
Whose  arm  has  borne  so  many  through  the  flood  ? 

What  bitter  cup  is  this  from  which  Thou  shrinkest, 
Strength  of  all  martyrs,  patient  Lamb  of  God  ? 

The  sin  of  all  the  world,  whose  throne  Thou  claimest, 
Hadst  made  so  fair,  so  fallen,  loved  and  sought ; 

The  sin  of  all  Thine  own  to  whom  Thou  earnest, 
Thou  camest,  and  Thine  own  received  Thee  not. 

The  sin  of  all  the  saved,  who  dying  bless'd  Thee  ; 

Who  from  the  sting  of  death  hadst  set  them  free  ; 
The  sin  of  all  Thy  martyrs  who  confess'd  Thee, 

And  died,  rejoicing  that  they  went  to  Thee. 

This  is  the  weight  of  agony  unspoken, 

Which  Thee,  oh  Highest !  thus  so  low  hath  laid 

The  curse  of  all  the  law  mankind  had  broken. 
The  sin  of  all  the  world  which  Thou  hast  made. 
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Earth's  serried  woe  and  curse,  in  one  compressing. 
Thou  bearest  all  within  Tliy  single  breast, 

And  changest  thus  our  every  curse  to  blessing, 
Giving  us  life  through  death  ;  in  labour,  rest ! 


"IT  IS  I ;    BE  NOT  AFRAID." 

Toss'd  with  rough  winds,  and  faint  with  fear, 
Above  the  tempest  soft  and  clear. 
What  still  small  accents  greet  mine  ear  ? — 
'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

*Tis  I  who  wash  thy  spirit  white  ; 
*Tis  I  who  gave  thy' blind  eyes  sight; 
'Tis  I,  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Light; 
*Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

These  raging  winds,  this  surging  sea, 
Bear  not  a  breath  of  wrath  to  Thee  ; 
That  storm  has  all  been  spent  on  me : 
'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

This  bitter  cup,  I  drank  it  first ; 
To  thee  it  is  no  draft  accurst ; 
The  hand  that  gives  it  thee  is  pierced. 
*Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

Mine  eyes  are  watching  by  thy  bed, 
My  arms  are  underneath  thy  head  ; 
My  blessing  is  around  thee  shed  ; 

*Tis  I  ;  be  not  afraid. 

When  on  the  other  side,  thy  feet 
Shall  rest, — 'mid  thousand  welcomes  sweet, 
One  well-kno^vn  voice  thy  heart  shall  greet, — 
'Tis  I,  be  not  afraid. 

From  out  the  dazzling  majesty. 
Gently  He  '11  lay  His  hand  on  thee, 
Saying,  "  Beloved,  lovest  thou  me  ? 
*Twas  not  in  vain  I  died  for  thee. 

*Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid." 
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"COME  AND  SEE." 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

Lamb  of  God,  'tis  Thee  we  seek ; 
For  the  wants  which  press  us  now 

Other  aid  is  all  too  weak. 
Canst  Thou  take  our  sins  away  ? 

May  we  find  repose  in  Thee  ? 
And  the  gracious  lips  to-day, 

As  of  old,  say,  "Come  and  see." 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

We  would  leave  the  past  behind  ; 
We  would  scale  the  mountain's  brow. 

Learning  more  Thy  heavenly  mind. 
Still  a  look  is  all  our  lore !  , 

Tlie  transforming  look  to  Thee  ; 
From  the  living  Truth  once  more 

Breathes  the  answer,  "  Come  and  see." 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

How  shall  we  Thine  image  best 
Bear  in  light  upon  our  brow, 

Stamp  in  love  upon  our  breast  ? 
Still  a  look  is  all  our  might ; 

Looking  draws  the  heart  to  Thee ; 
Sends  us  from  the  absorbing  sight, 

With  the  message,  "  Come  and  see. 


»» 


Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

All  the  springs  of  life  are  low  ; 
Sin  and  grief  our  spirits  bow. 

And  we  wait  Thy  call  to  go. 
From  the  depths  of  happy  rest. 

Where  the  just  abide  with  Thee  ; 
From  the  voice  which  makes  them  blest, 

Breathes  the  summons,  "  Come  and  see." 

Christian  !  tell  it  to  thy  brother, 
From  life's  dawning  till  its  end  ; 

Every  hand  may  clasp  another, 
And  the  loneliest  bring  a  friend ; 
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Till  the  veil  is  drawn  aside, 
And  from  where  her  home  shall  be, 

Bursts  upon  the  enfranchised  Bride, 
The  triumphant,  "Come  and  see." 


THOMAS  CHATTERTON. 

The  greatest  prodii^  ift  English  literature,  THOMAS  CHATTBRTOK.  was  bora  at  Bristol,  on 
the  aoth  Norember,  1753.  Before  his  sixteenth  year,  he  pmdoced  a  number  of  conqiositioBS 
in  prose  and  verse,  which  he  attributed  to  an  older  date,  and  which  equally  surprised  and 
delighted  the  wortd  of  letters.  He  was  apprenticed  to  an  attorney  in  Bristol,  but  quitting  his 
tituation,  he  attempted  a  literary  career  in  London.  His  success  in  the  metropolis  was  unequal 
to  his  hopes;  while,  in  combinatio'h  with  eztraordinaiy  intdlectual  power,  he  possessed  a 
nature  addicted  to  melancholy.  In  a  state  of  frenxy  he  destroyed  his  manuscripts,  and 
perished  by  his  own  hand,  on  the  B5th  August.  1770.  He  had  reached  ai4y  his  eighteenth 
year. 

THE  RESIGNATION. 

O  God,  whose  thunder  shakes  the  sky  ; 

Whose  eye  this  atom-globe  surveys  ; 
To  Thee,  my  only  rock,  I  fly. 

Thy  mercy  in  Thy  justice  praise. 

The  mystic  mazes  of  Thy  will, 

The  shadows  of  celestial  light. 
Are  past  the  power  of  human  skill — 

But  what  the  Eternal  acts  is  right. 

O  teach  me  in  the  trying  hour 
When  anguish  swells  the  dewy  tear. 

To  still  my  sorrows,  own  Thy  power. 
Thy  goodness  love,  Thy  justice  fear. 

If  in  this  bosom  aught  but  Thee, 
Encroaching  sought  a  boundless  way. 

Omniscience  could  the  danger  see,  * 

And  Mercy  look  the  cause  away. 

Then  why,  my  soul,  dost  thou  complain  ? 

Why,  drooping,  seek  the  dark  recess  ? 
Shake  off  the  melancholy  chain, 

For  God  created  all  to  bless. 
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But  ah  !  my  breast  is  haman  still ; 

The  rising  si^  the  falling  tear. 
My  languid  vitals'  feeble  rill. 

The  sickness  of  my  soul  declare. 

But  yet,  with  fortitude  resigned, 

111  thank  the  Inflictor  of  the  blow  ; 
Forbid  the  sigh,  compose  my  mind. 

Nor  let  the  gosh  of  misery  flow. 

The  gloomy  mantle  of  the  ni^t, 

Which  on  my  sinking  spirit  steals, 
Will  vanish  at  the  morning  light, 

Which  God,  my  East,  my  Sun,  reveals. 

A  HYMN  FOR  CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

Almighty  Framer  of  the  skies  ! 
Oh  let  our  pure  devotion  rise, 

Like  incense  in  Thy  sight ! 
Wrapt  in  impenetrable  shade 
The  texture  of  our  souls  was  made, 

Till  Thy  command  gave  light. 

The  Sun  of  glory  gleam'd  the  ray, 
Refined  the  darkness  into  day, 

And  bid  the  vapours  fly  : 
Impieird  by  His  eternal  love, 
He  lef^  His  palaces  above. 

To  cheer  our  gloomy  sky. 

How  shall  we  celebrate  the  day 
When  God  appeared  in  mortal  clay. 

The  mark  of  worldly  scorn  ; 
When  the  archangel's  heavenly  lays 
Attempted  the  Redeemer's  praise. 

And  hail'd  salvation's  mom  ? 

An  humble  form  the  Godhead  wore, 
The  pains  of  poverty  He  bore. 

To  gaudy  pomp  unknown  : 
Though  in  an  humble  walk  He  trod. 
Still  was  the  man  Almighty  God, 

In  glory  all  His  own. 
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Despised,  oppressed,  the  Godhead  bean 
The  torments  of  this  vale  of  tears. 

Nor  bids  His  vengeance  rise  ; 
He  saw  the  creatures  He  had  made 
Revile  His  power,  His  peace  invade  ; 

He  saw  with  mercy's  eyes. 

How  shall  we  celebrate  His  name, 
Who  groanM  beneath  a  life  of  shame. 

In  all  afflictions  tried  ? 
The  soul  is  raptured  to  conceive 
A  truth  which  being  must  believe. 

The  God  eternal  died. 

My  soul  exert  thy  powers,  adore, 
Upon  devotion's  plumage  soar. 

To  celebrate  the  day  : 
The  God  from  whom  creation  sprung 
Shall  animate  my  grateful  tongue  ; 

From  Him  I'll  catch  the  lay  ! 


INGRAM   COBBIN. 

iNCkAM  CODBIN  was  bom  in  London,  in  the  year  1777.  In  1798,  he  became  a  student  at 
Hoxton  CoUcR^c,  and  in  1803,  was  ordained  to  the  pastoral  care  of  a  congTegation  at  Sootii- 
Molton.  He  aAerwards  ministered  at  Banbury  and  other  pbces,  but  feeble  health  compelled 
him.  in  course  of  a  few  years,  to  abandon  the  pastoral  duties.  In  1819,  he  became  one  of  the 
founders  of  the  Home  Minsionary  Society,  and  undertook  the  duties  of  the  Secretaryship. 
He  was  a  voluminous  writer.  His  condensed  "Commentary  of  the  Bible,"  and  his 
"  Domestic  Bible,"  have  been  oflen  reprinted.  He  died  at  Camberwell,  on  the  loth  Mavdi. 
1851,  aged  seventy  •four.  He  published,  in  iSao,  "The  Village  Hymn-Book,"*  in  which  are 
several  hymns  of  his  own  composition.  The  following  hymn  by  Btr.  Cobbin  appeared  in 
Dr.  Raffles'  collection. 

GOD'S  FOREKNOWLEDGE. 

Before  the  Almighty  Power  began 
To  form  the  wondrous  frame  of  man  ; 
Before  He  hung  the  lights  on  high, 
And  made  them  sparkle  o'er  the  sky  ; 
Before  He  gave  the  mountains  birth. 
Or  shaped  the  yet  unfounded  earth, — 
God  all  His  ransom'd  people  knew. 
And  in  His  love  He  chose  them  too. 


WILLIAM  BBNGO  COLLYER,  D.D.,  LL.D.  1 43 

Chose  tlicm  in  Christ,  that  they  shoold  proTe 

The  trophies  of  His  dying  lore  ; 

Chose  them  through  faith,  that  predoos  grace 

"Which  bears  the  fruits  of  righteousness  ; 

Chose  them  that  they  on  earth  should  shine. 

The  image  of  His  face  Divine  ; 

Chose  them,  like  jewels,  fix>m  the  world, 

"When  it  should  be  to  ruin  hurl'd. 

But,  oh,  no  tongue  can  ever  tell 
The  grace  that  is  unsearchable  1 
Angels  that  fell  were  passM  by 
When  Christ  for  mortak  came  to  die. 
The  poor  shall  wear  th'  immortal  crown 
That  decks  few  brows  of  high  renown  ; 
And  vilest  sinners  be  forgiven. 
To  raise  the  loudest  songs  in  heaven. 


WILLIAM  BENGO  COLLYER,  D.D.,  LL.D. 

W:lliam  BENGO  COLLYER  wu  botv  at  BUckheath,  Kent,  on  the  14th  April.  178a.  In  his 
thtrtecstli  year  he  entered  the  Academy  at  Homertoo.  When  only  eiifhtecn,  he  beg^an  to 
preach.  Having  formed  a  congregation  at  Peckham,  Surrey,  he  was  ordained  to  its  minis- 
terial superintendence,  in  November,  1801.  He  continued  to  discharge  the  pastoral  duties  at 
Peckhas  for  fifty-three  years.  He  died  on  the  9th  January,  1854,  in  his  Tand  year.  Among 
muty  oUbcr  miscellaiieous  works,  Dr.  Collyer  published  "Scripture  Tracts,"  "  Lectures  on 
ScripCare  MiFades."  and  "  Lectures  on  Prophecy."  In  18x2,  he  published  "  Hymns,  partly 
Collected  and  partly  Original.'*  iteio. 


AN  EASTER  HYMN. 


Morning  breaks  upon  the  tomb, 
Jesus  dissipates  its  gloom ! 
Day  of  triumph  through  the  skies ; 
See  the  glorious  Saviour  rise. 

Christians,  dry  your  flowing  tears, 
Chase  those  unbelieving  fears  ; 
Look  on  His  deserted  grave  ; 
Doubt  no  more  His  power  to  save. 
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Ye  who  are  of  death  afraid. 
Triumph  in  the  scattered  shade  : 
Drive  your  anxious  cares  away. 
See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

So  the  rising  sun  appears, 
Shedding  radiance  o'er  the  spheres  ; 
So  returning  beams  of  light 
Chase  the  terrors  of  the  night. 


"TO  LIVE  IS  CHRIST,  TO  DIE  IS  GAIN. 

When  I  tread  the  mortal  vale 
Where  the  shades  of  death  prevail. 
Saviour,  guide  my  trembling  feet 
Through  this  last,  this  stUl  retreat ; 
Let  Thy  glory  chase  its  gloom, 
Light  the  feeble  traveller  home  ; 
Never  leave  me  till  I  stand 
Safe  in  yonder  heavenly  land. 

When  I  bow  my  sinking  head. 
Seeking  rest  among  the  dead  ; 
When  my  pulses,  throbbing  slow, 
Tell  the  tide  of  life  runs  low  ; 
Hear  me,  my  Almighty  Friend, 
Watch,  sustain  me  to  the  end  ; 
Smiling  through  my  dying  tears, 
I  will  then  dismiss  my  fears. 

Thee,  Redeemer,  I  pursue, 

All  life's  weary  journey  through  ; 

Other  interests  I  resign. 

Only  tell  me  Thou  art  mine  ; 

And  when  mortal  agonies 

Break  my  heart-strings,  glaze  mine  eyes, 

Let  me  but  this  prize  obtain, 

I  shall  prove  "  To  die  is  gain." 


II 
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JOSIAH  CONDER. 
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COBCHUNION  WITH  CHRIST. 

WHXir  In  the  hoar  of  londj  woc^ 
I  give  my  tonow  leave  to  flow ; 
And  anziotts  fiear  sod  daric  distrust 
Weigh  down  my  spidt  to  the  dust : 

When  not  e'en  friendship's  gentle  aid 
Can  heal  the  wounds  the  world  has  made. 
Oh  I  this  shall  check  each  rising  sig^ 
That  Jesus  is  for  ever  nigh. 

His  counsels  and  upholding  care 
My  safety  and  my  comfort  are  ; 
And  He  shall  guide  me  all  my  days, 
Till  gloiy  crown  the  work  of  grace. 

Jesus  I  in  whom  but  Thee  above, 
Can  I  repose  my  trust,  my  love  f 
And  shall  an  euthly  object  be 
Loved  in  comparison  with  Tliee  t 

My  flesh  is  hastening  to  decay. 

Soon  shall  the  world  have  passed  away ; 

And  what  can  mortal  friends  avail. 

When  heart  and  strength  and  life  shall  fail? 

But  oh  I  be  Thou,  my  Saviour,  nigh. 
And  I  will  triumph  while  I  die  ; 
My  strength,  my  portion,  is  Divine^ 
And  Jesus  is  f^r  e:«er  mine  I 
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"LEAD  US  NOT  INTO  TEMPTATION." 

Heavenly  Father,  to  whose  e]re 
Future  things  unfolded  lie. 
Through  the  desert,  where  I  stray, 
Let  Thy  counsels  guide  my  way. 

Lead  me  not,  for  flesh  is  frail. 
Where  fierce  trials  would  assail ; 
Leave  me  not,  in  darkened  hour. 
To  withstand  the  tempter's  power. 

Save  me  from  his  treacherous  wiles ; 
Arm  me  against  plefisure's  smiles; 
Give  me  for  my  spirit's  health 
Neither  poverty  rior  wealth. 

Help  Thy  servant  to  maintain 
A  profession  free  from  stain ; 
That  my  sole  reproach  may  be 
Following  Christ,  and  fearing  Thee. 

Lord  I  uphold  me  day  by  day ; 
Shed  a  light  upon  my  way ; 
Guide  me  through  perplexing  snares  ; 
Care  for  me  in  all  my  cares. 

All  I  ask  for  is,  enough  ; 
Only  when  the  way  is  rough. 
Let  Thy  rod  and  staff  impart 
Strength  and  courage  to  my  heart. 

Should  Thy  wisdom.  Lord,  decree 
Trials  long  and  sharp  for  me, 
Pain  or  sorrow,  care  or  shame. 
Father !  glorify  Thy  name. 

Let  me  neither  faint  nor  fear. 
Feeling  still  that  Thou  art  near  ; 
In  the  course  my  Saviour  trod. 
Tending  still  to  Thee,  my  God. 
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DIVINE  CHASTISEMENT. 

When  I  can  trust  my  all  with  God, 

In  trial's  fearful  hour, 
Bow  all  resigned  beneath  His  rod, 

And  bless  His  sparing  power, 
A  joy  springs  up  amid  distress — 
A  fountain  in  the  wilderness. 

Oh  !  to  be  brought  to  Jesus'  feet, 
Though  sorrows  fix  me  there. 

Is  still  a  privilege,  and  sweet 
The  eneigies  of  prayer, — 

Though  sighs  and  tears  its  language  be, 

If  Christ  be  nigh,  and  smile  on  me. 

Then  blessM  be  the  Hand  that  gave, 
Still  blessM  when  it  takes  ; 

BlessM  be  He  who  smites  to  save. 
Who  heals  the  heart  He  breaks. 

Perfect  and  true  are  all  His  ways, 

Whom  heaven  adores  and  death  obeys. 


THE  BETTER  COUNTRY. 

Shepherd  of  Thine  Israel,  lead  us. 
Pilgrims  through  this  desert  land  ; 

Thou  who  hast  from  bondage  freed  us. 
Guard  us  by  Thy  mighty  hand  ; 

Daily  feed  us 
Till  we  reach  the  heavenly  strand. 

As  Thou  didst  in  wondrous  manner 
Guide  Thy  chosen  flock  aright, 

Let  Thy  presence  be  our  banner. 
Cloud  by  day  and  fire  by  night ; 

Thy  protection 
Be  our  shield.  Thy  word  our  light 
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When  we  cx)me  to  Death's  dark  river, 
And  should  we  dread  the  swelling  tide^ 

Death  of  Death  !  life's  Source  and  Giver ! 
Bid  the  narrow  stream  divide. 

Joyful  praises 
We  will  sing  on  Canaan's  side. 


(( 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 
The  Lord  hear  thee  in  the  day  of  tmuUe.^'—iV.  xx. 

In  the  day  of  thy  distress, 

May  Jehovah  hear  thee  ; 
In  the  hour  when  dangers  pres^ 

Jacob's  God  be  near  thee  ; 
Send  thee,  from  His  holy  place, 
Timely  aid  or  strengthening  grace  ! 

May  thy  prayers  and  ofierings  rise, 

By  Thy  God  recorded ; 
Thine  oblations  reach  the  skies, 

Graciously  rewarded  ; 
Granted  be  thy  heart's  request ; 
All  Thy  purposes  be  blest  t 

Thy  success  our  hearts  shall  cheer ; 

We,  with  exultation. 
In  Jehovah's  name  will  rear 

Trophies  of  salvation. 
Go  beneath  His  guardisn  care, 
And  the  Lord  fulfil  thy  prayer. 

Vain  the  despot's  haughty  boasts. 

Fleets  or  martial  forces  ; 
Be  oiu*  trust  the  God  of  hosts. 

Heavenly  our  resources. 
Theirs  shall  be  defeat  and  shame ; 
We  shall  triumph  in  Thy  name. 


jQsnor  coKUEiL  149 


HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Hallelujah  !  lalie,  oh,  imise^ 
To  oar  God,  the  song  of  praise ; 
An  His  servants  join  to  sing 
Godonr  Smvionr  and  our  King. 

BlessM  be  for  evermore, 
That  dread  Name  which  we  adore  I 
Round  the  world  His  pnlse  be  sung, 
Through  all  lands,  in  every  tongue. 

O'er  all  nations  God  alone. 
Higher  than  the  heavens  His  throne ; 
Who  is  like  to  God  Most  High, 
Infinite  in  Majesty  ? 

Yet  to  view  the  heavens  He  bends. 
Yea,  to  earth  He  condescends ; 
Passing  by  the  rich  and  great 
ITor  the  low  and  desolate. 

He  can  raise  the  poor  to  stand 
With  the  princes  of  the  Ismd ; 
Wealth  upon  the  needy  shower. 
Set  the  meanest  high  in  power. 

He  the  broken  spirit  cheers ; 
Turns  to  joy  the  mourner's  tears ; 
Such  the  wonders  of  His  ways ; 
Praise  His  name,  for  ever  praise. 
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ELIZA    COOK. 

Eliza  cook  wms  bom  at  Soothwaric,  about  die  year  1817.    At  an  enly  afe  1 
contributor  to  some  of  the  London  periodicala.    In  1840  ihe  publfalied  a  rohupe  of 
under  the  title  of  "  Melaia,  and  other  Poems,"  which,  four  years  after,  was  repriated  ia  R 
York.    In  September,  1849^  appeared  the  first  number  of  Biua  Cotltx  ytttrmml,  wliick 
published  weddy  till  1854.  when  failing  health  obliged  the  accompUdted  editor  to 
it.    An  elegant  edition  of  her  "  Poems"  was  published  by  Routledge,  in  18614,  Sfno.    Fi 
this  edition  the  two  following  compositions  hare  been  transcribed. 


AN  EVENING  SONG. 

Father  above,  I  pray  to  Thee^ 

Before  I  take 'my  rest ; 
I  seek  Thee  on  my  bended  knee. 

With  warm  and  grateful  breast 

First  let  me  thank  Thee  for  my  share 
Of  sweet  and  blessed  health  ; 

It  is  a  boon  I  would  not  spare 
For  worlds  of  shining  wealth. 

And  next  I  thank  Thy  bounteous  hand. 
That  gives  my  "daily  bread  ;" 

That  flings  the  com  upon  the  land. 
And  keeps  our  table  spread. 

I  thank  Thee  for  each  peaceful  night, 
That  brings  me  soil  repose  ; 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  morning's  light, 
That  bids  my  eyes  tmdose. 

I  own  Thy  mercy,  when  I  move 
With  limbs  all  sound  and  free, 

That  gaily  bear  me  when  I  rove 
Beside  the  moth  and  bee. 

I  thank  Thee  for  my  many  friends, 

So  loving  and  so  kind. 
Who  tell  me  all  that  knowledge  lends 

To  aid  my  heart  and  mind. 
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Ah  I  let  me  Tmlue  as  I  ought 

The  lessons  good  men  teach  ; 
To  bear  no  malice  in  my  thought, 

No  anger  in  my  speech. 

Father  above,  O  hear  my  prayer. 

And  let  me  ever  be 
Worthy  my  earthly  parents'  care, 

And  tme  in  serving  Thee  I 


A  SABBATH  EVENING  SONG. 

God  on  earth,  and  God  in  heaven ; 
God  who  gave  one  day  in  seven 
Unto  man,  that  he  might  rest 
With  Thy  merqr  in  his  breast ; — 
God  of  goodness,  I  am  kneeling, 
In  my  spirit's  deep  revealing. 
Fervently  to  give  Thee  praise 
For  the  peace  of  Sabbath-days. 
Calm  znd  tranquil  Thou  hsist  made 
This  soft  hour  of  twilight  shade  ; 
And  I  ask  Thee,  in  Thy  might. 
To  be  "watchman  of  my  night.'' 

Let  me  thank  Thee,  let  me  own. 
At  the  footstool  of  Thy  throne, 
All  my  grateful  joy  and  love, 
Drawn  from  hopes  that  point  above  ; 
Let  me  lay  my  heart  before  Thee, 
And  with  holy  trust  implore  Thee 
To  forgive  its  human  blot. 
Gathered  in  its  human  lot. 
Listen,  Father  !  to  my  singing, 
Like  a  child  to  Thee  I'm  clinging ; 
If  I  wander,  guide  me  right. 
Be  Thon  "  watchman  of  my  night" 

Let  me  ask  Thee,  ere  I  sleep, 
To  remember  those  who  weep, — 
Those  who  moan  with  some  wild  sorrow, 
That  shall  dread  to  meet  the  morrow  ; 
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Let  me  ask  Thee  to  abide 
At  the  fiunting  sick  one's  side^ 
Where  the  pkdnts  of  ang«i^  rise 
In  smother'd  groans  and  weary  sighs  ; 
Give  them  strength  to  brook  and  bear 
Trial  pain  and  trial  care  ; 
Let  them  see  Thy  saving  light, 
Be  Thou  "  watchman  of  their  night" 

God  of  all !  Thou  knowest  well 
Myriads  of  Thy  children  dwell 
Here  among  us,  lone  and  blind 
In  the  midnight  of  the  mind  ; 
Well  Thou  knowest  how  they  need 
Words  to  teach  and  hand  to  lead  ; 
Well  Thou  knowest  that  they  sin. 

For  the  want  of  light  within  ;        ^ 

They  grope  and  fall,  and  men  refuse 
To  raise  them  up,  and  **  bind  the  t>niise  ;" 
But  Thou,  O  God,  in  judgment  right. 
Be  Thou  **  watchman  of  Aeir  night'' 

God  of  mercy  I  God  of  grace  I 
Keep  me  worthy  of  my  place  ; 
Let  my  harp-strings  ne'er  be  heard 
When  they  jar  with  Thy  plain  Word  ; 
Should  the  world's  fair  pitfall  take  me, 
Father  !  do  not  Thou  forsake  me  ; 
Let  repentance  cleanse  the  stain^ 
And  call  me  back  to  truth  again  ; 
Father,  Infinite  and  Just ! 
Shine  upon  my  path  of  dust } 
Lead  me  in  the  noontide  light, 
And  be  Thou  "  watchman  of  my  night" 
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JOSSPB  COTTLB  «■•  bofm  In  177a    In  Ids  atdi  year  be  became  a  bookseller  and  ininter  in 
bat  be  retired  ftoB  buslneas  hi  coane  of  a  ftw  jrean.    Beiiv  ia  drcimtstances  of 
be  worn  eipioyed  hb  tioM  in  coMvattav  kb  Bicrarj  tastes,  and  in  cheri^infr 
!of  soaae  of  Us  gifted  oaBteBq>orartes.    He  pobfished  nmiieroes  works  in  prose 
He  was  aa  earij  Mend  of  Sontbeyaad  Coleridge :  and  percdvliq;  their  respectirc 
rJAed  die  tipiwn  of  producing  their  irat  poetical  eflbrts  tnm  W»  printing  office.    In 
Ife  ke  published  sevofal  vohtmes  of  rcaainisceaces  of  these  poets.    He  conipo«>ed 
which,  tkcugh  geneidly  nwrltorleen*  wiB  only  entitle  Urn  to  a  secondary  rank  as 
i  lyrisL    His  death  took  pince  at  Ma  lerfdence^  near  Briatol,  on  the  7th  June.  1853.  in 
;84ibyear.    Of  die  two  fbOowfaig  hynma.  the  fbmer  has  been  transcribed  fkom  his  volume 
-HyvBS  and  Sacred  Wika."  ^m,  the  ktter  tmrn  Dr.  Lcffcfalhrs  HyBin.Book,  184a.  in 
I  it  wan  inserted  nndcr  the  anther's  I 


"  THY  KINGDOM  COME." 

Mighty  Lord  f  extend  Thine  empire  I 
Be  the  truth  with  triumph  crown'd  I 

Let  the  lands  that  sit  in  darkness 
Hear  the  glorions  gospel's  sound. 

From  our  borders, 
To  the  world's  remotest  boimd. 

By  Thine  arm,  eternal  Father, 
Scatter  far  the  shades  of  night  t 

Let  the  great  Inmianuers  kingdom 
Open  like  the  morning  light, 

And  the  fntnre 
Realize  our  visions  bright. 

What  are  Satan's  mightiest  barriers. 
Which  a  breath  of  Thine  o'erthrows  f 

Shall  the  creatare,  in  his  frenzy, 
The  Creator's  power  oppose  ? 
Him,  whose  lightning 
Ruin  hnrls  upon  His  foes  ? 

Come^  too  long  to  earth  a  stranger, 
Once  again  Thy  reign  restore  I 

In  Thy  strength,  ride  forth  and  conquer. 
Still  adviuBcing  more  and  more^ 

Till  the  heathen 
Sludl  the  Lord  supreme  adore. 
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On  their  cruel  habitations 

May  the  dawn  celestial  break  ! 

May  they  from  the  sleep  of  ages, 
To  the  blaze  of  day  awake  1 

Spurn  their  idols, 
And  the  Lord  their  portion  make. 

Nor,  in  breathings  for  Thy  kingdom, 
Would  we  banish  from  our  pra3rer, 

Men  renouncing  home  and  kindred, 
Tidings  of  the  cross  to  bear  ; 

Ease  disdaining, 
Burning  suns  and  poisonous  air  I 

Such,  of  high  and  noble  daring. 
Venturing  thus  the  truth  to  spread  ; 

Bounteous  Father,  good  and  gradous. 
On  their  path  Thy  blessings  shed  ! 

And,  in  danger, 
Cheer  their  heart  and  shield  their  head. 

Oh,  what  crowns  await  the  faithful, 
When  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease  I 

Mansions  fair  for  every  pilgrim, 
Joys  untold,  that  still  increase  ; 

Thought  exceeding, 
Cloudless  skies  and  perfect  peace. 

If  afflictions  press  us  downward. 
While  as  strangers  here  we  roam, 

Comforts  rich  are  in  reversion. 
When  we  reach  our  Father's  home. 

And  no  longer 
Cry,  O  Lord,  "  Thy  kingdom  come." 


ONWARD  AND  UPWARD. 

From  every  earthly  pleasure, 
From  every  transient  joy. 

From  every  mortal  treasure 
That  soon  will  fade  and  cloy ; 
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No  longer  tbete  desiiing^ 

Upward  oar  wishes  tend^ 
To  nobler  bliss  aspiring. 

And  joys  that  never  end. 

From  every  piercing  sorrow 

That  heaves  oar  breast  to-day. 
Or  threatens  as  to-morrow, 

Hope  tarns  oar  eyes  away ; 
On  wings  of  fidth  ascending, 

We  see  the  land  of  lifi^t. 
And  feel  our  sorrows  ending 

In  infinite  delight 

lis  tioe  we  are  bat  strangers 

And  sojourners  below, 
And  countless  snares  and  dangers 

Surround  the  path  we  go. 
Though  painful  and  distressing, 

Yet  there's  a  rest  above, 
And  onward  still  we're  pressing. 

To  reach  that  land  of  love. 


NATHANIEL  COTTON,  M.D. 


KathaKXEI.  Cotton  was  bora  in  the  year  1707.  He  itudied  inedictne  at  Lejrden,  and  on 
ictuming  to  England,  aaristed  a  physician  who  kept  a  bouse  (br  lunatics  at  Dunstable.  He 
built  and  snpcrinteaded  a  ]Mtg€  establishment  for  lunatic  patients  at  St.  Albans.  His  death 
took  place  at  Sc  Albans,  oa  the  and  August,  1788.  The  poet  Cowper  was  for  a  period  under 
ha  care.  His  writings  wen  pubfished  posthumously,  under  the  title  of  "Various  Pieces  in 
Vcxac  aad  Fnma  i"  a  vols.,  zsoio,  1791. 


AFFLICTION  SANCTIFIED. 

Amidst  these  various  scenes  of  ills. 
Each  stroke  some  kind  design  fulfils  ; 
And  shall  I  murmur  at  my  God, 
When  sovereign  love  directs  the  rod  ? 
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■ 

Peace,  rebel  thoughts  1 — TH  not  complain, 
My  Father's  smiles  snspend  my  pain, — 
Smiles  that  a  thousand  joys  impart. 
And  pour  the  balm  that  heals  the  smart. 

Though  heaven  afflicts,  1*11  not  repine, 
Each  heartfelt  comfort  still  is  mine, — 
Comfort  that  shall  o'er  death  prevail. 
And  journey  with  me  through  the  vale. 

Dear  Jesus,  smooth  that  rugged  way. 
And  lead  me  to  the  realms  of  day  ; 
To  milder  skies,  and  lighter  plains^ 
Where  everlasting  sunshine  reigns. 


AFFLICTION  SANCTIFIEI>. 

Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep. 
Where  wave  resounds  to  wave  ; 

Though  o*er  my  head  the  billows  roll, 
I  know  the  Lord  can  save. 

The  Hand  that  now  withholds  my  joys 

Can  reinstate  my  peace  ; 
And  He  who  bade  the  tempest  roar, 

Can  bid  that  tempest  cease. 

In  the  dark  watches  of  the  night, 
I*n  count  His  mercies  o'er  ! 

I'll  praise  Him  for  ten  thousand  past. 
And  humbly  sue  for  more. 

When  darkness  and  when  sorrows  ro9e^ 

And  press'd  on  every  side, 
The  Lord  has  still  sustain'd  my  steps, 

Aind  still  has  been  my  guide. 

Here  will  I  rest  and  build  my  hopes, 

Nor  murmur  at  His  rod  ; 
He's  more  than  all  the  world  to  mt. 

My  health,  my  life^  my  God. 


WILLIAM   COWPEfi. 


A  LORiys-DAV  HYMN. 
This  is  the  da;  (he  Lord  of  life 

Amended  lo  the  skis  ; 
My  Ihcpughl!  punue  the  lofty  theme, 

And  to  the  henv*™  srise. 

Let  no  vain  cares  divert  my  mind 

From  Ibis  cele^ial  road  ; 
Nor  all  the  honoura  of  the  earth 

Detain  my  uml  from  God. 

Thinlt  of  the  splendours  of  that  place. 
The  joys  thai  ore  on  high  ; 

Nor  meaDly  rest  contented  here. 
With  worlds  beneath  the  sky. 

Heaven  is  the  birthpiace  of  the  adnts, 
To  heaven  their  souls  ascend  ; 

Th'  Almighty  owns  His  favourite  race, 
As  Fallier  and  as  Friend. 

O  may  these  lovely  titles  prove 

My  comfort  and  defence. 
When  the  udc  couch  shall  be  my  lot, 

And  death  shall  call  me  hence  I 


WILLIAM   COWPER. 


LIGHT  SHINING  OUT  OF  DARKNESS. 
God  moves  in  a  mystcrloas  way, 

His  wonders  to  periurm  ; 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea. 
And  lidea  upon  Ihe  storm. 
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Deep  in  un&thomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill. 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs. 

And  works  His  sovereign  wilL 

Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take : 
The  douds  ye  so  much  dread 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense^ 
But  trust  Him  for  His  grace  ; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

His  purposes  will  ripen  fast. 
Unfolding  every  hour ; 

The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 
And  Scan  His  work  in  vain  : 

God  is  His  own  interpreter. 
And  He  will  make  it  plain. 


WELCOME  CROSS. 

*Tls  my  happiness  below. 
Not  to  live  without  the  cross  ; 

But  the  Saviour's  power  to  know, 
Sanctifying  every  loss. 

Trials  must  and  will  befal. 
But  with  humble  faith  to  see 

Love  inscribed  upon  them  all, — 
This  is  happiness  to  me. 

God,  in  Israel  sows  the  seeds 
Of  affliction,  pain,  and  toO  ; 

These  spring  up  and  choke  the  weeds, 
Whidi  would  else  o'erspread  the  soil. 
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Trills  make  the  promise  sweet ; 

Trills  give  new  life  to  pnyer  ; 
Trials  bring  me  to  His  feet ; 

Lay  me  low,  and  keep  me  there. 

Did  I  meet  no  trials  here, 

No  oonection  hy  the  way. 
Might  I  not  with  reason  fear, 

I  should  proYe  a  castaway? 

Worldlings  may  escape  the  rod. 

Sank  in  earthly  vain  delist ; 
Bnt  the  trae-bom  child  of  God, 

Must  not, — would  not,  if  he  mig^ 


THE  FUTURE  PEACE  AND  GLORY  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken : 

"  O  my  people,  feint  and  few  ; 
Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken, 

Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you  : 
Thorns  of  heartfelt  tribulation 

Shall  no  more  perplex  your  wa3rs  ; 
You  shall  name  your  walls  Salvation, 

And  your  gates  shall  all  be  Praise. 

**  There,  like  streams  that  feed  the  garden. 

Pleasures  withq)at  end  shall  flow. 
For  the  Lord,  your  feith  rewarding. 

All  His  bounty  shall  bestow  : 
Still  in  undisturbed  possession, 

Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign ; 
Never  shall  you  feel  oppression, 

Hear  the  voice  of  war  again, 

'*  Ye,  no  more  your  suns  descending. 

Waning  moons  no  more  shall  see^ 
But  your  griefe  for  ever  ending. 

Find  eternal  noon  in  me  : 
God  shall  rise,  and,  shining  o'er  you. 

Change  to-day  the  gloom  of  night ; 
He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  glory, 

God,  your  everlasting  light." 
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RETIREMElfT. 

Far  from  the  world,  O  Lon^  I  floe^ 

From  strife  and  tumult  hi ; 
From  scenes  where  Satan  wages  atili 

His  most  successfvl  wax; 

The  calm  retreat,  the  sHent  shade 
With  prayer  and  praise  agrees 

And  seem  by  Thy  sweet  bouuty  4m4c 
For  those  who  follow  The& 

There,  if  Thy  Spirit  touch  the  soul, 

And  grace  her  mean  abode, 
Oh,  with  what  peace  and  joy  taxdi  larrt 

She  commune^  with  her  God  j 

There  like  the  nightingale  she  pow$ 

Her  solitary  lays ; 
Nor  asks  a  witness  of  her  song 

Nor  thirsts  for  human  praisje. 

Author  and  Guardian  of  my  li£e. 
Sweet  Source  of  light  Divine, 

And  all  harmonious  names  in  one. 
My  Saviour,  Thou  art  mine. 

What  thanks  I  owe  Thee,  and  what  love, 

A  boundless,  endless  store 
Still  echo  through  the  realms  above 

When  time  shall  be  no  more. 


SUBMISSION. 

O  Lord,  my  best  desire  fulfil. 

And  help  me  to  resign 
Life,  health,  and  comfort  to  Thy  miBt 

And  make  Thy  pleasnre  mine. 
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Why  should  I  shrink  at  Thy  oommand, 

Whose  lore  forbids  my  fears  ? 
Or  tremble  at  the  gracious  hand 

That  wipes  away  my  tears  ? 

No,  rather  let  me  freely  yield 

What  most  I  prise  to  Thee, 
Who  never  hast  a  good  withheld. 

Or  wilt  withhold  from  me. 

Thy  hvwtt  all  my  journey  throng^ 

Thou  art  engaged  to  grant ; 
What  else  I  want,  or  think  I  do, 

'Tis  better  still  to  want 

Wisdom  and  mercy  guide  my  way, 

Shall  I  resist  them  both? 
A  poor,  blind  creature  of  a  day. 

And  crush*d  before  the  moth  I 

But  ah  !  my  inward  spirit  cries. 

Still  bind  me  to  Thy  sway ; 
Else  the  next  cloud  that  veils  the  skies. 

Drives  all  these  thoughts  away. 


LOVEST  THOU  ME  ? 

Hark,  my  soul  I  it  is  the  Lord. 
'TIS  thy  Saviour ;  hear  His  word ; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee ; 
'*  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me  ? 

"I  delivered  thee  when  bound. 
And  when  bleeding,  heal*d  thy  wound  ; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right ; 
TurnM  thy  darkness  into  light 

"  Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be, 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 
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"  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love. 
Higher  than  the  heights  above. 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

**  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon. 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done  ; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be ; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me?" 

Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint. 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  Thee  and  adore ; 
Oh  for  grace  to  love  Thee  more  ! 


LONGING  TO  BE  WITH  CHRIST. 

To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope, 
My  soul  is  in  haste  to  be  gone ; 

O  bear  me,  ye  cherubim,  up, 
And  waft  me  away  to  His  throne  ! 

My  Saviour,  whom  absent,  I  love; 

Whom  not  having  seen,  I  adore ; 
Whose  name  is  exalted  above 

All  glory,  dominion,  and  power. 

Dissolve  Thou  these  bonds,  that  detain 
My  soul  from  her  portion  in  Thee ; 

Ah  !  strike  off  this  adamant  chain. 
And  make  me  eternally  free. 

When  that  happy  era  begins, 

When  array'd  in  Thy  glories  I  shine, 

Nor  grieve  any  more,  by  my  sins, 
The  bosom  on  which  I  recline. 

0  then  shall  the  veil  be  removed. 

And  round  me  Thy  brightness  be  pour*d ; 

1  shall  meet  Him,  whom  absent  I  loved, 
I  shall  see  whom,  unseen,  I  adored. 
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And  then  never  more  sludl  the  fean. 

The  trialf,  temptmtions,  and  woe% 
Which  darken  this  valley  of  tean» 

Intrude  on  my  blissful  repose; 

Or,  if  yet  remembered  above, 

Remembrance  no  sadness  shall  raise; 
They  will  be  bat  new  signs  of  Thy  love, 

New  themes  for  my  wonder  and  praise. 

Thos  the  strokes  whidi  from  sin  and  from  pain 

Shall  set  me  eternally  free, 
Will  but  strengthen  and  rivet  the  chain 

Which  binds  me,  my  Saviour,  to  Thee. 


PRAYER. 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat ! 
Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer, 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there. 

Prayer  makes  the  darkened  cloud  withdraw ; 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw  ; 
Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love  ; 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armour  bright ; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 

While  Moses  stood  with  arms  spread  wide, 
Success  was  found  on  Israel's  side  ; 
But  when,  through  weariness  they  fsul'd. 
That  moment  Amaiek  prevailed. 

Have  you  no  words  ?  Ah  !  think  again, 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  complain. 
And  fill  your  fellow-creature's  ear 
With  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 

U  1 


r/ 
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Were  half  the  breath  thus  vainly  spent,  • 
To  heaven  in  supplication  sent. 
Your  cheerful  song  would  oftener  be^ 
"  Hear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  me." 


WALKING  WITH  GOD. 

0  FOR  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame  ; 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb  ! 

Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew, 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 

Where  is  the  soul -refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus,  and  His  word? 

What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjo/d  ! 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 

The  world  can  never  fill. 

Return,  O  Holy  Dove,  return. 
Sweet  messenger  of  rest ; 

1  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn. 
And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast 

The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne, 

And  worship  only  Thee. 

So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame  ; 

So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 


PRAISE  FOR  THE  FOUNTAIN  OPENED. 

There  is  a  fountain  fill'd  with  blood. 
Drawn  from  Emmanuel's  veins  ; 

And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood. 
Lose  all  their  gtdlty  stains. 


WILUAM  COWPXR.  1 65 

The  dying  tliief  rejoiGed  to  see 

That  foontain  in  his  day  ; 
And  there  may  I,  as  vile  as  he, 

Wash  all  my  sins  away  I 

Dear  dying  Lamb  1  Thy  predons  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  nmsom'd  Church  of  God 

Be  saved  to  sin  no  more. 

E*er  since,  by  fiuth,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 

And  shaD  be  tiU  I  die. 

Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  Thy  power  to  save  ; 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

Lord,  I  believe  Thou  hast  prepared 

(Unworthy  though  I  be) 
For  me  a  blood-bought,  free  reward, 

A  golden  harp  for  me. 

•        •• 
*Tis  strung  and  tuneq  fof  endfless  years. 

And  form'd  by  po^er  Divine, 

To  sound  in  God  the  Father's  ears 

No  other  name  but  Thine. 


LOOKING  UPWARDS  IN  A  STORM. 

God  of  my  life,  to  Thee  I  call ; 
Afflicted,  at  Thy  feet  I  fall ; 
When  the  great  water-floods  prevail, 
Leave  not  my  trembling  heart  to  fail  I 

Friend  of  the  friendless  and  the  faint, 

0 

Where  should  I  lodge  my  deep  complaint  ? 
Where  but  with  Thee,  whose  open  door 
Invites  the  helpless  and  the  poor  ? 
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Did  ever  mourner  plead  with  Thee, 
And  Thou  refuse  that  mourner's  plea  ? 
Does  not  the  word  still  fix*d  remain. 
That  none  shall  seek  Thy  &ce  in  vain  ? 

That  were  a  grief  I  could  not  bear, 
Didst  Tliou  not  hear  and  answer  pra3rer  ; 
But  a  prayer-hearing,  answering  God, 
Supports  me  under  every  load. 

Fair  is  the  lot  that's  cast  for  me  ; 
I  have  an  Advocate  with  Thee  ; 
They  whom  the  world  caresses  most . 
Have  no  such  privil^;e  to  boast 

Poor  though  I  am,  despised,  forgot. 
Yet  God,  my  God,  forgets  me  not ; 
And  he  is  safe,  and  must  succeed. 
For  whom  the  Lord  vouchsafes  to  plead. 


GEORGE  CRABBE. 

George  Crabbb  wms  born  on  the  34th  December,  X754,  at  AJdboroogh,  Soflblk.  In  hb 
fourteenth  year,  he  was  apprenticed  to  a  surgeon.  Renoundng  medical  pursuits,  he  prt>> 
ceeded  to  London  in  1780,  with  the  riew  of  foUowing  the  literary  professioo.  He  endured 
much  privation  at  first,  but  was  fortunate  in  gaining  the  patronage  of  Edmund  Burke.  He 
was  enabled  to  take  orders  and  became  domestic  chaplain  to  the  Duke  of  Rutland.  He 
obtained  a  living  and  married.  In  1813.  he  was  preferred  to  the  living  of  Trowbridge,  Wilt* 
shire.  He  died  on  the  3rd  February,  1833.  His  ntunerous  poetical  works  deserredly  enjoy 
a  high  reputation. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  PILGRIM.* 

Pilgrim,  burden'd  with  thy  sin. 

Come  the  way  to  Zion^s  gate  ; 
There,  till  Mercy  let  thee  in. 

Knock,  and  weep,  and  watch,  and  wait 
Knock — He  knows  the  sinner's  cry  ; 

Weep — He  loves  the  mourner's  tears  ; 
Watch — for  saving  grace  is  nigh  ; 

Wait — ^till  heavenly  light  appears. 

*  These  verses  fonn  the  hymn  sung  by  the  preacher  in  Crabbe's  poem  of  Sir 
Eustace  Grey. 
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Haik !  it  is  the  Bridegroom's  Toice : 

"  Welcome,  pilgrim,  to  thy  rest** 
Now  within  the  gate  rejoice. 

Safe,  and  seal*d,  and  bought,  and  blest 
Safe — from  all  the  lures  of  vice  ; 

SealM — by  tigas  the  chosen  know  ; 
Bought — ^by  lo^e,  and  life  the  price ; 

Blest — the  mighty  debt  to  owe  I 

Holy  pilgrim  !  what  for  thee 

In  a  world  like  this  remain  ? 
From  thy  guarded  breast  shall  flee 

Fear,  and  shame,  and  doubt,  and  pain. 
Fear — the  hope  of  heaven  shall  fly ; 

Shame — from  glory's  view  retire  ; 
Doubt — ^in  certain  rapture  die  ; 

Pain — in  endless  bliss  expire. 


THE  RESURRECTION. 

The  wintry  winds  have  ceased  to  blow, 
And  trembling  leaves  appear ; 

And  fairest  flowers  succeed  the  snow, 
And  hail  the  infant  year. 

So  when  the  world  and  all  its  woes 

Are  vanish'd  far  away, 
Fair  scenes  and  wonderful  repose 

Shall  bless  the  new-bom  day. 

When  from  the  confines  of  the  grave 

The  body  too  shall  rise  ; 
No  more  precarious  passion's  slave, 

Nor  error's  sacrifice. 

'Tis  but  a  sleep— and  Sion's  King 

Will  call  the  many  dead  ; 
*Tis  but  a  sleep — and  then  we  sing 

O'er  dreams  of  sorrow  fled. 
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Yes !  wintry  winds  have  ceased  to  blow. 
And  trembling  leaves  appear, 

And  Nature  has  her  types  to  show 
Throughout  the  varying  year. 


GEORGE  CROLY,  LL.D. 

GBORCB  CROLY  was  bora  in  DubUn,  In  ztSx,  and  was  edocated  at  Trinity  College.  He  took 
orders  in  the  Church,  but  was  for  many  years  deroted  to  literary  pursuits.  He  was  an  early 
contributor  to  Biadtwo«d't  MagoMtne.  His  more  considerable  poems  are  **  Paris  in  xiixs** 
and  the  "Angel  of  the  World;"  his  more  popular  works  of  fiction  are  "Talesof  the  Great  St. 
Bernard."  *' Salathiel,'*  and  "Marston."  His  other  principal  publicatioos  are  a  "Life  of 
Edmund  Burke,"  "  Life  of  King  George  IV./'  and  a  work  on  the  Apocalypse.  In  18135,  I^ord 
Brougham  secured  for  Dr.  Croly  the  united  living  of  St.  Bene^  Sherehog  with  Sc  Stephen's, 
Walbrook.  His  death  took  place,  suddenly,  in  London,  on  the  24th  November,  t86ow  in  his 
80th  year.  In  1854.  Dr.  Croly  published  "  Psalms  and  Hymns  for  Public  Worship.*  ztaio. 
Of  these  compositions,  ten  psalms  and  an  equal  number  of  hymns  were  wxittea  by  him- 
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THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 

Teach  us,  Almighty  Lord,  this  day 

Thy  mercies  to  proclaim  ; 
Teach  us  with  heart  and  lip  to  pray, 

"  AU  hallowM  be  Thy  Name." 

Grant  that  as  we  our  wrongs  forgive. 

Our  faults  may  be  forgiven  ; 
And  daily  may  our  souls  receive 

The  bread  that  comes  from  heaven. 

Grant  that  our  hearts  no  more  may  ]rield 

To  sin  and  Satan's  power ; 
But  make  Thy  word  our  sword  and  shield. 

In  dark  temptation's  hour. 

Grant  that  Thou  mayst  be  worshipped  here 

As  angels  worship  Thee, — 
In  love  that  casteth  out  all  fear, 

TUl  earth  shall  bow  the  knee. 
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Wben  shall  we  see  tlie  ooming  sign  ? 

When  hear  the  tmmpet  blofWD, 
Whidi  makes  earth's  kingdoms  all  be  Thine, 

The  nniTerse  Thy  throne  ? 


SPIRITUAL  GUIDANCE. 

Blxst  be  the  day,  all  gracious  Lord, 
Which  Thou  to  man  hast  given, 

To  sing  Thy  praise,  and  hear  Thy  word, 
And  fix  his  heart  on  heaven. 

And  while  beneath  Thy  sacred  roof 

We  join  in  humble  prayer, 
May  every  thought  be  kept  aloof 

Unfit  to  enter  there. 

Teach  us  on  earth,  however  tried, 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  still ; 

To  make  Thy  law  our  only  guide, — 
Thy  will  our  only  will. 

Teach  us  to  keep  our  conscience  pure, 

Our  heart  without  a  stain  ; 
Our  hope  unclouded,  faith  secure. 

Till  death  dissolves  our  chain.        *^ 


SUPPLICATION. 
*'  If  we  live  in  the  Spirit,  let  us  also  walk  in  the  Spirit.  —Cal.  v.  35. 

Spirit  of  God  !  descend  upon  my  heart ; 

Wean  it  from  earth  ;  dirough  all  its  pulses  move ; 
Stoop  to  my  weakness,  mighty  as  Thou  art, 

And  make  me  love  Thee  as  I  ought  to  love. 

I  ask  no  dream,  no  prophet-ecstasies  ; 

No  sudden  rending  of  the  veil  of  clay  ; 
No  angel-visitant,  no  opening  skies  ; 

But  take  the  dimness  of  my  soul  away. 
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Hast  Thou  not  bid  us  love  Thee,  God  and  King? 

All,  all  Thine  own — soul,  heart,  and  strength,  and  mi 
I  see  Thy  cross — there  teach  my  heart  to  ding : 

O  let  me  seek  Thee,  and  O  let  me  find  ! 

Teach  me  to  feel  that  Thou  art  always  nigh ; 

Teach  me  the  struggles  of  the  soul  to  bear  ; 
To  check  the  rising  doubt,  the  rebel  sigh  ; 

Teach  me  the  patience  of  unanswered  prayer. 

Teach  me  to  love  Thee  as  Thine  angels  love, 
One  holy  passion  filling  all  my  frame  ; 

The  baptism  of  the  heaven-descended  Dove, 
My  heart  an  altar,  and  Thy  love  the  flame. 


A  DIRGE. 

Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 
Here  the  evil  and  the  just. 
Here  the  youthfiil  and  the  old. 
Here  the  fearful  and  the  bold. 
Here  the  matron  and  the  maid. 
In  one  silent  bed  are  laid  ; 
Here  the  vassal  and  the  king 
Side  by  side  lie  withering ; 
Here  the  sword  and  sceptre  rust — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 

Age  on  age  shall  roll  along 
O'er  this  pale  and  mighty  throng  ; 
Those  that  wept  them,  those  that  weep. 
All  shall  with  these  sleepers  sleep  ; 
Brothers,  sisters  of  the  worm, 
Summer's  sun,  or  winter's  storm. 
Song  of  peace,  or  battle's  roar, 
Ne'er  shall  break  their  slumbers  more  ; 
Death  shall  keep  his  solemn  trust — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 
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But  a  day  Is  coming  &st, 
£aith,  thy  mightiest  and  thy  last ; 
It  shall  come  in  iear  and  wonder, 
Heralded  by  trump  and  thunder ; 
It  shall  come  in  strife  and  toil ; 
It  shall  come  in  blood  and  spoil ; 
It  shall  come  in  empire's  groans. 
Burning  temples,  trampled  thrones. 
Then,  Ambition,  rue  thy  lust ! 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  1 

Then  shall  come  the  judgment  sign, — 
In  the  east  the  King  shall  shine  ; 
Flashing  from  heaven's  golden  gate, 
Thousand  thousands  round  His  state  ; 
Spirits  with  the  crown  and  plume. 
Tremble  then,  thou  sullen  tomb  ! 
Heaven  shall  open  on  our  sight. 
Earth  be  tum'd  to  living  light, 
Kingdoms  of  the  ransom'd  just — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 

Then  shall,  gorgeous  as  a  gem. 
Shine  thy  mount,  Jerusalem  ; 
Tlien  shall  in  the  desert  rise 
Fruits  of  more  than  Paradise  ; 
Earth  by  angel-feet  be  trod, 
One  great  garden  of  her  God  ; 
Till  are  dried  the  martyr's  tears 
Through  a  glorious  thousand  years. 
Now  in  hope  of  Him  we  trust — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 
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SAMUEL  GROSSMAN. 

SamUBL  Grossman  was  soa  of  Samuel  Croasman.  of  Bradfidd  Mooachomm,  St 
was  born  in  1634.    He  became  Bachelor  of  Divinity  at  Cambridge,  and  obtained  a 
stall  in  Bristol  Cathedral.    He  is  author  of  a  number  of  separate  discourses,  and 
volume  of  counsels  addressed  to  young^  men.  He  published  nine  hymns,  which  have  L 
reprinted  by  Mr.  Sedgwick.    His  death  took  place  on  the  4th  February,  1683,  and  hi 
were  interred  in  the  south  aisle  of  Bristol  CathedraL 


HEAVEN.* 

FIRST  PART. 

Sweet  place !  sweet  place  alone  I 

The  court  of  God  most  high  ; 
The  heaven  of  heavens,  the  throne 
Of  spotless  Majesty : 

Oh,  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  fece  ? 

The  stranger  homeward  bends, 

And  sigheth  for  his  rest : 
Heaven  is  my  home,  my  friends 

Lodge  there  in  Abraham's  breast. 
Oh,  happy  place  I  etc. 

Earth's  but  a  sorry  tent, 

Pitch'd  for  a  few  frail  days, 
A  short -leased  tenement ; 

Heaven's  still  my  song,  my  praise. 
Oh,  happy  place !  etc. 

No  tears  from  any  eyes 

Drop  in  that  holy  choir  ; 
But  death  itself  there  dies, 

And  sighs  themselves  expire. 

Oh,  happy  place !  etc. 

*  The  first  edition  contained  an  additiotial  stanza,  but  it  was  omittec 
author  in  all  subsequent  editions. 
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Tboe  dionld  tenpUUcmi  cxu^ 
Mr  ftalltici  there  sbonkt  ad ; 

There  ihonld  I  tc*t  In  peux. 
In  th'  umi  of  my  bat  Friend. 
Oh,  happy  place  I  etc 


SECOND  PART. 


Mjr  tone  "^  <^l7  ^  i 

My  home  witene'ei  1  die. 

The  centre  of  ay  bUss. 

Oh,  happy  place  t  etc 

Thy  walls,  sweet  city  '.  thine 
With  pearls  are  garnished  ; 

Thy  gates  with  piaises  shine, 
Thy  streets  with  gold  are  spread. 
Oh,  happy  place !  etc. 

No  saa  by  day  shines  there, 
Nor  moon  by  silent  night ; 

Oh,  no  I  these  needless  are  ; 
The  Lamb's  the  city's  light. 

Oh,  happy  place !  etc. 

There  dwells  my  Lord,  ray  King, 
Judged  here  unfit  to  live  ; 

There  angels  to  Him  ^ng. 
And  lowly  homage  give. 

Oh,  happy  place  t  etc. 

The  patriarchs  of  old 

There  from  their  traveli  cease ; 
The  prophets  there  behold 

HieiT  long'd-for  Prince  of  peace. 

Oh,  happy  place  1  etc. 

The  Lamb's  apostles  there 
I  might  with  joy  beholi^  ; 

The  harpen  1  might  hear 
Harping  on  harps  of  guld. 

Oh,  happy  place!  etc. 
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The  bleeding  martyrs,  they, 
Within  those  coarts  are  found  ; 

ClothM  in  pure  array. 
Their  scars  with  glory  crown'd. 
Oh,  happy  place  !  eta 

Ah,  me !  ah,  me  !  that  I 

In  Kedar's  tents  here  stay  ; 
No  place  like  this  on  high  ; 
Thither,  Lord,  guide  my  way. 
Oh,  happy  place  ! 
When  shall  I  be. 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  face  ? 


THOMAS  DALK 

AN  accomplished  poet  and  eloquent  preacher,  Thomas  Dalb,  was  bom  at  Pent 
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Beckenham.  His  first  preferment  was  to  the  curacy  of  St  Michael's,  Cornhill,  Lond* 
iSaS,  he  became  Professor  of  English  Literature  in  the  London  University.  From  1831 
he  held  a  similar  office  in  Khig's  College,  London.  He  was  appointed,  in  xSj^  to  the  ri 
of  St.  Bride,  Fleet  Street.  In  1843,  he  obtained  a  canoniy  in  St  Paul's,  and  in  other  thre 
he  was  preferred  to  the  vicarage  of  St  Pancras.  In  x86i,  he  resigned  this  living,  00  his  act 
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other  works. 


WEEP  NOT  FOR  ME. 

When  the  spark  of  life  is  waning. 

Weep  not  for  me  ; 
When  the  languid  eye  is  straining. 

Weep  not  for  me. 
When  the  feeble  pulse  is  ceasing, 
Start  not  at  its  swift  decreasing, 
'Tis  the  fettered  soul's  releasing ; 

Weep  not  for  me. 
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When  the  pangs  of  death  assail  me^ 

Weep  not  for  me ; 
Christ  is  mine,  He  cannot  fail  me, 

Weep  not  for  me. 
Yes,  though  sin  and  doubt  endeavoor 
From  His  love  my  soul  to  sever, 
Jesus  is  my  strength  for  ever ; 

Weep  not  for  me. 

WEEP  NOT  FOR  HIM.* 

Dear  as  thou  wert,  and  justly  dear. 

We  will  not  weep  for  thee  ; 
One  thought  shall  check  the  starting  tear, — 

It  is,  that  thou  art  free. 
And  thus  shall  £uth*s  consoling  power 

The  tears  of  love  restrain  ; 
Oh,  who  that  saw  thy  parting  hour 

Could  wish  thee  here  again  7 

Triumphant  in  thy  closing  eye 

The  hope  of  glory  shone  ; 
Joy  breathed  in  thine  expiring  sigh 

To  think  the  fight  was  won. 
Gently  the  passing  spirit  fied. 

Sustained  by  grace  Divine ; 
Oh,  may  such  grace  on  me  be  shed. 

And  make  my  end  like  thine  ! 

HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN. 
{ConiribuUd.) 

Thine  is  the  spacious  earth,  O  God, 

And  Thine  the  boundless  sea  ; 
By  Thee  the  heavens  were  stretch'd  abroad. 

The  mountains  fix'd  by  Thee. 
Thou  speakest — and  the  whirlwinds  rise  ; 

Tliou  speakest — all  is  still ; 
And  lightnings  glance  along  the  skies, 

Or  vanish  at  Thy  will. 

A  dbge,  sung  by  the  village  minstrel  in  Mr.  Dale's  "Widow  of  Main." 
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What  then  is  man,  and  what  are  we 

That  thus  we  seek  to  raise 
An  altar  in  our  hearts  to  Thee, 

And  from  our  lips  Thy  praise  ? 
Can  there  be  room  for  infant  strains 

Where  kindling  seraphs  fUune  ? 
There  can — there  will,  for  Jesus  reigns. 

And  bids  us  bear  His  name. 


Meekly  in  that  blest  name  we  bow 

To  Thee,  Almighty  Lord ; 
Nor  dread  avenging  lightnings  now, 

Nor  fear  the  flaming  sword. 
He  lived  to  bless,  and  died  to  save ; 

And  light  by  Him  is  given 
To  guide  our  passage  to  the  grave. 

And  through  the  grave  to  heaven. 

And  they,  by  whom  the  wisdom  came 

That  raised  our  hopes  above  ; 
They,  who  fiilfillM  in  Jesus*  name 

A  ministry  of  love  ; 
May  they  unite  in  that  glad  strain  ; 

With  those  bright  eyes  adore ; 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain. 

But  lives  for  evermore." 
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THOMAS  DAVIS,  M.A. 
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ds  DaviA*  D.D..  vM  rector.  He  ctudied  at  Queen's  College.  Oxford,  where  he  graduated 
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loa,  stsSijxmo;  "Songs  for  the  Suffering.**  London.  1859,  8vo. ;  and  "  Hymns  Old  and 
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bryiaa,  by  Ae  author. 

LOVE  AND  FEAR. 

The  mighty  God  who  rules  abore, 
He  is  thy  Father  :  oh,  with  love, 

Confiding  love,  draw  near  : 
Thy  Father  is  the  mighty  God 
Who  spread  the  firmament  abroad  : 

Approach  with  holy  fear. 

Thy  love  should  be  the  child's,  that  knows 
The  sweetness  of  secure  repose 

Upon  a  father's  breast ; 
Thy  fear,  the  feeling  pure  and  deep, 
That  prompts  him  watchfully  to  keep 

Meet  for  that  place  of  rest. 

Oh,  watch  and  pray  that  both  may  be 
In  holy  union  found  in  thee  ; 

And  thou  shalt  soon  adore 
Thy  God  and  Father  face  to  face, 
Where  love,  in  its  own  native  place. 

Reveres  for  evermore. 


DEATH  CONQUERED. 

Shall  I  fear,  O  earth,  thy  bosom, 
Shrink  and  faint  to  lay  me  there, 

Whence  the  fragrant,  lovely  blossom 
Springs  to  gladden  earth  and  air  ? 
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Whence  the  tree,  the  brook,  the  river. 
Soft  clouds  floating  in  the  sky. 

All  fair  things  come  whispering  erer. 
Of  the  love  Divine  on  high  ? 

Yea,  whence  One  arose  victorious. 
O'er  the  darkness  of  the  grave; 

His  strong  arm  revealing,  glorious 
In  its  might  Divine  to  save. 

No,  fair  earth  !  a  tender  mother 

Tliou  hast  been,  and  yet  canst  be  ; 
And  through  Him,  my  Lord  and  Brother, 
Sweet  shall  be  my  rest  in  thee  ! 


SAMUEL  DAVIES. 

SAMUEL  DAVIBS  was  born  at  Newcastle,  Delaware,  U.  S..  on  the  jrd  Norember.  1724.  After 
exercising^  his  gifts  for  some  years  as  a  preacher  of  the  Presbsrterian  Church,  he  was,  in  1759, 
appointed  President  of  New  Jersey  College.  He  died  on  the  4th  Febraary.  1761.  His  hymns 
were  published  in  1769,  under  the  care  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  T.  Gibbons. 


THE  PARDONING  GOD. 
Micah  vii.  x8. 

Great  God  of  wonders  I  all  Thy  ways 
Are  matchless,  godlike,  and  Divine  ; 

But  the  fair  glories  of  Thy  grace 
More  godlike  and  unrivall'd  shine  : 

Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 

Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

Crimes  of  such  horror  to  forgive. 
Such  guilty,  daring  worms  to  spare  ; 

This  is  Thy  grand  prerogative. 

And  none  shall  in  the  honour  share  : 

Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 

Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 
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Angels  and  men  resign  your  claim 

To  pity,  mercy,  love,  and  grace  ; 
These  glories  crown  Jehovah's  name 

With  an  incomparable  blaze  : 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

In  wonder  lost,  with  trembling  joy. 

We  take  the  pardon  of  our  God, 
Pardon  for  crimes  of  deepest  dye  ; 

A  pardon  bought  with  Jesu's  blood  : 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

O  may  this  strange,  this  matchless  grace. 

This  godlike  miracle  of  love, 
Fill  the  wide  earth  with  grateful  praise. 

And  all  the  angelic  choirs  above  : 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 


JAMES  GEORGE  DECK. 

,^j,f  ES  GEORGE  Deck  is  the  eldest  son  of  the  late  John  Deck,  Esq.,  of  Bury  St.  Edmunds. 
l^  hdil  a  commission  in  the  army.  For  some  years  he  has  been  settled  in  New  Zealand.  He 
author  of  a  religious  memoir,  entitled  "Joy  in  Departin>f."  He  has  written  a  numt>er  of 
Ytno'i.  Several  of  these  are  contained  in  "  Hymns  for  the  Poor  of  the  Flock,"  1838,  a  collc;- 
i^a  of  the  Plymouth  Brethren,  to  which,  it  is  understood,  they  were  contributed  by  the 
rritcr. 

HYMN  TO  JESUS. 

O  Lord,  when  we  the  path  retrace 

Which  Thou  on  earth  hast  trod, 
To  man  Thy  wondrous  love  and  grace. 

Thy  faithfulness  to  God  : — 

Thy  love  by  man,  so  sorely  tried, 
Proved  stronger  than  the  grave  ; 

The  very  spear  that  pierced  Thy  side 
Drew  forth  the  blood  to  save. 
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Faithful  amidst  unfaithfulness, 
*  Midst  darkness  only  light, 

Thou  didst  Thy  Father's  name  confess. 
And  in  His  will  delight 

Unmoved  by  Satan's  subtle  wiles, 
Or  suffering,  shame,  and  loss ; 

Thy  path  uncheer'd  by  earthly  smiles. 
Led  only  to  the  cross. 

O  Lord,  with  sorrow  and  with  shame. 
We  meekly  would  confess. 

How  little  we  who  bear  Thy  name. 
Thy  mind,  Thy  ways  express. 

Give  us  Thy  meek.  Thy  lowly  mind  : 

We  would  obedient  be ; 
And  all  our  rest  and  pleasure  find, 

In  fellowship  with  Thee. 


FAITH  AND  COMMUNION. 

When  first  o'erwhelmed  with  sin  and  shame. 
To  Jesus'  cross  I  trembling  came, 
Burden'd  with  guilt,  and  full  of  fear, 
Yet  drawn  by  love,  I  ventured  near. 
Pardon  I  found,  and  peace  with  God, 

In  Jesu's  rich,  atoning  blood. 

• 
My  sin  is  gone,  my  fears  are  o'er, 
I  shun  His  presence  now  no  more  ; 
He  sits  upon  the  throne  of  grace. 
He  bids  me  boldly  seek  His  face  ; 
Sprinkled  upon  the  throne  of  God, 
I  see  that  rich,  atoning  blood. 

Before  His  face  my  Priest  appears  ; 
My  Advocate,  the  Father  hears  : 
That  precious  blood,  before  His  eyes, 
Both  day  and  night,  for  mercy  cries  ? 
It  speaks,  it  ever  speaks  to  God — 
The  voice  of  that  atoning  blood. 
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By  fidth  tliat  voice  I  also  hear ; 
It  answers  doabt,  it  stills  each  fear  : 
Th*  accuser  seeks  in  vain  to  move 
The  wrath  of  Him  whose  name  is  Love ; 
Each  charge  against  the  sons  of  God 
Is  silenced  by  th*  atoning  blood. 

Here  I  can  rest  without  a  fear ; 

By  this,  to  God  I  now  draw  near ; 

By  this,  I  triumph  over  sin. 

For  this  has  made,  and  keeps  me  clean ; 

And  when  I  reach  the  throne  of  God, 

111  praise  that  rich,  atoning  blood. 


THE  LAMB  OF  GOD. 

Lamb  of  God  I  our  souls  adore  Thee, 

While  upon  Thy  face  we  gaze  : 
There  the  Father*s  love  and  glory 

Shine  in  all  their  brightest  rays  : 
Thine  Almighty  power  and  wisdom 

All  creation's  works  proclaim  : 
Heaven  and  earth  alike  confess  Thee, 

As  the  ever  great  "  I  am." 

Lamb  of  God  !  Thy  Father's  bosom 

Ever  was  Thy  dwelling-place  ; 
His  delight  in  Him  rejoicing. 

One  with  Him,  in  power  and  grace 
Oh,  what  wondrous  love  and  mercy  ! 

Thou  didst  lay  Thy  glory  by, 
And  for  us  didst  come  from  heaven 

As  the  Lamb  of  God  to  die. 

Lamb  of  God  I  when  we  behold  Thee 

Lowly  in  the  manger  laid  ; 
Wandering  as  a  homeless  stranger. 

In  the  world  Thy  hands  had  made  ; 
When  we  see  Thee  in  the  garden 

In  Thine  agony  of  blood — 
At  Thy  grace  we  are  confounded, 

Holy,  spotless,  Lamb  of  God  ! 
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When  we  see  Thee  as  the  victim. 

Bound  to  the  accursM  tree. 
For  our  guilt  and  sorrow  stricken. 

All  our  judgment  borne  by  Thee  : 
Lord,  we  own,  with  hearts  adoring, 

Thou  has  loved  us  unto  blood  ; 
Glory,  glory,  everlasting. 

Be  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  God  ! 


SIR  EDWARD   DENNY,  BART. 

Sir  Edward  Denny.  Bart.,  of  Tralee  Castle,  county  Kerry,  Ireland,  was  bom  on  the  and 
October,  1796.  Oa  the  death  of  his  father,  he  succeeded  as  fourth  baronet.  In  August,  1831. 
Sir  Edward  is  the  author  of  several  publicatioas  on  Scripture  prophedes.  cidefljr  in  reference 
to  the  miUennial  period.  In  1848,  he  published  "  Hjmms  and  Poems,"  London,  tasoa.  TUs 
woric  has  passed  into  a  second  edition.    Sir  Edward  resides  chiefly  in  London. 


THE  HEART  WATCHING  FOR  THE  MORNING. 

Light  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's  heart. 

Star  of  the  coming  day  I 
Arise,  and  with  Thy  morning  beams, 

Chase  all  our  griefs  away. 

Come,  blessM  Lord  !  bid  every  shore 

And  answering  island  sing 
The  praises  of  Thy  royal  name, 

And  own  Thee  as  their  King. 

Bid  the  whole  earth,  responsive  now 

To  the  bright  world  above. 
Break  forth  in  rapturous  strains  of  joy, 

In  memory  of  Thy  love. 

Lord,  Lord,  Thy  fair  creation  groans. 

The  air,  the  earth,  the  sea. 
In  unison  with  all  our  hearts, 

And  calls  aloud  for  Thee. 
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Come^  then,  with  all  Thy  qnkkeaing  power, 

With  one  awakening  smile, 
And  bid  the  serpent's  trail  no  more 

Thy  beauteous  realms  defile. 

Thine  was  the  cross,  with  all  iU  fimit 

Of  grace  and  peace  divine  ; 
Be  Thine  the  crown  of  glory  now, 

The  palm  of  victory  Thine. 


THE  MAN  OF  SORROWS. 

A  PILGRIM  throngh  this  lonely  world. 

The  blessed  Saviour  pass*d  ; 
A  mourner  all  His  life  was  He, 

A  dying  Lamb  at  last 

That  tender  heart  that  felt  for  all. 

For  all  its  life-blood  gave ; 
It  found  on  earth  no  resting-place, 

Save  only  in  the  grave. 

'  Such  was  our  Lord — and  shall  we  fear 

The  cross  with  all  its  scorn. 
Or  love  a  faithless,  evil  world 

That  wreathed  His  brow  with  thorn  ? 

No ;  feeing  all  its  frowns  or  smiles, 

Uke  Him  obedient  still. 
We  homeward  press,  through  storm  or  calm, 

To  yon  celestial  hill. 

In  tents  we  dwell  amid  the  waste. 

Nor  turn  aside  to  roam 
In  folly's  paths,  nor  seek  our  rest 

Where  Jesus  had  no  home. 

Dead  to  the  world,  with  Him  who  died 

To  win  our  hearts,  our  love  ; 
We,  risen  with  our  risen  Head, 

In  spirit  dwell  above. 
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By  &ith,  His  boundless  glories  there, 
Our  wond'ring  eyes  behold ; 

Those  glories  which  eternal  yean 
Shall  never  all  unfold. 

This  fills  our  hearts  with  deep  desire 
To  lose  ourselves  in  love, 

Bears  all  our  hopes  from  earth  away. 
And  fixes  them  above. 


THE  HEART  BIDDING  FAREWELL  TO  THE  WORLl 

Thou  vain,  deceitfiil  world,  farewell ! 

Thine  idle  joys  no  more  we  love ; 
By  faith  in  brighter  worlds  we  dwell, 

In  spirit  find  our  home  above. 

Jesus,  we  go  with  Thee,  to  taste 

Of  joy  supreme  that  never  dies; 
Our  feet  still  press  the  weary  waste. 

Our  heart,  our  home  are  in  the  skies. 

And  oh  !  while  unto  heaven's  high  hill 
The  toilsome  path  of  life  we  tread, 

Around  us,  loving  Father,  still 
Thy  circling  wings  of  mercy  spread. 

From  day  to  day,  from  hour  to  hour. 

Oh,  may  our  rising  spirits  prove 
The  strength  of  Thine  almighty  power. 

The  sweetness  of  Thy  saving  love. 


THE  CHURCH  CHEERED  WITH  THE  HOPE  OF 
HER  LORD'S  RETURN. 

Bride  of  the  Lamb,  awake  !  awake  ! 

Why  sleep  for  sorrow  now  ? 
The  hope  of  glory,  Christ  is  thine, 

A  child  of  glory  tliou. 
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Thjspirit,  throng  the  kmelynic^ 

From  earthly  joy  apart. 
Hath  sig^'d  for  one  that's  hx  away, — 

The  Bridegroom  of  thy  heart 

Bnt  see,  the  night  is  waning  fittt. 

The  breaking  mom  is  near, 
And  Jesus  comes  with  voice  of  lofe 

Thy  drooping  heart  to  cheer. 

He  comes,  for  oh.  His  yearning  heart 

No  more  can  bear  delay, 
To  scenes  of  fnll  unmingled  joy. 

To  call  His  Bride  away. 

This  earth,  the  scene  of  all  His  woe, 

A  homeless  wild  to  thee, 
Full  soon  upon  His  heavenly  throne 

Its  rightful  King  shall  see. 

Thou  too  shalt  reign.  He  will  not  wear 

His  crown  of  joy  alone; 
And  earth  His  royal  Bride  shall  see 

Beside  Him  on  the  throne. 

Then  weep  no  more ;  *tis  all  thine  own — 

His  crown,  His  joy  Divine ; 
And,  sweeter  far  than  all  beside. 

He, .  He  Himself  is  thine. 


REST  FOR  THE  WEARY. 

Where,  in  this  waste,  milovely  world. 

May  weary  hearts,  opprest 
With  thoughts  of  sorrows  yet  to  come, 

In  calm  assurance  rest  ? 

In  Him  who,  of  the  Father's  love, 

The  gracious  herald  came, 
Of  mercy  to  a  guilty  world, 

Of  blessing  through  His  name. 
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In  Him  who,  with  unsullied  feet 

And  guileless  spirit,  trod 
The  paths  of  this  unquiet  earth, 

In  solitude  with  God. 

In  Jesus  who,  ascended  now, 
Looks  backward  on  the  past. 

Feels  for  His  suflf'ring  members  here, 
And  loves  us  to  the  last 

*Tis  only  in  His  changeless  love, 
Our  waiting  spirits,  blest 

With  the  sweet  hope  of  glory,  find 
Their  dwelling-place  of  rest 

In  the  same  track  where  He  of  old 

The  dreary  desert  trod, 
Led  onward  by  His  grace,  we  leara 

The  fulness  of  our  God. 

» 

LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS. 

Children  of  light,  arise  and  shine! 
Your  birth,  your  hopes  are  all  divine ; 

Your  home  is  in  the  skies  ; 
Oh,  then,  for  heavenly  glory  bom. 
Look  down  on  all  with  holy  scorn 

That  earthly  spirits  prize. 

With  Christ,  with  glory  full  in  view. 
Oh,  what  is  all  the  world  to  you  ? 

What  is  it  all  but  loss? 
Come  on,  then,  cleave  no  more  to  earth, 
Nor  wrong  your  high  celestial  birth, 

Ye  pilgrims  of  the  cross  I 

The  cross  is  ours  ;  we  bear  it  now ; 
But  did  not  He  beneath  it  bow, 

And  suflfer  there  at  last  ? 
All  that  we  feel  can  Jesus  tell ; 
His  gracious  soul  remembers  well 

The  soirows  of  the  past. 
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O  blessid  Lord,  we  yet  shall  reign, 
Redeemed  firom  sorrow,  sin,  and  pain, 

And  walk  with  Thee  in  white. 
We  suffer  now,  but  oh,  at  last 
We'll  bless  Thee,  Lord,  for  all  the  past. 

And  own  our  cross  was  light. 


DAVID  DICKSON. 

A  DZSTXXCUISHRD  Presbyterian  minister,  David  Dickson,  wu  bora  at  Glasgow,  in  1583. 
la  <6x8»  be  was  ordained  minister  of  Irvine ;  in  16401  he  became  Professor  of  Divinity  at 
Olasf^w  ;  and.  after  an  interval  of  ten  years,  he  was  preferred  to  the  Chair  of  Theology  in  the 
ITnzverwty  of  Edinburi^h.  He  was  deprived  of  his  office  at  the  Restoration,  for  refusing  the 
r^t'ti  of  supremacy.  His  death  took  place  in  1663.  Dickson  published  commentanes  on 
variotts  portions  of  Scripture,  and  other  theological  works.  The  well-known  hymn,  "  O  Mother 
dear,  Jerusalem,'*  presented  here  in  an  abridged  form,  was  adapted  by  him  from  an  older 
ver^ioo,  of  which  the  author^p  is  unknown. 


THE  NEW  JERUSALEM. 

O  MOTHER  dear,  Jerusalem  ! 

When  shall  I  come  to  thee  ? 
When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end, 

Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  ? 
O  happy  harbour  of  God's  saints  ! 

O  sweet  and  pleasant  soil  I 
In  thee  no  sorrow  may  be  found. 

No  grie^  no  care,  no  toil ! 

In  thee  no  sickness  is  at  all. 

No  hurt,  nor  any  sore  ; 
There  is  no  death,  nor  ugly  sight. 

But  life  for  evermore. 
No  dimmish  clouds  overshadow  thee, 

No  dull  nor  darksome  night  1 
But  every  soul  shines  as  the  sun. 

For  God  Himself  gives  light. 
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The  houses  are  of  ivoiy. 

The  windows  crystal  dear. 
Thy  streets  are  laid  with  beaten  gold. 

Where  angels  do  appear. 
Thy  walls  are  made  of  predons  stones, 

Thy  bulwarks  diamond  square  ; 
Thy  gates  are  made  of  orient  pearl, 

O  God !  if  I  were  there. 


There  love  and  diarity  do  reign,         ^ 

And  Christ  is  all  in  all ; 
Whom  they  most  perfectly  behold 

In  glory  spiritual. 
They  love,  they  praise,  they  praise,  they  love. 

They  "Holy,  holy,"  cry; 
They  neither  toil,  nor  faint,  nor  end. 

But  laud  continually. 


O  passing  happy  were  my  state 
Might  I  be  worthy  found, 

To  wait  upon  my  God  and  King, 
His  praises  there  to  sound  ! 


With  cherubim  and  seraphim. 

And  holy  souls  of  men. 
To  sing  Thy  praise,  O  God  of  hosts. 

For  ever,  and  amen  I 


The  precedinj;  hymn  is  better  known  in  the  altered  form  which  we  subjoin.  Into  this  shape 
it  has  been  rendered  through  the  instrumentality  of  different  hands,  several  of  which  ore  not 
precisely  known.  In  its  modem  form,  the  hymn  first  appeared  in  a  little  work,  entitled  "  A 
Help  and  Guide  to  Christian  Families."  published  in  1693.  by  the  Rev.  WlUiam  BuridtL 
Buridtt  was  bom  on  the  25th  July,  1650.  He  became  Vicar  of  Dedham,  F/wcx,  and  died 
In  xTtq. 

HEAVENLY  JERUSALEM. 

Jerusalem  I  my  happy  home  ! 

Name  ever  dear  to  me  ! 
When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 
^  In  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee  ? 
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When  dtfJ]  these  eyes  diy  heaTen-binlt  walk 

And  peariy  gates  behold  ? 
Thy  bulwarks^  with  salvation  strong 

And  streets  of  shming  gold  ? 

O  wheiiy  than  city  of  iny  God, 

Shall  I  thy  comts  asoend« 
Where  congf^ations  ne*cr  break  up. 

And  Sabbaths  have  no  end  ? 

There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bkxwi. 

Nor  sin,  nor  sorrow  know  ; 
Blest  seats  !  throng  rude  and  stonny  scenes, 

I  onward  press  to  yon. 

Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe, 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view. 

And  realms  of  endless  day. 

Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets  there, 

Aroimd  my  Saviour  stand  ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 

Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home  I 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Then  shall  my  labours  have  an  end. 

When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 
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WILLIAM   CHATTERTON   DDL 

William  CHATTERTOIf  DIX  wms  born  at  Bristtd.  in  Jane;  t^jff.  His  ftAor.  Jcdm  Diz, 
originally  a  sui^eon  in  that  city,  was  a  person  of  mach  Ingenuity  and  Bterary  taste.  He  pub* 
Ushed  a  life  of  Chatterton,  the  "  Local  Lq^ends  of  Bristol,'*  "  Lays  of  Rome."  and  other 
works ;  he  died  lately  in  America.  The  subject  of  this  notice  was  educated  at  Bristol 
Gramnur  School,  and  was  bred  to  mercantOe  pursuits.  During  the  last  four  years,  he  has 
resided  in  Glajigow ;  he  holds  a  respectable  appointment  in  a  Marine  Insurance  Office.  Mr. 
Dix  has  published  a  number  of  ioo-ed  and  other  lyrics  in  TJke  ff'esterm  DaHy  Press  new*' 
paper,  and  is  author  of  a  small  poetical  volume.  The  following  hymn  was  cootributed  by  him 
to  "  Hymns  Ancient  and  Modem ;"  it  is  here  reprodnced  with  the  permiaaioii  of  ttie  editor  of 
that  worlc. 


EPIPHANY. 

As  with  gladness  men  of  old 
Did  the  guiding  star  behold  ; 
As  with  joy  they  hailed  its  light. 
Leading  onward,  beaming  bright : 
So,  most  gracious  Lord,  may  we 
Evermore  be  led  to  Thee. 

As  with  joyful  steps  they  sped 
To  that  lowly  manger-bed  ; 
There  to  bend  the  knee  before 
Him  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore  ; 
So  may  we  with  willing  feet. 
Ever  seek  the  mercy-seat. 

As  they  offered  gifts  most  rare 
At  that  manger  rude  and  bare ; 
So  may  we  with  holy  joy. 
Pure,  and  free  from  sin's  alloy, 
All  our  costliest  treasures  bring, 
Christ,  to  Thee,  our  heaVenly  King. 

Holy  Jesus  !  every  day 
Keep  us  in  the  narrow  way  ; 
And,  when  earthly  things  are  past, 
Bring  our  ransomed  souls  at  last 
Where  they  need  no  star  to  guide, 
"Where  no  clouds  Thy  glory  hide. 
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In  the  heavenly  country  bright 
Need  they  no  created  light ; 
Thou,  its  light,  its  joy,  its  crown. 
Thou,  its  sun  which  goes  not  down  ; 
There  for  ever,  may  we  sing 
Alleluias  to  our  King. 


PHILIP  DODDRIDGE,  D.D. 

PHIUP  Doddridge  was  bom  In  London,  on  the  a6di  June,  170X  Educated  in  an  academy 
at  Kibworth.  and  afterwanis  at  Hinckley,  he  entered  the  ministry  in  173a.  In  the  foUowin^; 
year,  be  was  settled  at  Kibwoith.  In  1739,  he  removed  to  Northampton.  Havin);  contracted 
as  fDacss,  in  December,  1750,  he  proceeded  to  the  south  of  Europe  to  try  the  benefits  of  a 
warmer  r*^"*****  He  died  at  Lisbon,  on  the  a6th  October,  17$!.  Dr.  Doddridge  is  well  kno«-n 
as  the  authcH'  of  '*  The  Rise  and  Projfress  of  Reli^non  in  the  Soul,"  the  "  Family  rxpi)^it>r  of 
rhe  New  Testament,"  and  the  "  Life  of  Colonel  Gardiner."  His  hymns,  numbering  375,  were 
publifhed  subsequent  to  his  decease,  by  Mr.  Job  Orton,  his  friend  and  biographer.  The 
foOowinff  have  been  transcribed  from  an  edition  of  Dr.  Drxldridgc's  hymns,  published  by  his 
great- grandson,  John  Doddridge  Humphreys.  Esq.,  London,  1819,  36mo. 


SALVATION. 

Awake,  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes. 

And  lift  your  voices  high  ; 
Awake,  and  praise  that  sovereign  love. 

That  shows  salvation  nigh. 

On  all  the  wings  of  time  it  flies  : 
Each  moment  brings  it  near  ; 

Then  welcome  each  declining  day  1 
Welcome  each  closing  year ! 

Not  many  years  their  round  shall  run. 

Nor  many  mornings  rise, 
Ere  all  its  glories  stand  reveal'd 

To  our  admiring  eyes. 

Ve  wheels  of  nature,  speed  your  course  ; 

Ye  mortal  powers  decay  ; 
Fast  as  ye  bring  the  night  of  death. 

Ye  bring  eternal  day. 


.arir"' 
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GRACE. 

Grace  1  *tis  a  charming  sound, 

Harmonious  to  mine  ear; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 

And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

Grace  first  contrived  a  way 

To  save  rebellious  man ; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 

Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

Grace  taught  my  wandering  feet 
To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 

And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet. 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown 
Through  everlasting  days ; 

It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  RACE. 

Awake,  my  soul !  stretch  every  nerve. 
And  press  with  vigour  on  : 

A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  real. 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

A  cloud  of  witnesses  around. 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey  : 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod. 

And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

*Tis  God's  all-animating  voice. 
That  calls  thee  from  on  high  ; 

'Tis  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye. 

That  prize  with  peerless  glories  bright. 
Which  shall  new  lustre  boast. 

When  victors*  wreaths  and  monarchs*  gems 
Shall  blend  in  common  dust. 
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Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 

Have  I  my  race  b^un  ; 
And  crown'd  with  victory,  at  Thy  £eet 

ni  lay  my  honours  down. 


FOR  NEW-YEAR'S  DAY. 

Eternal  Source  of  every  joy  I 
Well  may  Thy  praise  our  lips  employ, 
While  in  Thy  temple  we  appear, 
Whose  goodness  crowns  the  circling  year. 

While,  as  the  wheels  of  nature  roll. 
Thy  hand  supports  the  steady  pole  ; 
The  sun  is  taught  by  Thee  to  rise. 
And  darkness  when  to  veil  the  skies. 

The  flowery  spring  at  Thy  command 
Embalms  the  air,  and  paints  the  land  ; 
The  summer  rays  with  vigour  shine, 
To  raise  the  com  and  cheer  the  vine. 

Thy  hand  in  autumn  richly  pours 
Through  all  our  coasts  redundant  stores  ; 
And  winter,  soften'd  by  Thy  cares. 
No  more  a  face  of  horror  wears. 

Seasons,  and  months,  and  weeks,  and  days, 
Demand  successive  songs  of  praise  ; 
Still  be  the  cheerful  homage  paid 
With  opening  light  and  closing  shade. 

Here  in  Thy  house  shall  incense  rise, 
As  circling  Sabbaths  bless  our  eyes  ; 
And  still  we  make  Thy  mercies  known. 
Around  Thy  board,  and  round  our  own. 

O  may  our  more  harmonious  tongues 
In  worlds  unknown  pursue  these  songs  ; 
And  in  those  brighter  courts  adore. 
Where  days  and  years  revolve  no  more. 
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ON  OPENING  A  PLACE  OF  WORSHIP. 

And  will  the  great  eternal  God 
On  earth  establish  His  abode  ? 
And  will  He  from  His  radiant  throne 
Avow  our  temples  for  His  own  ? 

We  bring  the  tribute  of  our  praise, 
And  sing  that  condescending  grace, 
Which  to  our  notes  will  lend  an  ear. 
And  call  such  sinful  mortals  near. 

Our  Father's  watchful  care  we  bless. 
Which  guards  our  Churches  here  in  peace. 
That  no  tumultuous  foes  invade. 
To  make  our  trembling  souls  afraid. 

These  walls  we  to  Thine  honour  raise  ; 
Long  may  they  echo  with  Thy  praise  ; 
And  Thou,  descending,  fill  the  place 
With  choicest  tokens  of  Thy  grace. 

Here  let  the  great  Redeemer  reign 
With  all  the  virtues  of  His  train  ; 
While  power  divine  His  word  attends. 
To  conquer  foes,  and  cheer  His  friends. 

And  in  the  great  decisive  day, 
When  God  the  nations  shall  survey. 
May  it  before  the  world  appear 
That  crowds  were  born  to  glory  here. 


HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

God  of  my  life,  through  all  its  days 
My  grateful  powers  shall  sound  Thy  praise  ; 
The  song  sliall  wake  with  opening  light. 
And  warble  to  the  silent  night. 

When  anxious  cares  would  break  my  rest. 
And  griefs  would  tear  my  throbbing  breast. 
Thy  tuneful  praises  raised  on  high 
Shall  check  the  murmur  and  the  sigh. 
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When  death  o'er  nature  shall  prevail. 
And  all  the  powers  of  language  fail, 
Joy  through  my  swimming  eyes  shall  break. 
And  mean  the  thanks  I  cannot  ^>eak. 

But  oh  !  when  that  last  conflict's  o'er, 
And  I  am  chain'd  to  flesh  no  more, 
With  what  glad  accents  shall  I  rise, 
To  join  the  music  of  the  skies  I 

Soon  shall  I  learn  the  exalted  strains 
Which  echo  o'er  the  heavenly  plains ; 
And  emulate,  with  joy  imknown. 
The  glowing  seraphs  round  Thy  throne. 

The  cheerful  tribute  will  I  give, 
Long  as  a  deathless  soul  can  live ; 
A  work  so  sweet,  a  theme  so  high, 
Demands  and  crowns  eternity. 


DIVINE  MERCY. 

Great  Ruler  of  all  nature's  frame, 

We  own  Thy  power  divine  ; 
We  hear  Thy  breath  in  every  storm, 

For  all  the  winds  are  Thine. 

Wide  as  they  sweep  their  sounding  way 

They  work  Thy  sovereign  will ; 
And,  awed  by  Thy  majestic  voice, 

Confusion  shall  be  stilL 

Thy  mercy  tempers  every  blast 

To  them  that  seek  Thy  face. 
And  mingles  with  the  tempest's  roar 

The  whispers  of  Thy  grace. 

Those  gentle  whispers  let  me  hear, 

Till  all  the  tumult  cease  ; 
And  gales  of  paradise  shall  lull 

My  weaiy  soul  to  peace. 

0  2 
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GOD  IN  PROVIDENCE. 

O  God  of  Jacob,  by  whose  hand 

Thine  Israel  still  is  fed, 
Who  through  this  weary  pilgrimage 

Hath  all  our  fathers  led  ; 

To  Thee  our  humble  vows  we  raise. 
To  Thee  address  our  prayer, 

And  in  Thy  kind  and  faithful  breast 
Deposit  all  our  care. 

If  Thou,  through  each  perplexing  path, 
Wilt  be  our  constant  guide  ; 

If  Thou  wilt  daily  bread  supply. 
And  raiment  wilt  provide  ; 

If  Thou  wilt  spread  Thy  shield  around, 
Till  these  our  wanderings  cease, 

And  at  our  Father's  loved  abode. 
Our  souls  arrive  in  peace  : 

To  Thee,  as  to  our  covenant  God, 

We  will  ourselves  resign  ; 
And  count,  that  not  our  tenth  alone, 

But  all  we  have  is  Thine. 


OUR  GREAT  HIGH-PRIEST. 

Now  let  our  cheerful  eyes  survey 
Our  great  High -Priest  above. 

And  celebrate  His  constant  care. 
His  sympathy  and  love. 

Though  raised  to  a  superior  throne, 
Where  angels  bow  around. 

And  high  o'er  all  the  heavenly  host. 
With  matchless  honour  crown'd, — 

The  names  of  all  His  saints  He  bears, 
Deep  graven  on  His  heart ; 

Nor  shall  the  meanest  Christian  say. 
That  he  hath  lost  his  part 
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Those  characters  shall  fidr  abide 

Our  ererlastiiig  trust. 
When  gems  and  monuments  and  crowns 

Are  moulder'd  down  to  dust 

So^  gradotts  SaTiour,  on  my  breast 

May  Thy  dear  name  be  worn, 
A  sacred  ornament  and  guard, 

To  endless  ages  borne. 


GOD  THE  LIGHT  OF  HIS  SAINTS. 

Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  fiuewell. 

With  all  your  feeble  light ; 
Farewell,  thou  ever-changing  moon. 

Pale  empress  of  the  night 

And  thou,  reiiilgent  orb  of  day, 

In  brighter  flames  array'd  ; 
My  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere, 

No  more  demands  thine  aid. 

Ye  stars  arc  but  the  shining  dust 

Of  my  Divine  abode, 
The  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts 

Where  I  shall  reign  with  God. 

The  Father  of  eternal  light 
Shall  there  His  beams  display, 

Nor  shall  one  moment's  darkness  mix 
With  that  unvaried  day. 

No  more  the  drops  of  piercing  grief 

Shall  swell  into  mine  eyes. 
Nor  the  meridian  sun  decline 

Amidst  those  brighter  skies. 

There  all  the  millions  of  His  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite, 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  view 

With  infinite  delight. 
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THE  WISE  CHOICE. 

Beset  with  snares  on  every  hand. 
In  life's  uncertain  path  I  stand  : 
Saviour  Divine,  diffuse  Thy  light 
To  guide  my  doubtful  footsteps  right 

Engage  this  roving,  treacherous  heart 

To  fix  on  Mary's  better  part ; 

To  scorn  the  trifles  of  a  day 

For  joys  that  none  can  take  away. 

Then  let  the  wildest  storms  arise  ; 
Let  tempests  mingle  earth  and  skies  ; 
No  fatal  shipwreck  shall  I  fear, 
But  all  my  treasures  with  me  bear. 

If  Thou,  my  Jesus,  still  be  nigh, 
Cheerfixl  I'll  live,  and  joyful  die  : 
Secure,  when  mortal  comforts  flee,    ^ 
To  find  ten  thousand  worlds  in  Thee. 


REJOICING  IN  OUR  COVENANT  WITH  GOD. 

O  HAPPY  day  that  fix'd  my  choice 
On  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God  : 

Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice. 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

O  happy  bond  that  seals  my  vows 
To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love  ! 

Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  His  house^ 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

'Tis  done  !  the  great  transaction's  done  ; 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine  : 
He  drew  me,  and  I  follow'd  on, 

Charm'd  to  confess  the  voice  Divine. 

Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ! 

Fix'd  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest  ! 
O  who  with  earth  would  grudge  to  part 

When  call'd  with  angels  to  be  bless'd  ? 
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High  heaven  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 

That  vow  reneVd  shall  daily  hear ; 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 


CHRISrS  MESSAGE. 

Hark  the  glad  sound  !  the  Saviour  comes, 

The  Saviour  promised  long ; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne. 

And  every  voice  a  song. 

On  Him  the  Spirit,  largely  pour'd, 

Exerts  its  sacred  fire  ; 
Wisdom,  and  might,  and  zeal,  and  love, 

His  holy  breast  inspire. 

He  comes  the  prisoners  to  release, 

In  Satan's  bondage  held  ; 
The  gates  of  brass  before  Him  burst. 

The  iron  fetters  yield. 

He  comes  from  thickest  films  of  vice, 

To  clear  the  mental  ray. 
And  on  the  eyeballs  of  the  blind 

To  pour  celestial  day. 

He  comes  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 

The  bleeding  soul  to  cure, 
And  with  the  treasures  of  His  grace, 

T*  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

His  silver  trumpets  publish  loud 

The  jubilee  of  the  Lord  ; 
Our  debts  are  all  remitted  now. 

Our  heritage  restored  I 

Our  glad  hosannas.  Prince  of  peace, 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim  ; 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 

With  Thy  belovM  name. 
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CHRISTIAN   PERFECTION. 


Father  of  p>eace,  and  God  of  lore^ 

We  own  Thy  power  to  save, 
That  power  by  which  our  Shepherd  rose 

Victorious  from  the  grave. 

We  triumph  in  that  Shepherd's  name, 

Still  watchful  for  our  good. 
Who  brought  the  eternal  covenant  down. 

And  seal'd  it  with  His  blood. 

So  may  Thy  Spirit  seal  my  soul. 

And  mould  it  to  Thy  will ; 
^hat  my  fond  heart  no  more  may  stray. 

But  keep  Thy  covenant  stilL 

Still  may  we  gain  superior  strength. 

And  press  with  vigour  on. 
Till  full  perfection  crown  our  hopes, 

And  fix  us  near  Thy  throne. 


THE  LAW  OF  LOVE. 

Far  from  Thy  servants,  God  of  grace 
The  unfeeling  heart  remove  ; 

And  form  in  our  obedient  souls 
The  image  of  Thy  love. 

O  may  our  sympathising  breasts 
Thy  generous  pleasure  know, 

Kindly  to  share  in  others*  joy, 
And  weep  for  others'  woe  ! 

Where'er  the  helpless  sons  of  grief 

In  low  distress  are  laid, 
Soft  be  our  hearts  their  pains  to  feel. 

And  swift  our  hands  to  aid. 

O  be  the  law  of  love  fiilfiird 
In  every  act  and  thought : 

Each  angry  passion  far  removed. 
Each  selfish  view  forgot 
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Be  thou,  my  heart,  dilated  wide 

With  this  kind,  social  grace ; 
And  in  one  grasp  of  fervent  love 

All  earth  and  heaven  embrace. 


JAMES  DODDS. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  CHRISTIAN.* 

Her  heart  was  in  heaven,  and  she  cared  not  for  earth, 

Nor  all  that  its  pleasures  afford  ; 
And  death  was  to  her  but  a  life-giving  birth, 

For  she  lived  in  the  joy  of  her  Lord- 
In  this  valley  she  walk'd  like  an  angel  of  love. 

Sent  to  lighten  our  sorrowful  shade. 
Yet  glad  to  revisit  that  region  above. 

Where  it  first  was  in  glory  array 'd. 

A  seal  was  impress'd  on  her  sweet-beaming  brow, 

That  mark'd  her  for  saintly  repose — 
The  hope  that  enraptured  her  life,  and  is  now 

Fulfill'd  at  life's  dark -seeming  close. 

A  cloud  of  deep  trouble  encompassed  her  frame, 
And  her  day  was  soon  tum'd  into  night ; 

But  the  cross,  like  a  heaven-pointing  pillar  of  flame, 
Fill'd  the  eye  of  her  spirit  with  light. 

♦  Mrs.  W.  W.  Duncan,  of  Clcish. 
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As  from  a  dark  prison  she  straggled  away 
To  a  mansion  of  God  in  the  sky ; 

And  her  light  is  now  lost  in  the  brightness  of  day. 
In  the  glory  that  never  shall  die. 

Sweet  pledge  of  a  sanctified  rest  in  the  skies, 
Her  life  was  a  Sahbath  of  peace  ; 

And  the  day  that  beheld  her  dear  Saviour  arise, 
Was  the  day  of  her  spirit's  release. 


HYMN. 
{Contributed,) 

O  God  of  nature  and  of  grace, 
How  lovely  is  Thy  dwelling-place  I 
The  temple  where  Thou  art  adored 
As  universal  King  and  Lord ; 
Where  meet  the  simple-hearted  just 
In  holy  awe  and  childlike  trust. 
To  catch  devotion's  kindling  flame, 
And  sing  the  glory  of  Thy  name. 

Nor  yet  alone  in  sacred  fane, 
Dost  Thou  in  sovereign  greatness  reign — 
From  the  earth's  plains  and  mountains  bold 
Firm  fix'd  on  their  foundations  old ; 
From  oceans  that  obey  Thy  will, 
Thy  kingdom  stretches  widening  still ; 
Far  as  the  astonish'd  eye  can  pierce 
The  grand  and  glowing  universe. 

And  when  the  eye  of  science  fails. 
And  her  own  region  faith  unveils. 
Ascending  to  her  heavenly  goal, 
What  glories  burst  upon  the  soul  X 
The  visible  creation  fades, 
The  sun  and  stars  are  dimm'd  in  shades 
Before  that  boundless  vision  bright. 
That  blaze  of  uncreated  light. 


D.  T.   K.   DRUMMOND. 

O  God  of  nature  and  of  grace. 

How  spacious  is  Thy  dwelling-place  I 

From  low-roof  d  churches,  towers  sublime. 

From  minsters  sanctified  by  time. 

And  homes  where  humble  Christians  dwell. 

What  songs  of  spiritual  gladness  swell  I 

Joining  the  hymn  of  earth  and  sea. 

And  starry  heavens,  that  mounts  to  Thee. 
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"CHRIST  SHALL  GIVE  THEE  LIGHT." 

Thou  earth,  o*er  which  the  curse  of  sin 

Has  flung  the  shroud  of  night. 
On  thee  the  day-spring  hath  appeared. 

For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 

O  sinner  !  on  whose  soul  hath  dwelt 

Sin's  deep  and  deadly  blight. 
Arise  !  hope  dawns  upon  the  tomb, 

For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 

Christian  !  does  thy  pathway  seem 

Dark  to  thy  feeble  sight  ? 
Direct  thine  eyes  to  Christ  on  high. 

For  He  shall  give  thee  light. 

Soldier  !  does  the  shadowy  foe 

Darken  the  field  of  fight  ? 
Dauntless  hold  up  the  shield  of  faith. 

For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 


■tl-t^. 
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Mourner  !  has  sorrow  bow'd  thy  heart 
In  sad  and  dreary  night  T 

Smile  through  thy  tears,  the  day  is  nigh 
When  Christ  shall  give  thee  light 

Thou  trembling  one,  who  must  appear 
Before  Christ  in  His  might  I 

He  is  thy  Judge,  but  He  is  love, 
And  He  shall  give  thee  light. 

Blessed  heir  of  glory  !  hast  thou  reach'd 
Thy  home  so  pure  and  bright  T 

Thy  heritage  is  sure,  for  Christ 
For  ever  gives  thee  light 


"  GOD  IS  LOVE." 

What  is  the  Lord  ?    Survey  the  world. 

Each  hill,  each  vale,  each  stream,  each  grove ; 

From  every  rock,  and  field,  and  tree, 
A  voice  replies,  that  **  God  is  love  I" 

What  is  the  Lord  ?    Gaze  through  the  skies 
On  yon  bright  orbs  which  ceaseless  move 

In  glorious  maze — still  as  they  roll 
They  chant  the  song  that  **  God  is  love  !*' 

What  is  the  Lord  ?  Look  to  the  place 
Where  glory  sits  enthroned  above ; 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  there 
Cry,  with  one  voice,  that  "God  is  love  !" 

What  is  the  Lord  ?    Search  Nature's  store, 
Her  length  and  breadth,  below,  above — 

There's  not  an  atom  but  appears 
Stamp'd  with  the  record,  "God  is  love  !" 

Yet  amid  all,  behold  yon  tree  ! 

One  glance  of  faith  will  sweetly  prove, 
That  there  the  brightest  ray  descends. 

Which,  beaming,  tells  that  "  God  is  love  !" 


D.   T.    K.    DRUMMOND. 

Dark  is  the  wood,  and  stain'd  with  blood, 
Yet  o'er  it  broods  the  holy  Dove, 

Uttering,  to  all  eternity. 
The  still,  small  voice,  that  "God  is  love  !" 
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HEAVEN. 

Our  glorious  home  above, 
The  city  of  our  God, 
The  resting-place  of  peace  and  love, 
The  pilgrim's  sweet  abode. 

Oh  for  an  angel's  wing. 
To  soar  above  the  skies. 
And  join  the  angelic  choir  who  sing 
Their  hallow'd  symphonies ! 

Pure  mansions  of  the  blest. 
Prepared  by  Jesus'  hand. 
That  all  His  own  may  sweetly  rest 
Safe  in  Emmanuel's  land. 


May  each  we  love  be  there. 
From  death  and  darkness  free  ; 
Our  joy  unspeakable  to  share 
Throughout  eternity. 
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WILLIAM   HAMILTON   DRUMMOND,  D.D. 

William  Hamilton  Drummond,  D.D.,  was  bom  in  the  village  of  BaOydare,  county 
Antrim,  Ireland,  in  177a.  During  infancy,  he  was  deprived  of  hb  Cather,  who  died  of  fever. 
caught  in  course  of  liis  practice  as  a  physician,  so  that  he  was  entirely  indebted  for  his  early 
training  to  his  mother,  a  person  of  superior  energy  and  inteUectoal  vigour.  He  was  destined 
for  commercial  pursuits,  but,  having  evinced  an  aptitude  for  the  ministerial  professioa.  he  was 
sent  to  the  University  of  Glasgow.  Obtaining  licence  as  a  probationer,  he  entered  on  the 
duties  of  the  sacred  office  in  his  twenty-first  year,  as  pastor  of  the  second  Presbyterian  congre- 
gation at  BcUast.  In  1816,  he  was  translated  to  the  Strand  Street  Chapd.  Dublin.  He  died  in 
Dublin,  on  the  i6th  October,  1865,  in  his  eighty-sixth  year.  Among  other  works*  Dr.  Drummond 
published  "  Juvenile  Poems,"  Glasgow,  1797  ;  "  A  Translation  of  the  First  Book  of  L^icretius, 
De  Rerum  Natura,"  1803  5  "  Trafalgar,  a  Poem."  1805 ;  "  The  Giant* s  Causeway,  a  Poem." 
z8ix  ;  "  Cluntarf,  a  descriptive  Poem,"  1817  ;  "  Who  are  the  Happy?  a  Poem  on  the  Christian 
Beatitudes ;  with  other  Poems  on  Sacred  Subjects,"  z8i8 ;  "  The  Pleasores  at  Benevolence," 
Z835.  The  following  compositions  from  the  pen  of  Dr.  Drummond  have  been  frequently 
reprinted ;  they  are  included  in  the  author's  volume  entitled,  "  Who  are  the  Happy  T" 


CHARITY. 

Co-ME  let  us  sound  her  praise  abroad, 
Sweet  Charity,  the  child  of  God ! 
Hers,  on  whose  kind,  maternal  breast 
The  shclter'd  babes  of  misery  rest ; 

Who,  when  she  sees  the  sufferer  bleed. 
Reckless  of  name,  or  sect,  or  creed, 
Comes  with  prompt  hand  and  look  benign. 
To  bathe  his  wounds  in  oil  and  wine ; 

Who  in  her  robe  the  sinner  hides, 
And  soothes  and  pities  while  she  chides  ; 
Who  lends  an  ear  to  every  cry, 
And  asks  no  plea  but  misery. 

Her  tender  mercies  freely  fall, 

Like  heaven's  refreshing  dews  on  all ; 

Encircling  in  their  wide  embrace 

Her  friends,  her  foes — the  human  race. 

Nor  bounded  to  the  earth  alone. 
Her  love  expands  to  worlds  unknown  ; 
Wherever  Faith's  rapt  thought  has  soared, 
Or  Hope  her  upward  flight  explored. 
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Ere  these  received  their  name  or  birth, 
She  dwelt  in  heaven,  she  smiled  on  earth ; 
Of  all  celestial  graces  blest. 
The  first — ^the  last — the  greatest — ^best. 

When  Faith  and  Hope,  from  earth  set  free, 

Are  lost  in  boundless  ecstasy, 

Eternal  daughter  of  the  skies, 

She  mounts  to  heaven,  and  never  dies. 


THE  COMING  OF  THE  LORD. 

A  VOICE  from  the  desert  comes  awful  and  shrill : 
"The  Lord  is  advancing — prepare  ye  the  way; 

The  word  of  Jehovah  He  comes  to  fulfil. 

And  o*er  the  dark  world  pour  the  splendour  of  day. 

Bring  down  the  proud  moimtain,  though  towering  to  heaven, 

And  be  the  low  valley  exalted  on  high  ! 
TTie  rough  path  and  crooked  be  made  smooth  and  even, 

For,  Sion,  your  King,  your  Redeemer,  is  nigh." 

The  beams  of  salvation  His  progress  illume, 
The  lone,  dreary  wilderness  sings  of  her  God ; 

The  rose  and  the  myrtle  shall  suddenly  bloom, 
And  the  olive  of  peace  spread  its  branches  abroad. 


VICTORY  THROUGH  CHRIST. 

Give  thanks  to  God  the  Lord  ! 

The  victory  is  ours  ; 
And  hell  is  overcome 
By  Christ's  triumphant  powers. 
The  monster  sin 

In  chains  is  bound. 
And  death  has  felt 
His  mortal  wound. 
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Oppressed  by  guilt  and  woe^ 
In  darkness  long  we  lay  ; 
Till  Christ  on  earth  appeared. 
Then  all  was  boundless  day. 
With  terror  struck. 
The  host  of  night 
Fled  in  despair, 
To  shun  the  light 

Now  o'er  the  vanquish'd  tomb. 

Behold  the  trophy  blaze  ; 
The  banner  of  the  Cross, 
That  pours  its  streaming  rays, 
To  mark  the  path 

Where  Jesus  trod. 
And  upward  guide 
Our  steps  to  God. 

Give  thanks  to  God  the  Lord ! 

The  victory  is  won  ; 
And  up  the  path  to  heaven 
Our  march  is  now  begun. 
The  hymn  of  joy 
Exulting  raise, 
And  shout  aloud 
The  Saviour's  praise. 

RETIREMENT. 

O  HAD  I  the  wings  of  a  dove, 
To  the  desert  afar  I  would  flee. 

To  the  solitude  sweet  that  I  love. 
From  discord  and  misery  free. 

There  *mid  the  lone  wilds  of  creation. 
By  folly  and  faction  untrod, 

On  the  bright -beaming  ray  of  salvation. 
My  soul  should  oft  mount  to  my  God. 

No  passion  with  swift -scorching  levin. 
Should  flash  on  the  bower  of  my  rest. 

But  the  sweet,  tranquil  aspect  of  heaven 
Its  image  reflect  in  my  breast 
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While  sounds,  with  high  ecstasy  filling 

My  soul,  all  around  me  should  rise-; 
From  harps  of  blest  seraphim  thrilling 

Unseen  as  they  float  through  the  skies. 


JOHN   DRYDEN. 


B  of  the  (p^eatest  of  British  poets,  JOHN  Drydrn.  was  born  at  Aldwinkle,  Northampton- 
e.  00  the  9Ch  August.  1631.  He  was  educated  at  Westminster  School,  and  Trinity  College, 
abridge,  lie  pursued  the  career  of  a  poet  and  man  of  letters,  under  a  variety  of  external 
uznstaoces.  His  poems,  plays,  and  prose  works  have  been  edited  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  in 
iteen  octavo  volumes.  Dryden  died  on  the  ist  May,  2700.  He  was  interred  in  Westminster 
xy.    His  great  work  is  his  translation  of  VirgiL 


CREATOR  SPIRIT  I  BY  WHOSE  AID. 

Creator  Spirit  I  by  whose  aid 
The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid, 
Come,  visit  every  pious  mind  ; 
Come,  pour  Thy  joys  on  human  kind  ; 
From  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  free, 
And  make  Thy  temples  worthy  Thee. 

O  Source  of  uncreated  light  ! 
The  Father's  promised  Paraclete  ! 
Thrice  holy  fount,  thrice  holy  fire, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire  ; 
Come,  and  Thy  sacred  unction  bring. 
To  sanctify  us  while  we  sing. 

Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  high, 

Rich  in  Thy  sevenfold  energy  ! 

Thou  strength  of  His  Almighty  hand. 

Whose  power  doth  heaven  and  earth  command. 

Proceeding  Spirit,  our  defence. 

Who  dost  the  gift  of  tongues  dispense. 

And  crown'st  Thy  gift  with  eloquence, — 

Refine  and  purge  our  earthly  parts. 
But  oh  I  inflame  and  fire  our  hearts ! 
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Our  frailties  help,  and  vice  control, 
Submit  the  senses  to  the  soul ; 
And  when  rebellious  they  are  grown. 
Then  lay  Thy  hand  and  hold  them  down. 

Chase  from  our  minds  the  infernal  foe, 
And  peace,  the  fruit  of  love,  bestow  ; 
And  lest  our  feet  should  step  astray. 
Protect  and  guide  us  in  the  way. 

Make  us  eternal  truths  receive, 
And  practise  all  that  we  believe  ; 
Give  us  Thyself,  that  we  may  see 
The  Father  and  the  Son  by  Thee. 

Immortal  honours,  endless  fame 
Attend  th'  Almighty  Father's  name  ; 
The  Saviour-Son  be  glorified. 
Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  died  ; 
And  equal  adoration  be, 
Eternal  Paraclete,  to  Thee. 


JAMES  EDMESTON. 


The  author  of  nearly  two  thousand  hymns,  jAMES  EDMESTON  was  bom  at  Wappu^, 
London,  on  the  loth  September,  1791.  His  youth  was  spent  at  Hackney.  He  was  articled  to 
an  architect  in  his  sixteenth  year.  In  1816,  he  commenced  business  as  an  architect,  oo  his  own 
account.  He  now  resides  at  Homerton,  a  suburb  of  the  metropolis.  In  18x6,  he  pdateda 
small  volume  of  poems.  His  subsequent  publications  are  "  Sacred  Lyrics,"  1890— cSbs,  laoM), 
two  volumes  ;  the  "  Cottage  Minstrel,"  i8at,  lamo  ;  "  Missionary  Hymns,"  1834 ;  "  Hymns," 
1844:  "Sonnets,"  1845;  "Hymns  for  the  Chamber  of  Sickness;"  "Closet  Hymns  and 
Poems,"  and  "  Infant  Breathings,"  1846.  In  1847,  the  greater  portion  of  Mr.  Edmestoa's 
lyrical  compositions  were  cuUcctcd  in  a  single  volume.  The  following  compositions  hate 
been  here  printed  under  Mr.  Edmeston's  revision. 


V 


EVENING  HYMN. 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing. 

Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal  ; 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing. 

Thou  canst  save,  and  Thou  canst  heal. 
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Thongh  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  Thee  ; 
Thou  art  He,  who,  never  weary, 

Watchest  where  Thy  people  be. 

Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 

Though  the  arrow  past  us  fly, 
Angel-guards  from  Thee  surround  us  ; 

We  are  safe  if  Thou  art  nigh. 

Should  swifl  death  this  night  overtake  us. 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb. 
May  the  mom  in  heaven  awake  us, 

Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 


THE  SABBATH  EVENING. 

Is  there  a  time  when  momen^  flow 

More  lovelily  than  all  beside  T 
It  is,  of  all  the  times  below, 

A  Sabbath  eve  in  summer  tide. 

Oh,  then  the  setting  sun  smiles  fisdr ; 

And  all  below,  and  all  above 
The  different  forms  of  nature  wear 

One  imiversal  garb  of  love. 

And  then  the  peace  that  Jesus  beams. 
The  life  of  grace,  the  death  of  sin. 

With  nature's  placid  woods  and  streams, 
Is  peace  without,  and  peace  within. 

Delightful  scene  ! — a  world  at  rest, 
A  God  all  love,  no  grief  nor  fear  : 

A  heavenly  hope,  a  peaceful  breast, 
A  smile,  unsiillied  by  a  tear  ! 

If  heaven  be  ever  felt  below, 

A  scene  celestial  as  this 
May  cause  a  heart  on  earth  to  know 

Some  foretaste  of  unmingled  bliss. 
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Delightful  hour !  how  soon  will  niglit 
Spread  her  dark  mantle  o'er  thy  xeign  I 

And  morrow^s  quick  returning  li^t 
Must  call  us  to  the  world  again. 

Yet  will  there  dawn  at  last  a  dajr — 
A  sun  that  never  sets  shall  rise  ; 

Night  will  not  veil  its  ceaseless  ray  I 
The  heavenly  Sabbath  never  dies  ! 


AS  OFT,  WITH  WORN  AND  WEARY  FEET. 

As  oft,  with  worn  and  weary  feet, 
We  tread  earth's  rugged  valley  o'er. 

The  thought  how  comforting  and  sweet, 
Christ  trod  this  very  path  before  ! 

Our  wants  and  weaknesses  He  knows. 

From  life's  first  dawning  to  its  close. 

Do  sickness,  feebleness,  or  pain, 

Or  sorrow  in  our  path  appear  ? 
The  recollection  will  remain — 

More  deeply  did  He  suffer  here  : 
His  life,  how  truly  sad  and  brief, 
Fill'd  up  with  suffering  and  grief. 

If  Satan  tempt  our  hearts  to  stray, 

And  whisper  evil  things  within. 
So  did  he,  in  the  desert  way. 

Assail  our  Lord  with  thoughts  of  sin. 
When,  worn,  and  in  a  feeble  hour 
The  tempter  came  with  all  his  power. 

Just  such  as  I,  this  earth  He  trod. 

With  every  human  ill  but  sin  ; 
And,  though  indeed  the  very  God, 

As  I  am  now  so  He  has  been. 
My  God,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me 
With  pity,  love,  and  sympathy. 


JAMES   EDMESTON.  213 

SPIRITUAL  PEACE. 

Come,  sacred  peace,  delightful  guest, 
Difiuse  thy  heaven  within  my  breast !  « 

Thy  soothing  power,  thy  gladdening  ray 
God  gives,  and  none  can  take  away. 

A  stormy  world,  a  heart  of  sin 
Make  strife  without  and  fear  within  ; 
But  God  can  give  the  soul  repose, 
Though  toss'd  by  storms  and  pressed  by  foes. 

Perpetual  summer,  cloudless  skies, 
A  gushing  spring  which  never  dies, 
A  table  in  the  desert  spread, 
A  pillow  for  the  weary  head, — 

Such  is  the  peace  which  God  can  give, 
My  sweetest  portion  while  I  live  ; 
And  when  the  last  dark  hour  draws  nigh. 
My  sweetest  solace  as  I  die. 


TRUST  IN  GOD  IN  ANXIETY. 

Why  should  I,  in  vain  repining, 

Mourn  the  clouds  that  cross  my  way? 

Since  my  Saviour's  presence  shining 
Turns  the  darkness  into  day. 

Earthly  honour,  earthly  treasure, 
All  the  warmest  passions  win. 

And  the  silken  wings  of  pleasure, 
Only  waft  us  on  to  sin. 

But  within  the  vale  of  sorrow. 
All  with  tempests  over-blown. 

Purest  light  and  joy  we  borrow 
From  the  face  of  God  alone. 

Welcome,  then,  each  darker  token  ; 

Mercy  sent  it  from  above  : 
3o  the  heart,  subdued,  not  broken. 

Bends  in  fear,  and  melts  with  love. 
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SIR  ARCHIBALD   EDMONSTONE,  BART. 


Sir  Arch\^ALD  Edmonstonb,  Baroaet,  of  Duntreath.  SdrUngdure,  b  the  i 

of  an  ancient  Scottish  family.    He  was  bom  in  1795.  and  succeeded  to  the  Barooetcy  m ; 

Sir  Archibald  is  author  of  "  A  Journey  to  the  Oasis  of  Upper  Ecypt,"  and  odier ' 

of  a  rdigioos  character.    The  following  compositioas  are.  tinder  his  revision,  transcribed  from 

a  duodecimo  volume  from  his  pen,  entitled  "  Meditations  in  Verse  fbr  the  SondigfsaBd  Ho^ 

Days  throughout  the  Year,"  London,  1858. 


"FOLLOW  THOU  ME." 

Strange  that,  through  grace,  in  one  we  find 
Such  diverse  characters  combined  ; 
Son  of  thunder,  voice  of  love. 
Eagle  Strength  in  gentle  dove. 

I 

And  while  he  on  his  Saviour's  breast 
Found  his  place  of  surest  rest. 
Burst  on  his  prophetic  eye 
Depths  of  wondrous  mystery. 

And  so  with  us,  when  once  we  place 
Our  trust  in  Christ's  sustaining  grace, 
The  spirit,  erst  how  fierce  and  wild. 
Turns  to  Him  as  confiding  child. 

Prospective  breaks  a  brighter  day  ; 
And  as  scenes  present  pass  away. 
The  soul,  'mid  noise  and  strife  set  fi«e. 
Hears  one  voice  only,  "  Follow  me." 


TRUST  IN  CHRIST. 

The  Christian's  voice  is  low  and  meek. 
The  Christian's  strength  is  faint  and  weak  ; 
Yet  that  meek  voice  to  heaven  will  rise. 
That  feeble  strength  may  win  the  skies. 

For  voice  and  strength  are  not  his  own, 
TTiey  issue  from  God's  grace  alone ; 
That  grace  the  faltering  tongue  sets  fiee, 
And  breathes  a  living  energy. 
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The  foremost  of  the  warrior  band, 
Who  bore  the  cross  o'er  sea  and  land  ; 
The  first  in  perils,  toils,  and  woes, 
'Midst  stripes  and  deaths  and  fiercest  foes ; — 

He  boasts  bat  of  infirmities. 

In  those  his  chiefest  glory  lies  : 

So  doth  our  all  on  God  depend. 

Our  Strength,  om-  Guardian,  and  our  Friend. 


CHARLOTTE  ELIZABETH. 

CIIAB.LOTTB  Elizabeth  was  bom  at  Norwich,  on  the  ist  October,  1790.  She  was  the  only 
daagliter  of  the  Rer.  Michael  Browoe,  rector  of  St.  Giles'  parish  in  that  city.  At  an  early 
period,  t»he  accepted  the  hand  of  Captain  George  Fhelan,  of  the  6oCh  Rifles,  but  this  union 
proved  an  unhappy  one.  Thrown  upon  her  own  resources,  she  contributed  to  the  I>ublin 
Tract  Society,  and  otherwise  sought  a  livelihood  by  lettered  industry.  She  resided  sue- 
ceaiirely  in  Dublin,  Clifton,  Sandhurst,  and  London.  In  1854,  she  became  editor  of  The 
Christiam  Ladie^  Ma^axine.  Her  husband.  Captain  Phelau,  who  had  soi^ht  to  deprive  her 
other  literary  earnings,  died  in  1837.  After  three  years  of  widowhood,  she  married  Mr.  L.  H. 
Toona,  hat  she  continued  to  retain  her  two  Christian  names  as  her  literary  designation.  She 
Sved  IB  entire  happiness  with  her  second  husband,  at  Blackheath,  Kent,  till  her  death,  which 
took  place  on  the  lath  July,  1846.    Her  works  are  very  numerous. 

THE  ROSE  OF  SHARON.* 

Rose  of  Sharon,  far  excelling 

Every  flower  of  mortal  birth, 
From  the  glories  of  Thy  dwelling, 

Look  upon  us  plants  of  earth. 
Here  Thou  once  didst  suffer  anguish, 

Drought,  and  floods,  and  darken'd  sky ; 
Here  beneath  the  tempest  languish. 

When  the  storm  of  wrath  was  high. 

Rose  of  Sharon  !  then  debased, 
None  can  now  with  Thee  compare  ; 

In  seraphic  anthems  prais^, 
Fairest  plant  of  all  the  fair. 

'*  This  and  the  two  following  hymns  are  transcribed  from  "  Posthumous 
other  Poemsj**  by  Charlotte  Elizabeth.    London.  1846. 
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Ever  fragrant  and  unfading, 
Thou  dost  in  perfection  grow. 

Though  destruction  all-pervading 
Devastate  the  world  below. 

Rose  of  Sharon  I  may  we  never 

Blush  the  deep-red  tint  of  shame. 
If  the  world  in  scorn  should  sever 

From  the  plants  that  bear  Thy  name  ; 
Us,  Thy  feeble  saplings,  nourish 

By  Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  love  ; 
May  we  blossom  here,  and  flourish 

In  Thy  paradise  above. 


EARTHLY  TRIALS  AND  HEAVENLY  GLORY. 

Tribulation,  pain,  and  woe 
Are  the  Christian's  lot  below  ; 
Glory,  triumph,  peace,  and  love 
Are  the  Christian's  crown  above. 

Shall  we  sport  a  little  while 
In  the  world's  deceitful  smile, — 
Careless  how  we  waste  our  breath, 
Thoughtless  of  eternal  death  ? 

• 

No  ;  if  Christian  souls  we  be, 

Saviour,  we  must  live  to  Thee  ; 
Trusting  in  Thy  mighty  name. 
We  can  welcome  grief  and  shame. 

Jesus,  Lord,  to  Thee  we  come  ; 
Short,  though  rough,  the  journey  home  ; 
Let  Thy  grace  but  now  be  given. 
Glory  will  be  ours  in  heaven. 


PARTING. 

While  to  several  paths  dividing. 
We  our  pilgrimage  pursue, 

May  Jehovah,  safely  guiding. 
Keep  His  scattered  flock  in  view. 
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May  the  bond  of  tweet  oomsniiiion 

Eveiy  distant  lool  embrace, 
TIII9  in  ererlastlng  union. 

We  attain  oar  resting-place. 

Oh,  'tis  sweet,  each  other  aiding; 

In  companionship  to  move  ; 
One  pore  flame  and  heart  pervading; 

One  our  Lord,  our  faith,  our  love. 
Sweet  when  each  can  bend,  imploring; 

Soothing,  for  his  brother's  pain ; 
And,  the  stumbling  foot  restoring. 

Cheer  him  to  the  race  again. 

Here  a  passing  breath  may  sever 

Friends  in  dearest  union  tied ; 
But  created  power  shall  never 

Tear  us  from  our  Shepherd's  side. 
Life,  and  death,  and  hell  combining, 

Present  things,  and  things  to  come. 
Cannot  cloud  the  promise  shining, 

Cannot  bar  us  from  our  home. 

Now  we  part  in  tearful  sadness. 

Bearing  forth  the  precious  grain  : 
We  shall  yet,  in  mirth  and  gladness, 

Bring  our  harvest  sheaves  again. 
Thus,  while  fond  affection  weepeth. 

Faith  exalts  her  cheering  voice ; 
He  that  soweth,  he  that  reapeth 

Will  together  soon  rejoice. 


THE  TRUE  PROTECTOR.* 

Holy  Saviour,  mighty  King, 
0*er  me  spread  Thy  guardian  wing : 
When  by  trembling  fears  distress*d. 
Let  me  flee  to  Thee  and  rest. 

•  From  "The  Minor  Poems  of  Chariotte  Elizabeth,  written  eq^edaUy  for 
venile  readers.**    Dublin,    ^amo,  pp.  93. 
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CaD  me,  keep  me  by  Thj  side. 
Teach  me  there  alone  to  hide : 
Where  ibr  safety  should  I  flee. 
If  my  footsteps  stray'd  from  Thee  ? 

Warn  me  with  Thy  gentle  voice  ; 
Point  my  path,  and  guide  my  choice ; 
Let  me,  Lord,  in  Thee  possess 
Wisdom,  peace,  and  righteousness. 


CHARLOTTE  ELLIOTT. 

CharlOTTB  ELUOTT  is  gnnd-daoglitcr  of  the  cdebnted  preacher,  the  Rer.  Jdm  Vc 
Her  brother,  the  Rer.  Edward  Bishop  Elliott,  iacmnbeat  of  St.  Mark's  OuqkI.  Briffhtoo.  b 
the  weU-known  auth(H-  of  "  Hone  Apocalypticae.'*  Miss  Elliott  has  pabttshcd  "  Mornliifi^  and 
Erening  Hjrnms  for  a  Week,  by  a  Ladj,"  36  pp..  "  Hours  of  Sorrow  Cheered  and  Comforted,* 
and  "  Poems  by  C  E..**  1863.  lamo.  She  publishes  auwually  a  small  volnme.  entitled  **  The 
Christian  Remembrancer."  She  has  c<mtribnted  117  hjrmns  to  Tarions  editions  of  **  The 
Invalid's  Hymn-Book."  and  edited  the  last  edition  of  that  compiUtkm. 


SUNDAY   EVENING. 

The  Sabbath  day  has  reachM  its  dose  I 
Yet,  Saviour,  ere  I  .«;eek  repose, 
Grant  me  the  peace  Thy  love  bestows  ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  I 

O  heavenly  Comforter,  sweet  Guest  I 
Hallow  and  calm  my  troubled  breast ; 
Weary,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  ! 

If  ever  I  have  found  it  sweet 
To  worship  at  my  Saviour's  feet. 
Now  to  my  soul  that  bliss  repeat ;. 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  ! 

Let  not  the  Gospel  seed  remain 
Unfruitful,  or  be  lost  again  I 
Let  heavenly  dews  descend  like  rain  ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  ! 
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01i|  Cfcr  preicDty  crtr  ni^ps, 
Jesus,  cm  Thee  I  fix  mine  eye ; 
Thoii  hear'st  the  contrite  s^^t's  sigh  : 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour ! 

My  only  Intercessor  Thoo, 
Min^  Thy  fragrant  incense  now 
With  evexy  prayer  and  evexy  vow; 
^mile  on  my  evening  hour  I 

And  oh  I  when  Iife*s  short  conrse  shall  end. 
And  death's  dark  shades  around  impend. 
My  God,  my  everlasting  Friend, 
Smile  on  my  evening  hoar ! 


THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

My  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet. 

From  blush  of  mom  to  evening  star, 
As  that  which  calls  me  to  Thy  feet — 
The  hour*of  prayer  ? 

Blest  is  that  tranquil  hour  of  mom. 

And  blest  that  solemn  hour  of  eve, 
When,  on  the  wings  of  prayer  upbome. 
The  world  I  leave. 

For  then  a  Day-spring  shines  on  me. 

Brighter  than  mom's  ethereal  glow; 
And  richer  dews  descend  from  Thee^ 
Than  earth  can  know. 

Then  is  my  strength  by  Thee  renew'd ; 
Then  are  my  sins  by  Thee  forgiven  ; 
Then  dost  Thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hopes  of  heaven. 

No  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 

Here  for  my  every  want  I  find, 
What  strength  for  warfare,  balm  for  grief! 
What  peace  of  mind  I 
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HushM  is  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear, 

My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay ; 
And  e'en  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 

Lord,  till  I  reach  yon  blissful  shore, 

No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be, 
As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  Thee. 


PRAYER  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

O  HOLY  Saviour,  Friend  unseen  I 
The  faint,  the  weak  on  Thee  may  lean ; 
Help  me,  throughout  life's  varying  scene. 
By  faith  to  cling  to  Thee. 

Blest  with  communion  so  Divine, 
Take  what  Thou  wilt,  shall  I  repine, 
When,  as  the  branches  to  the  vine. 
My  soul  may  cliil^  to  Thee  ? 

Far  from  her  home,  fatigued,  oppressed. 
Here  she  has  found  a  place  of  rest ; 
An  exile  still,  yet  not  unblest. 
While  she  can  cling  to  Thee. 

Without  a  murmur  I  dismiss 
My  former  dreams  of  earthly  bliss: 
My  joy,  my  recompense  be  this. 
Each  hour  to  cling  to  Thee. 

What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove. 
And  earthly  friends  and  joys  remove ; 
With  patient  uncomplaining  love. 
Still  would  I  cling  to  Thee. 

Oft  when  I  seem  to  tread  alone 
Some  barren  waste,  with  thorns  o'ergrown, 
A  voice  of  love,  in  gentlest  tone. 
Whispers,  "Still  cling  to  me." 
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TIioii£^  fiuth  and  hope  awhile  be  tried, 
I  ask  not,  need  not,  angfat  beside ; 
Hqfw  saie,  how  cadm,  how  satisfied 
The  sonls  that  cling  to  Thee  I 

They  ftar  not  life's  rough  stonns  to  bn^ 
Since  Thou  art  near,  and  strong  to  save; 
Not  shudder  e'en  at  death's  daric  wa^ 
Because  they  ding  to  Thee. 

Blest  is  my  lot,  whate'erbefidl; 
What  can  disturb  me,  who  appal. 
While  as  my  strength,  my  rock,  my  all, 
Saviour,  I  cling  to  Thee  t 


JUST  AS  I  AM. 

Just  as  I  am, — ^without  one  plea 
But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 
And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  ef  God,  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am, — and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
To  Thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am, — ^though  toss'd  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt. 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  1 

Just  as  I  am, — poor,  wretched,  blind ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind. 
Yea  all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  find, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am, — Thou  wilt  receive^ 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  retiere^ 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe  ; 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 
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Just  as  I  am, — ^Thy  love  unknown 
Has  broken 'every  barrier  down  ; 
Now,  to  be  Thine,  yea  Thine  alone^ 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

Just  as  I  am, — of  that  free  love 
**  The  breadth,  length,  depth,  and  height "  tc 
Here  for  a  season,  then  above, — 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 


"THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

My  God  and  Father  I  while  I  stray 
Far  from  my  home,  on  life's  rough  way, 

0  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  say, 

"ThywiUbedone." 

Though  dark  my  path,  and  sad  my  lot. 
Let  me  **  be  still "  and  murmur  not ; 
Or  breathe  the  prayer,  Divinely  taught, 
"Thy  will  be  done." 

What  though  in  lonely  grief  I  sigh 
For  friends  beloved,  no  longer  nigh. 
Submissive  still  would  I  reply, 
**  Thy  will  be  done." 

Though  Thou  hast  call'd  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prized,  it  ne'er  was  mine  ; 

1  have  but  yielded  what  was  Thine ; 

"  Thy  wiU  be  done." 

Should  grief  or  sickness  waste  away 
My  life  in  premature  decay  ; 
My  Father,  still  I  strive  to  say, 
"  Thy  will  be  done." 

Let  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  Thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  Guest, 
My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest, 
"Thy  will  be  done." 
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Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day; 
Blend  it  with  Thine,  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 
•«  Thy  wiU  be  done." 


RALPH  ERSKINK 

f^^  BUKDCl  wm  bora  at  MooDsw*.  Nortfanmberiuid.  on  the  sslh  Marck.  ifl^  He 
7™^  tt  the  Uahrenitj  of  Edlnbvifli.  i^ere  he  fradoBted  la  1704.  He  wm  Iccnwd  to 
^'|^*^'7o»aBd is  I7IIWM ordained  to  the  mittbtry  at  DunferaUne.  la  1739  he  adhered 
t^iL^-*"^"^  Ebcaecer,  and  two  other  minutfen,  when  thejr  conktitnted  the  Aatodate  Pres- 
J'^'"  He  fDRBaBj  eeceded  in  1737,  and  in  the  year  foOowinf  was  deposed  bjr  the  General 
~*"yy-  Hia  death  took  place  on  the  6th  November,  1759.  Ra^  Enkine  composed  a 
P^^cii  hfiphraie  of  die  Song  of  Sokimon,  die  Book  of  Lameatatkms,  and  portiooa  of  the 
ff^ofjoh.  His  "Gospiel  Sonnets  "hare  been  often  reprinted.  Many  of  them  are  vaiiatioox 
"ttthyMiof  Dr.  Watts. 


GLORY  OF  GOD  IN  CHRIST.* 

All  nature  spreads,  with  open  blaze, 

Her  Maker's  name  abroad  ; 
And  every  work  of  His  displays 

The  power  and  skill  of  God. 

But  in  the  grace  that  rescued  man 

His  brightest  glory  shines  ; 
Here,  on  the  cross,  'tis  fairest  drawn, 

In  precious  bloody  lines. 

Here  His  whole  name  appears  complete  ; 

And  who  can  guess  or  prove, 
Which  of  the  letters  best  are  writ. 

The  wisdom,  power,  or  love  T 

Justice  and  mercy,  truth  and  grace^ 

In  all  their  sweetest  charms. 
Here  met,  and  joined  their  kind  embrace 

With  everlasting  arms. 

*  From  a  complete  edition  of  Ralph  Erskine's  poetical  worics,  8vo.  The  p 
is  dated  Glaigow,  Sept.  24,  Z778. 
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Xo-ar  izskj  shjbdotrs  cJood  my  day, 
Ba:  then  the  >h^«s  mrJl  flee  xway  ; 
My  LoTd  win  break  the  dimmh^  ^<S» 
And  show  His  glory  face  to  face. 

My  nnmeroos  foes  now  beat  me  down. 
Bat  then  FIl  wear  the  victor  s  crown  ; 
Yet  all  the  revenues  Til  bring 
To  Zion's  everlasting  King. 


*  We  have  followed  Sir  Roundcll  Palmer  in  adapting  as  a  separate  hymn  the 
last  seven  of  twenty  rencn  of  one  of  Enkine's  Gospel  sannets,  entitled  "  The 
Desoted  Believer  longing  for  perfect  Pardon  from  Sin." 


JOHN   FAWCETT.  325 


JOHN  FAWCETT. 


HN  FAWCB'l'  1  was  born  at  Lklffet  Green,  near  DnuUord,  YoriuUre.  on  the  tSdi  January 
9.  In  luB  kixteenth  year,  he  was  awakened  to  seriuus  cooTictionv  by  listening  to  a  dlicourse 
Whitefichl.  In  1763.  he  entered  ilie  ministry  of  the  Dapclkt  Church,  and  after  two  year«, 
ained  the  cbarj^e  at  a  cooKregatkm  at  WainsKste.  He  removed  U)  Hebden  Bridge,  hi  the 
■e  aeic^NMirfauotl.  in  1777.  In  i7teMhis  volume  of  "  Ilysnns  adapted  to  the  circumvtances 
Public  Wor»Iii|>  **^  Private  Devodoo."  was  (mbUshed  at  Leeds.  A  aecond  edition  was 
•ed  by  Mr.  FawceCt  shortly  before  hb  death.  He  died  00  the  asth  July,  iti7.  He  oonposed 
cnl  tbeoloKical  works.    Hb  memoirB  have  been  published. 


SUPPORT  IN  AFFIJCTION. 

Afflicted  soul,  to  Jesus  dear, 
Thy  Saviour's  gracious  promise  hear  ; 
His  faithful  word  declares  to  thee, 
That  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

Let  not  thy  heart  despond  and  say, 
*•  How  shall  I  stand  the  trying  day  ?" 
He  has  engaged  by  firm  decree 
Tliat  as  ihy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

Thy  faith  is  weak,  thy  foes  are  strong  ; 
Yet  sure  the  conflict  shan't  be  long  : 
Tliy  Lord  shall  make  the  tempter  flee. 
For  xs  thy  days  tliy  strength  shall  be. 

The  Christian  race  with  patience  run. 
Till  grace  complete  tlie  work  l^gun  ; 
Wrestle  and  strive  for  victory, 
For  as  thy  days  thy  strength  sliall  be. 

Should  perseaition  rage  and  flame. 
Still  trust  in  thy  Redeemer's  name ; 
In  fiery  trials  thou  slialt  see, 
That  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

When  called  to  l)ear  tlie  weighty  cross, 

Or  sore  afllictions,  pain,  or  loss, 

Or  deep  distress,  or  ixDverty, 

Still  as  thy  days  thy  btrcnglh  shall  be. 


\ 
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When  ghastly  death  appears  in  view, 
Christ's  presence  shall  thy  fears  subdue ; 
He  comes  to  set  thy  spirit  free, 
And  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 


THE  BIBLE. 

How  precious  is  the  book  divine. 

By  inspiration  given  ! 
Bright  as  a  lamp  its  doctrines  shine, 

To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

Its  light,  descending  from  above^ 
Our  gloomy  world  to  cheer. 

Displays  a  Saviour's  boundless  love, 
And  brings  His  glories  near. 

It  shows  to  man  his  wandering  ways. 
And  where  his  feet  have  trod  ; 

And  brings  to  view  the  matchless  grace 
Of  a  forgiving  God. 

When  once  it  penetrates  the  mind. 

It  conquers  ev'ry  sin  ; 
Th*  enlightened  soul  begins  to  find 

The  path  of  peace  divine. 

It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts 

In  this  dark  vale  of  tears  ; 
Life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  imparts. 

And  quells  our  rising  tears. 

This  lamp  thro'  all  the  tedious  night 
Of  life  shall  guide  our  way. 

Till  we  behold  the  clearer  light 
Of  an  eternal  day. 
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DELIGHT  IN  GOD. 

Parent  of  good.  Thy  works  of  might 
I  trace  with  wonder  and  delight ; 

Thy  name  is  all  divine  ; 
There's  nought  in  earth,  or  sea,  or  air, 
Or  heaven  itself,  that's  good  or  fidr. 

But  what  is  wholly  Thine. 

Immensely  high  Thy  glories  rise^ 
They  strike  my  soul  with  sweet  surprise^ 

And  sacred  pleasure  yield  ; 
An  ocean  wide,  without  a  bound. 
Where  every  noble  wish  is  drown'd. 

And  every  want  is  fill'd. 

The  riches  of  Thy  matchless  grace, 
Displa/d  in  my  Redeemer's  face. 

Attract  my  wond'ring  mind  ; 
Here  wisdom,  love,  and  mercy  meet. 
In  all  their  various  rays  complete, 

With  truth  and  justice  join'd. 

To  Thee  my  warm  affections  move 
In  sweet  astonishment  and  love, 

While  at  Thy  feet  I  fall ; 
I  pant  for  nought  beneath  the  skies. 
To  Thee  my  ardent  wishes  rise, 

0  my  eternal  All. 

Were  I  deprived  of  all  below, — 
Would'st  Thou  Thy  gracious  smile  bestow, 

1  should  be  richly  blest ; 
Thy  love  is  my  unfailing  store ; 
In  darkness  I  Thy  light  implore, 

To  set  my  heart  at  rest. 

This  all  my  gloomy  path  shall  cheer, 
And  banish  every  painful  fear 

That  can  my  soul  invade  ; 
Should  earth  and  hell  against  me  join, 
The  beamings  of  Thy  love  divine 

Would  give  me  sov'reign  aid. 

Q2 
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What  shall  I  do  to  spread  Thy  praise, 
My  God,  thro'  my  remaining  days  ? 

Or  how  Thy  name  adore  ? 
To  Thee  I  consecrate  my  breath ; 
Let  me  be  Thine  in  life  and  death. 

And  Thine  for  evermore. 

And  thro*  a  blest  eternity 

I'll  raise  a  humble  song  to  TTiee, 

In  yon  divine  abode ; 
Oh  hasten  on  the  happy  day ; 
Ye  tedious  hours,  fly  swift  away. 

And  bring  me  to  ray  God. 

My  thoughts  with  vast  delight  shall  rove 
O'er  all  the  wonders  of  Thy  love, — 

A  most  divine  employ  ; 
In  Thee  alone  th'  enlarged  mind 
Shall  constant  entertainment  find. 

And  everlasting  joy. 


A  BIRTH-DAY  HYMN. 

I  MY  Ebenezer  raise 
To  my  kind  Redeemer's  praise ; 
With  a  grateful  heart  I  own, 
Hitherto  Thy  help  I've  known. 

As  my  years  successive  roll, 
Still  Thy  goodness  to  my  soul. 
As  a  stream,  for  ever  flows. 
And  no  intermission  knows. 

May  my  constant  study  be. 
While  I  live,  to  live  to  Thee  ; 
Let  it  be  my  steady  aim 
Still  to  glorify  ITiy  name. 

What  may  be  my  future  lot, 
Well  I  know  concerns  me  not : 
This  should  set  my  heart  at  rest,- 
What  Thy  will  ordains  is  best. 


JOHN  >AWCBrr. 

I  mf  all  to  Thee  resign  ; 
Father,  let  Thjr  will  be  mine  ; 
iimj  but  all  Thj  dealing  piove 
Fiuils  of  Thy  patenud  love. 

Danger  ev'ijvhert  attendi. 
Yet  mj  hope  on  Thee  depeiuli ; 
When  supported  by  Thy  aim, 
I  can  baldl;  &ce  tiw  itonn. 

Guard  me,  Sivionr,  by  Thy  power. 
Guard  pie  In  the  tiTinjj  hour ; 
Let  Tliy  nnremilled  care 
Save  me  from  the  lurking  snare. 

On  Thy  bounty  I  rely. 
That  shall  all  my  wants  supply  ; 
Why  should  doubts  my  faith  assail  t 
Never  will  Tliy  promise  faiL 


Let  my  few  remaining  days 
Be  directed  tu  Thy  praise  ; 
So  the  last,  the  dosing  scene 
Shall  be  tranquil  aud  serene- 
To  Thy  will  I  leave  the  rest : 
GiaDt  me  but  this  one  request, — 
Both  in  life  and  death  tu  prove 
Tokens  of  Thy  special  luve. 


I 
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MRS.  ANNE  FLOWERDEW. 

Mrs.  Anne  FLOWERDEW  pobllshed  by  subscriptknu  in  1893,  a  daodeefaao  ^ 
"  Poems  on  Moral  and  Religious  Subjects."  This  work  reached  a  second  edtdan  hi  sSb4.  la 
x8ii,  the  volume  was  re-issued,  with  the  addition  of  the  "Harvest  Hymn,"  which  we  hare 
subjoined.  Mrs.  Flowerdew  kept  a  boarding  and  educational  establishment  for  joaag  laAea, 
first  at  Islington,  and  afterwards  at  Bury  St.  Edmunds.  In  the  preface  to  the  first  edition  she 
writes,  "The  poems  which  are  now  presented  to  the  public  eye  were  written  at  diflereat 
periods  of  life ;  some,  indeed,  at  a  very  eariy  age,  and  others  under  tiie  severe  pressure  of 
misfortune,  when  my  pen  has  frequently  given  that  relief  which  could  not  be  derived  firaa 
other  employments.** 


HARVEST  HYMN. 

Fountain  of  mercy,  Gbd  of  love  I 

How  rich  Thy  bounties  are  I 
The  rolling  seasons,  as  they  move, 

Proclaim  Thy  constant  care. 

When,  in  the  bosom  of  the  earth. 

The  sower  hid  the  grain. 
Thy  goodness  mark'd  its  secret  birth. 

And  sent  the  early  rain. 

The  spring's  sweet  influence.  Lord,  was  Thine  ; 

The  plants  in  beauty  grew  ; 
Thou  gav'st  refulgent  suns  to  shine, 

And  mild,  refreshing  dew. 

These  various  mercies  from  above 

Matured  the  swelling  grain  ; 
A  yellow  harvest  crowns  Thy  love, 

And  plenty  fills  the  plain. 

Seed-time  and  harvest,  Lord,  alone 

Thou  dost  on  man  bestow  ; 
Let  him  not  then  forget  to  own 

From  whom  his  blessings  flow  ! 

Fountain  of  love  I  our  praise  is  Thine  ; 

To  Thee  our  songs  we'll  raise, 
And  all  created  nature  join 

In  sweet,  harmonious  praise. 
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CHARLES  LAWRENCE  FORD. 

IjfAKZJBS  UlWRENCB  FORD  is  the  SOD  of  a  disdnguiahed  artist  In  BatlL    He  was  educate^] 
I  g^>»,  and  is  B.  A.  of  tlie  Univer^  of  London.  Six  hymns,  flrom  his  pen,  are  inserted  in  the 
Lyra  Aacttcaaa."  edited  by  the  Rer.  Robert  H.  Baynes.    He  has  also  comiibnted  to  Mr. 
lajne^  CTTltrr**^  of  "  English  Lyiica.'' 


MARAH.* 

Exodus  XV.  aj. 

God  sends  us  bitter,  that  the  sweet, 

By  absence  known,  may  sweeter  prove ; 
As  dark  for  light,  as  cold  for  heat 
Brings  greater  love. 

God  sends  us  bitter,  as  to  show 

He  can  both  sweet  and  bitter  send  ; 
That  both  the  might  and  love  we  know 
Of  our  great  Friend. 

He  sends  us  bitter,  lest  too  gay 

We  wreathe  around  our  heads  the  rose, 
And  count  our  right  what  Heaven  each  day 
As  alms  bestows. 

God  sends  us  bitter,  lest  we  fail 

That  bitterest  grief  aright  to  prize, 
Which  did  for  all  the  world  avail 
In  His  own  eyes. 

God  sends  us  bitter,  all  our  sins 

Embittering ;  yet  so  kindly  sends, 
The  path  that  bitterness  begins 
In  sweetness  ends. 

He  sends  us  bitter,  that  heaven's  sweet. 

Earth's  bitter  o*er,  may  sweeter  taste, — 
As  Canaan's  ground  to  Israel's  feet. 
For  that  great  waste. 

♦  From  "English  Lyrics."    London,  1865,  8vo. 
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Our  passions  murmur  and  rebel. 

But  faith  cries  out  unto  the  Lord, 
And  prayer  by  patience  worketh  well 
Its  own  reward : 

For  if  our  heart  the  lesson  draws 

Aright,  by  bitter  chastening  taught. 
And  keep  His  statutes  and  His  laws. 
Even  as  we  ought. 

He  openeth  our  eyes  to  see 

(Eyes  that  our  pride  of  heart  had  sealed). 
The  sweetness  of  life's  heavenly  tree. 
And  grief  is  healed  ; 

And  lo  before  us  in  tlie  way 

We  view  the  fountains  and  the  palms. 
And  drink,  and  pitch  our  tents,  and  stay 
Singing  sweet  psalms. 


STRENGTH  IN  WEAKNESS.* 

Father,  for  Thy  kindest  word 
Thankfiil  songs  to  Thee  I  sing  j 

Sick  at  heart  with  lioi^  deferred. 
All  my  cause  to  Thee  I  bring. 

Sweet  the  sound  I  heax*  from  Thee, — 

Cast  tliy  burden  upon  Me. 

As  a  father,  bending  low, 
Listens  to  a  lisping  child, 

So  to  me  Thy  pity  show. 

By  the  world  and  sin  beguiled  ; 

Holy  is  Thy  law  and  just ; 

Yet  remember  I  am  dust. 

Spare  me.  Thou  who  loVst  to  spare ! 

Gently  on  me  lay  Thy  hand  ; 
Grasp  the  bruised  reed  with  care  ; 

Let  the  smoking  flax  be  fanned  ; 
Finn  my  faltering  steps  uphold  ; 
Tried,  let  me  come  forth  like  gold. 

*  From  "  Lyxa  Anglicana.**    London,  1865,  8to. 
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O  remember  Him  who  died, 

With  His  life  my  soul  to  save  : 
Let  me  clasp  the  Crucified, 

Till  I  reach  the  awful  grave  ; 
Then,  the  light  affliction  o*er, 
Heaven  is  mine  for  evermore. 


CHRISTINA  FORSYTH. 

CmtlsnmCA  FO&SVTH  was  the  sixth  (laughter  nf  the  late  Thomas  and  Jane  Hamilton  For- 
syth.    Site  wa.<»  bom  at  Urervxiul,  in  1835.    From  her  diildluxxl,  she  was  deeply  imprebsed 
witli  reH^kros  truth,  and  devoted  tu  her  Sutriour.    Pos!>essed  of  a  delicate  constitution,  she  was 
tor  sereral  years  conitued  to  her  l>ed<l)auiber.     Latieriy  Jier  illnesft  wjs  attended  with  uiuch 
a<cutc  siifferiojf,  but  slie  Inire  her  afllittion  not  only  without  a  nmnuur  but  with  unvarjinjf 
cbeerfulness.     Slie  seeoied  to  diiuk  always  of  utJicr:^,  and  never  of  herself,  and  by  the  sini^ilar 
swcetnes*  of  her  dLspusition  she  won  the  lo*»  oT  all  wl:<)  knew  her.    Gifted  willi  M'j»cri(.:r 
aUtlitie»,  bhe  conipused  a  conM<lerabIe  niunbcr  of  sacred  lyrics,  which  were  collected  ini.)  a 
voUuiie,  and  publiiihed  after  her  decease,  under  the  tide  "Ilynms  by  C.  F.,"  Lomlon,  iioi. 
"With  coubcni  of  tlic  owner  of  the  copyritflit.  Mr.  C.  Caswell,  of  Blnuiugliam,  wc  liave  tnins- 
fcrTC*\  one  of  ihc  compositions  tu  our  pa^es. 

MK«^  Fwrsyth  die<l  at  Hostinj^s,  ou  the  i8th  March,  1859.  Of  her  brothers,  the  late  Rev. 
Jol  ;i  Haiuiltou  Forsyth  Li  known  by  liis  sermons  and  intcrpstiu{(  memoir.  Iler  two  surviving 
twotbers  hold  ix>sts  of  honour.  The  eldest,  William  Forsyth,  Es^i.,  <J.C.,  Lilely  sat  in  Farlia- 
fDCOt  a-s  member  for  Cambridi^e ;  and  tl»e  younifest,  Douglas  Forsyth,  Esq.,  C.B.,  is  a  com- 
mibJOODcr  of  the  Punjab  in  India. 


"  HIMSELF  HATH  DONE  IT." 

" Himself  hath  done  it"  all. — Oh  how  those  words 
Should  hush  to  silence  every  murmuring  thought ! 
Himself  Ibiih  done  it," — lie  who  loves  me  best. 
He  who  my  soul  with  His  own  blood  hath  bought. 


<« 


"  Himself  hath  done  it;"  Can  it  then  be  aught 
Than  full  of  wisdom,  full  of  tenderest  love  ? 

Not  one  unneeded  sonow  will  He  send, 

To  teach  lliis  wanderinii  heart  no  more  to  rove. 


'to 


**  Himself  hath  done  it :"  Yes,  although  severe 
.  May  seem  tlie  stroke,  and  bitter  be  the  cup, 
'Tis  His  own  hand  that  holds  it,  and  I  know 
He'll  give  me  grace  to  drink  it  meekly  up. 


-j4 
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*' Himself  hath  done  it  :"  Oh,  no  ami  but  His 
Could  e'er  sustain  beneath  earth*s  dreary  lot ; 

But  while  I  know  He's  doing  all  things  well, 
My  heart  His  loving-kindness  questions  not. 

**  Himself  hath  done  it :"  He  who's  searched  me  throng^ 
Sees  how  I  cleavo  to  earth's  ensnaring  ties  I 

And  so  He  breaks  each  reed  on  which  my  soul 
Too  much  for  happiness  and  joy  relies. 


"  Himself  hath  done  it :"  He  would  have  me  see 
What  broken  dstems  human  friends  must  prove ; 

That  I  may  turn  and  quench  my  burning  thirst 
At  His  own  fount  of  ever-living  love. 

« 

**  Himself  hath  done  it :"  then  I  fein  would  say, 
**  Thy  will  in  all  things  evermore  be  done  ;" 

E'en  though  that  will  remove  whom  best  I  love. 
While  Jesus  lives  I  cannot  be  alone. 

**  Himself  hath  done  it :"  precious,  precious  words  ; 

**  Himself,"  my  Father,  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
Whose  faithfulness  no  variation  knows, — 

Who,  having  loved  me,  loves  me  to  the  end. 

And  when,  in  His  eternal  presence  blest, 
I  at  His  feet  my  crown  immortal  cast, 

I'll  gladly  own  with  all  His  ransomed  saints 
"  Himself  hath  done  it" — ^all,  from  first  to  last. 
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THOMAS  GIBBONS,  D.D. 


XHOMAS  Gibbons  was  bom  In  tlie  ndghboarhood  of  Swaffham  Prior,  Cambrids^eshire,  on 
the  31st  lil^,  iTaoL  la  1749^  h«  became  assistant  minister  at  Silyo-  Street,  and  in  the  followinf; 
year  was  dected  minister  of  the  Indq>endent  congregation  at  Haberdashen'  Hall,  Lxtndon. 
He  composed  a  lifSe  of  Dr.  Watts,  and  other  biographical  and  i>hilo«oi>hical  worics,  in  acknow- 
hedgtoBOt  of  which  the  degree  of  D.D.  was  conferred  on  him  by  the  University  of  Aberdeen. 
His  bjaus  were  pabl&hed  in  1784.    Dr.  Gibbons  died  on  tiie  aand  F^naxy,  Z78S 


GOODNESS  OF  GOD, 

Thy  goodness,  Lord,  our  souls  confess, 

Thy  goodness  we  adore  ; 
A  spring  whose  blessmgs  never  fail, 

A  sea  without  a  shore. 

5^n,  moon,  and  stars  Thy  love  attest, 

In  every  cheerful  ray  ; 
Love  draws  the  curtains  of  the  night, 

And  love  restores  the  day. 

Thy  bounty  every  season  crowns 

With  all  the  bliss  it  yields  ; 
With  joyful  clusters  bend  the  vines, 

With  harvests  wave  the  fields : 

But  chiefly  Thy  compassions,  Lord, 

Are  in  the  Gospel  seen ; 
There,  like  the  sun,  Thy  mercy  shines 

Without  a  cloud  between. 

Thy  Son,  Thy  noblest,  richest  gifl, 

Was  from  Thy  bosom  sent. 
To  bear  from  off  our  guilty  world 

Its  load  of  punishment. 

Pardon,  acceptance,  peace,  and  joy 
Are  published  in  His  name  : 

Ours  is  the  life,  the  glory  ours. 
And  His  the  death  and  shame. 
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Of  sovereign  grace  how  wide  the  reig;ii  ; 

How  strong  the  current  rolls 
That  bears  to  heav'ns  unbounded  bliss 

Our  hell-deserving  souls ! 


PLEADING  WITH  GOD  IN  AFFLICTION. 

To  Thee,  my  God,  whose  presence  fills 
The  earth,  and  seas,  and  skies, 

To  Thee,  whose  name,  wliose  heart  is  loTe, 
With  ail  my  powen  I  rise. 

Troubles  in  long  succession  xoH, 

Wave  rushes  u^xin  wave  ; 
Pity,  oh  pity  my  distress  ! 

Thy  child,  Thy  suppliant  save  I 

Oh  bid  the  roaring  tempest  cease  ; 
*  Or  give  me  strength  to  bear 
Wliale'er  Thy  lioly  will  apiX)ints, 
And  save  me  from  despair^ 

To  Thee,  my  God,  alone  I  look« 

On  Thee  alone  confide  ; 
Thou  never  hast  deceived  the  soul 

That  on  Thy  grace  relied. 

Though  ofl  Thy  ways  are  wrapt  in  clouds 

Mysterious  and  unknown. 
Truth,  righteousness,  and  mercy  stand. 

The  pillars  of  Thy  throne. 
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MRS  GILBERT. 

MR&  GrLSBRT,  Mm  ANN  Taylor,  Is  connected  with  a  gifted  fbmflf.  Rargnad&ther.  Isaac 

Xaylor.  was  a  cddirated  engraver.    He  educated  his  sons,  diaries  and  Isaac,  to  Ms  own 

XII I  iff  iminn     The  former  is  to  be  remembered  as  the  industrious  edteor  of  Cahnet :  the  latter 

alSKMlooed  art,  and,  directing  himsdf  towards  the  ministry,  accepted,  la  1796^  the  change  of  an 

jBdepcadent  congregation  at  Cdkhester,  afterwards  at  Ongar,  in  Eksex.    His  wife,  whose 

m**^*-*  name  was  Ann  Martin,  composed  several  works  for  tlie  domestic  drde.  which  enjoyed 

M.  vrkle  popularity.    Their  duldren,  Ann,  Jane,  Isaac,  and  Jeffreys  were  Intended  as  en- 

gttavcra.  and  were  eariy  employed  in  acquiring  a  knowledge  of  the  art.     Isaac  l>ecHine  a 

tUstiaKutdied  philoaophical  writer ;  he  died  in  1864.    JeSny%  composed  many  small  work.«  of 

and  humour :  be  died  in  185;^    The  histera  obtained  reputatkm  for  their  poetical 

Jane  is  noticed  suboequently  in  the  present  work.    Ann,  the  sul>)ccl  of  tlie  present 

^^**'*^,  was  boni  at  IsBngtoo.  in  1701.    Slie  married  the  Rev.  Joseph  Gilbert,  <tnccessivcly 

of  Independent  congregatkins  at  Hull  and  Noctii^ham.  Mr,  dlbefft  died  at  Nottintc 

in  1851.  Mrs.  Gilbert  continues  to  reside  at  Nottingham.    Coojoindy  with  her  sister, 

aike  puhHshed  eariy  in  the  century,  "Original  Poems,"  "Hymns  for  In&nt  Minds."  and 

**  Rhymes  for  the  Nunery.**    SIse  has  contrilnited  z8  hymns  to  Dr.  LeifchUd's  collection. 

Ber  last  published  work  is  a  memoir  of  her  husband,  wliich  appeared  in  1853.    The  following 

lutve  been  oootributed  by  Mrs.  Gilbert  to  the  present  work. 


THE  CURSE  AND  THE  BLESSING. 
{Contributed.) 

ScATTER*D  to  cvcry  wind  they  roam, 
The  seed  of  Abi^am,  Thy  friend  I 

Call,  gracious  God,  Tliy  wanderers  hom^ 
Thme  outcasts  to  their  Zion  send  ! 

How  long,  O  Lord  ?    I  fow  long,  till  they 

With  Gentiles  share  the  gospel  day  ? 

True, — as  the  fathers,  so  the  sons, — 
Stiff-neckM  and  rebellious  found ; 

Yet  are  they  not  Thy  chosen  ones. 
Once  heirs  of  Palestina*s  ground, — 

Possessors  there,  by  gift  Divine, 

Of  temple,  promise,  rite,  and  sign  ? 

And  is  there  in  those  hearts  a  stone 
Too  hard,  almighty  Love,  for  Thee? 

Can  they  be  harder  than  our  own. 
Ere  steep'd  in  mercy's  crimson  sea  ? 

Oh,  if  from  them  we  differ  now, 

Who  made  us  differ  ?    Who  but  Thou  ? 
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Lord,  is  not  mercy  Thy  delight  ? 

Dost  Thou  the  sinner's  death  enjoy  ? 
Are  not  souls  precious  in  Thy  sight  ? 

Thy  strange  work,  surely,  to  destroy  ! 
We  plead  that  mercy's  boundless  scope, 
On  which  Thou  causest  us  to  hope. 

Have  not  the  ages  rolled  away 

0*er  which  the  curse  of  heaven  must  brood  ? 
Now  shed  abroad  the  melting  ray, 

And  be  the  stubborn  heart  subdued. 
Haste,  Lord  !  the  promised  grace  fulfil. 
And  be  the  God  of  Israd  still ! 


A  RANSOMED  CHURCH. 
(Contributed,) 

We,  sitting  round  the  Saviour's  board. 
With  bread  from  heaven  supplied. 

The  rich  provision  would  not  hoard. 
But  with  the  world  divide. 

The  world  of  many-coloured  tribes. 

The  living  world,  can  be 
The  only  line  that  circumscribes 

The  Christian's  sympathy. 

But  while  in  many  a  leafy  glen, 

On  many  a  golden  strand. 
Or  'mid  the  haunts  of  polish'd  men, 

The  needy  millions  stand, 

Behold, — a  wanderer  on  its  face, 

A  heir  to  all  its  pains. 
Forlorn,  heart-broken, — IsraeVs  race 

Heaven's  blighting  curse  sustains. 

O  Thou,  who  didst  the  woe  predict, 
Th'  opprobrium,  scorn,  and  grief, 

Who  dost  not  willingly  afflict, 
Come  Thou  to  their  relief ; 


MRS.  GODWIN.  239 

Thy  nmsom'd  Church  sends  up  its  cry, 

Nor  rest  would  take  or  give. 
Till  Love  shall  pass  in  mercy  by, 

And  say  to  Israel,  Live  I 


MRS.  GODWIN. 

IfKS.  Godwin,  «mv  Euzabbth  Ayton  Ethbkidcb,  Is  the  dugliter  of  die  late  Mr.  W. 
E.  Etberidge,  Tborpe  Hamlet,  Norfolk.  In  1849.  she  was  married  to  Mr.  Christopher  Godwin. 
Sbe  bas  written  aiany  hiteresting  sacred  Ijrrks,  some  of  which  have  appeared  in  different 
periodicala.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Godwin  reside  at  CUfton,  Gloucesteishire.  The  (oQowing  lyrics 
have  been  contributed  by  Mis.  Godwin  at  our  request. 

THE  CROSS. 

{Contributtd,) 

**  Lord,  I  would  follow  Thee  ;  but  must  I  take 
The  weary  cross,  and  bear  it  for  Thy  sake  ? 
Is  there  no  other  path,  no  smoother  way  ? 
Pity  my  weakness,  Jesus  !  Master,  say  I 

I  have  bright  hopes ;  must  they  be  laid  aside — 
•    My  soul's  ambition,  and  my  restless  pride  X 
But  I  have  dearer  joys ;  and  must  they  fly, 
Like  a  pale  meteor  in  the  evening  sky  ? 

Nay,  spare  them  to  me  :  sure  'tis  death  to  part 
With  tiie  deep  love,  the  treasure  of  my  heart ; 
Life  would  be  dark  :  oh,  any  cross  but  this, 
And  I  will  follow  Thee  to  heaven  and  bliss." 

'Twas  thus  I  murmured,  thus  I  held  my  will: 
I  could  not  give,  and  cheerfully  be  still ; 
Binding  my  treasures  close,  I  sought  the  way, 
The  narrow  path  to  heaven  and  endless  day. 

But  soon  I  found  that  I  was  left  alone 
To  win  my  way  to  an  immortal  crown : 
My  hopes  were  darken'd  ;  those  I  cast  aside^ 
And  parted  quickly  with  my  spirit's  pride. 
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But  still  I  bound  1117  love  around  my  breast, 
I  cared  not  for  the  storm  that  took  the  rest ; 
This  was  my  (nvrty  my  idol ;  could  I  spare 
The  single  flower  that  made  my  life  so  fiiir  ? 

It  faded,  like  the  tints  of  evening's  sky, 

And  left  me  all  alone  to  weep  and  die. 

But  then  a  voice  rose  sweetly — **  I  am  here  ; 

Take  up  Uiy  cross,  and  dry  the  murmuring  tear." 

t  clasp*d  it  to  me  !  *twas  no  cross  I  found. 
No  burden  held  me,  and  no  fetters  bound  ; 
Gladly  I  followed  in  His  steps,  who  trod 
The  path  of  sorrows  to  His  Father  God. 


"  SAVE,  LORD,  OR  I  PERISH." 
{^Contributed,) 

My  Saviour,  'mid  life's  varied  scene. 

Be  Thou  my  stay  ; 
Guide  me,  through  each  perplexing  path. 

To  perfect  day. 
In  weakness  and  in  sin  I  stand. 
Still  faith  can  clasp  Thy  mighty  hand. 
And  follow  at  Thy  dear  command. 

My  Saviour,  I  have  nought  to  bring 

Worthy  of  Thee  ; 
A  broken  heart  Tliou  wilt  not  spurn  : 

Accept  of  me. 
I  need  Thy  righteousness  divine, 
I  plead  Thy  promises  as  mine, 
I  i)erish,  if  I  am  not  Thine. 

My  Saviour,  wilt  Thou  turn  away 

From  such  a  cry  ? 
My  refuge,  and  wilt  Thou  forget. 

And  must  I  die  ?         . 
Faitli  trembles  ;  but  her  glance  of  light 
Has  pierced  through  regions  dark  as  night. 
And  enter'd  into  realms  of  light 
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Mj  SaWoor,  'mid  lieaven's  glorioni  throng 

I  see  Thee  there, 
Pleading  with  all  Thy  matcfaleas  lofCT 

And  tender  care. 
Not  for  the  angel-forms  aroond. 
But  for  lost  souls  in  fetters  bound,* 
That  thej  may  hear  salvation's  sound. 

My  Saviour,  thus  I  find  my  rest 

Akme  with  Thee ; 
Beneath  Thy  wing  I  have  no  fear 

Of  what  may  be. 
Strengthen^  with  Thy  all-glorious  might, 
I  shall  be  conqueror  in  the  fight. 
Then  give  to  Thee  my  crown  of  light. 


BENJAMIN   GOUGH. 


EENJAMIN  GOUCH  was  born  at  Sottthborough,  Kent,  in  1805.  For  many  yean  engaged  In 
tercantile  parmita  in  London,  he  lias  latterly  retired,  and  now  resides  on  his  estate  of  Mounl- 
eld.  near  Faversham.  Mr.  Gough  published,  in  1832,  "  An  Indian  Tale,  and  other  Poems." 
a  1865,  he  issued  his  "  Ljrra  Sabbatica."  a  volume  of  hymns  and  poems.  He  occasionally 
Mtribotcs  to  the  erangelical  periodicals,  and  is  a  local  preacher  among  the  Wesleyans. 


TO  AN  AFFLICTED  CHILD. 

Gentlest  lamb  of  Jesu*s  fold, 
Called  to  suffer  from  thy  birth, 

Tal(e  of  heaven  a  firmer  hold. 
Since  thou  art  not  made  for  earth  ; 

Only  lie  at  Jesu's  feet, 

Then  affliction  will  be  sweet. 

Clasp  thy  tiny  hands  in  prayer  ; 

Tell  the  Saviour  all  thy  heart ; 
Trust  Him  with  thy  every  care. 

Every  grief  to  Him  impart ; 
Bow  to  Him  the  suppliant  knee, 
Once  He  was  a  child  like  thee. 
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Take  thy  refuge  in  His  arms. 
Nestle  in  His  loving  breast, 

Fly  to  Him  in  all  alarms, 

Fly  for  safety,  peace,  and  rest : 

Weep  not,  darling,  at  His  will ; 

Love  Him,  trust  Him,  praise  Him  stilL 

Meekly  learn  thy  cross  to  bear, 
Never  murmur  or  complain  ; 

Cheerful  songs  and  holy  prayer 
Ease  and  sanctify  thy  pain. 

Sing  of  Jesus  and  His  love  : 

So  the  angels  sing  above. 

Gentlest  lamb  of  Jesu's  fold. 
Called  to  suffer  from  thy  birth. 

Take  of  heaven  a  firmer  hold. 
Since  thou  art  not  made  for  earth  ; 

Only  lie  at  Jesu's  feet. 

Then  affliction  will  be  sweet. 


FOR  SATURDAY  NIGHT. 

Chafed  and  worn  with  worldly  care. 
Sweetly,  Lord,  my  heart  prepare  ; 
Bid  this  inward  tempest  cease, 
Jesus,  come  and  whisper  peace. 
Hush  the  whirlwind  of  my  will ; 
With  Thyself  my  spirit  fill ; 
End  in  calm  this  busy  week, 
Let  the  Sabbath  gently  break. 

Sever,  Lord,  these  earthly  ties, 
Fain  my  soul  to  Thee  would  rise  ; 
Disentangle  me  from  time. 
Lift  me  to  a  purer  clime. 
Let  me  cast  away  my  load. 
Let  me  now  draw  nigh  to  God. 
Gently,  loving  Jesus,  speak, 
End  in  calm  this  busy  week. 
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Draw  the  curtain  of  repose. 
While  my  wearied  ejelids  close  ; 
Seal  my  spirit  while  I  rest. 
Give  me  dreamings  pure  and  blest 
Raise  me  with  a  cheerful  heart ; 
Holy  Ghost,  Thyself  impart ; 
Then  the  Sabbath-day  will  be 
Heaven  brought  down  to  earth  and  me. 


FOR  THE  CONVERSION  OF  THE  WORLD. 

Uplift  the  blood-red  banner, 

Unsheath  the  Spirit's  sword ; 
Put  on  the  Christian's  armour — 

The  armour  of  the  Lord  : 
The  helmet  of  salvation. 

And  faith's  victorious  shield  ; 
Go  forth  with  acclamation. 

The  world  your  battle-field. 

Every  battle  of  the  warrior, 

Who  fights  by  land  or  flood, 
Is  with  confused  noise, 

And  garments  rolled  in  blood  ; 
But  this  shall  be  with  burning. 

From  heaven  its  light  shall  shine, 
God's  Spirit  overturning : 

The  fire  of  love  Divine. 

Uplift  the  blood-red  banner. 

And  shout  with  trumpet's  sound 
Deliverance  to  the  captive. 

And  fipeedom  to  the  bound  ; 
Earth's  jubilee  of  glory. 

The  year  of  full  release  : 
O  tell  the  wondrous  story. 

Go  forth  and  publish  peace. 

Go  forth,  confessors,  martyrs. 
With  zeal  and  love  unpriced, 

And  preach  the  blood  of  sprinkling. 
And  live  or  die  for  Christ. 
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For  Christ  claim  every  nation. 
Your  banner  wide  unfurl'd  ; 

Go  forth,  and  preach  salvation- 
Salvation  for  the  world. 


JAMES  GRANT. 


James  Grant  Is  understood  to  have  been  a  nathre  ofEJIabargh.  He 
in  that  city.    Thoug^h  of  most  unobtnisavc  dispodtioii,  he  was  frequently  elected  a 
the  Town  CouuciL    In  1746—47,  he  held  the  municipal  office  o€  City  Treasurer ;  he 
wards  elected  one  of  the  magistrates,  and  Dean  of  CtdkL    Of  die  religious  and 
institutions  in  the  city  he  was  a  zealous  |>romoter.    In  the  prosperity  of  the  Orphan 
he  was  espedaUy  concerned.    For  the  benefit  of  this  institution  he  was  led  to 
natural  diffidence  by  publishing  a  small  volume  of  hymns,  which  he  had  cosaposed 
private  use.  The  little  volume  appeared  in  1784 ;  it  was  reprinted  in  xSaa  It  has  been 
by  Mr.  Sedgwick  in  his  "  Library  of  Spiritual  Songs."    Mr.  Grant  died  on  the  zat 
1785. 


GOD'S  UNCHANGEABLE  LOVE. 

O  ZiON,  afiSicted  with  wave  upon  wave, — 
By  no  man  comforted,  whom  no  man  can  save ; 
By  darkness  surroimded,  by  terrors  undone  ; 
In  toiling  and  rowing  thy  strength  almost  gone. 

Thy  en'mies  are  many,  thy  fears  overwhelm, 
But  thy  blessed  Pilot,  He  sits  at  the  helm  ; 
His  wisdom  conducts  thee,  His  pow'r  thee  defends. 
In  safety  and  quiet  Thy  warfare  He  ends. 

**0  fearful  !  O  faithless,"  in  mercy  He  cries, 
"My  kindness  thou  doubts  of,  my  promise  denies; 
Yet  I  am  still  with  Thee,  my  promise  shall  stand. 
Thro*  tossing  and  tempest  I'll  bring  thee  to  land. 


Forget  thee  I  will  not,  I  cannot ;  thy  name 
Engraved  on  my  heart  it  does  ever  remain, 
On  the  palms  of  my  hands,  while  looking,  I  see 
The  wounds  I  received  in  dying  for  thee. 
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I  fed  at  my  lieait  all  thy  sighs  and  thy  groans, 
For  thou  art  most  near  me,  my  flesh  and  my  bones ; 
In  all  thy  distresses,  thy  Head  knows  the  pain ; 
Yet  all  are  most  needful,  not  one  is  in  vain. 

Then  trust  me,  and  fear  not ;  thy  life  is  secure ; 
My  wisdom  is  perfect,  supreme  is  my  power; 
In  love  I  correct  thee,  thy  soul  to  refine, 
To  make  thee  at  length  in  my  likeness  to  shine. 

The  foolish,  the  fearful,  the  weak  are  my  care  I 
The  hopeless,  the  helpless  I  hear  their  sad  prajrer; 
From  all  their  afflictions  my  glory  shall  spring; 
And  the  deeper  their  sorrows,  the  louder  they'll  sing." 


SUFFICIENCY  IN  CHRIST. 

Infinite  wisdom,  power,  and  grace 

In  our  Redeemer  shine  ; 
O  let  me,  by  a  lively  faith, 

Make  these  perfections  mine. 

In  this  dark  world  of  sin  and  grief^ 

My  steps  I  can't  direct ; 
Nor  can  I  from  surrounding  foes 

My  feeble  heart  protect. 

By  force,  or  fraud,  they  enter  here. 
And  lead  my  thoughts  astray ; 

Poor  captive  !  I  forsake  my  God, 
And  wander  from  His  way. 

This  poor  diseased,  treacherous  heart. 
Thus  wandering  from  the  road, 

All  nature's  skill  can  never  heal, 
Nor  turn  my  face  to  God. 

But  since  in  Thine  eternal  word, 
Wisdom  and  power  and  grace 

In  wondrous  love  are  there  bestowed 
On  mankind's  helpless  race, — 
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Since  wretched,  sinful  men  as  I 

The  promise  have  bdiered. 
And  hence  in  every  time  of  need 

A  fit  supply  received, — 

I,  too,  will  on  Thy  record  rest. 

On  faithfulness  divine ; 
For  wisdom,  power,  and  grace  FIX  trust 

The  promise  makes  them  mine. 


SIR   ROBERT  GRANT. 

Sir  Robert  grant,  second  son  of  Cliaries  Grant,  an  eminent  philanthropist  and  i 
was  born  in  178s  He  entered  Magdalen  CoUetfe,  Cambridge,  where  be  graduated  in  1806. 
Selecting  the  legal  profession,  he  was  called  to  the  bar,  at  Lincoln's  Inn.  in  January.  1807.  In 
1836,  he  became  representative  in  Parliament  of  the  InTemesa  buiig^ ;  he  subsequendy 
sat  for  other  places.  He  was  sworn  a  Privy  Councillor  in  Z83x.  and  was  appointed  Governor  of 
Bombay  in  1834.  While  in  the  discharge  of  his  high  duties,  he  died  at  Dapoorie.  on  the  gtb 
July.  Z838.  in  his  fUty>third  year.  He  published  two  works  on  the  goremment  of  India. 
Several  hynms  from  his  pen,  mutilated  by  the  editors,  were  in  circulation  during  hb  Ufetime. 
In  1839,  his  elder  brother,  Lord  Glenelg,  published  the  whole  of  his  sacred  Ijrrics,  twdve  in 
number,  from  the  original  MSS.  From  the  second  edition  of  this  publication  the  foOowing 
hymns  have  been  transcribed. 


WHOM  HAVE  I  IN  HEAVEN  BUT  THEE? 

Lord  of  earth  !  Thy  forming  hand 
Well  this  beauteous  frame  hath  plann'd — 
Woods  that  wave,  and  hills  that  tower, 
Ocean  rolling  in  his  power  ; 
All  that  strikes  the  gaze  unsought. 
All  that  charms  the  lonely  thought ; 
Friendship — gem  transcending  price. 
Love — ^a  flower  from  Paradise, 
Yet,  amidst  this  scene  so  fair. 
Should  I  cease  Thy  smile  to  share. 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  I  on  earth  but  Thee  ? 
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Lord  of  heaven  !  beyond  our  sight 
Rolls  a  world  of  purer  light; 
There,  in  love*s  unclouded  reign. 
Parted  hands  shall  clasp  again ; 
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Martyrs  there,  and  prophets  high. 
Blaze — a  glorknis  company ; 
While  immortal  mndc  rings 
From  unnomber'd  seraph  strings. 
Oh,  that  world  is  passing  foir ; 
Yet,  if  Thou  wert  absent  there, 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  Thee? 

Lord  of  earth  and  heaven  !  my  breast 
Seeks  in  Thee  its  only  rest : 
i  was  lost ;  Thy  accents  mild 
Homeward  lured  Thy  wandering  child : 
I  was  blind ;  Thy  healing  ray 
Charmed  the  long  eclipse  away. 
Source  of  every  joy  I  know, 
Solace  of  my  every  woe, 
O  if  once  Thy  smile  divine 
Ceased  upon  my  soul  to  shine, 
What  were  earth  or  heaven  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  I  in  each  but  Thee  ? 


LITANY. 

Saviour  !  when,  in  dust,  to  Thee 
Low  we  bow  th*  adoring  knee  ; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes : 
Oh,  by  all  Thy  pains  and  woe, 
Suffer'd  once  for  man  below. 
Bending  from  Thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

By  Thy  helpless  infant  years, 
By  Thy  life  of  want  and  tears. 
By  Thy  days  of  sore  distress 
In  the  savage  wilderness. 
By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  tempter's  power  ; 
Turn,  O  turn  a  favouring  eye. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 
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By  the  sacred  griefs  that  wept 
O'er  the  grave  where  Lazarus  slept ; 
By  the  boding  tears  that  flow*d 
Over  Salem's  loVd  abode  ; 
By  the  anguish'd  sigh  that  told 
Treachery  lurked  within  Thy  fold. 
From  Thy  seat  above  the  sky. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

By  Thine  hour  of  dire  despair, 
By  Thine  agony  of  pray*r, 
By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn. 
Piercing  spear,  and  torturing  scorn. 
By  the  gloom  that  veil'd  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice. 
Listen  to  our  humble  cry, 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

By  the^  deep  expiring  groan. 
By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone. 
By  the  vault  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  risiog  God  : 
O  from  earth  to  heav'n  restor'd, 
Mighty  re-ascended  Lord, 
Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 
Of  our  solemn  Litany  1 


COMFORT  UNDER  AFFLICTION. 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view, 
And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few, 
On  Him  I  lean,  who  not  in  vain, 
Experienc'd  every  human  pain : 
He  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears, 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way ; 
To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue. 
Or  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do  : 
Still  He  who  felt  temptation's  power. 
Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 
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If  wounded  love  my  boiom  swell, 
Deoehr'd  by  dioie  I  prized  too  well. 
He  shall  His  pitying  aid  bestow. 
Who  felt  on  earth  severer  woe; 
At  once  betray'd,  denied,  or  fled. 
By  those  who  shared  His  daily  bread. 

If  vexing  thoughts  within  me  rise, 
And,  sore  disma/d,  my  spirit  dies; 
Still  He  who  once  vouchsafed  to  bear 
The  sickening  anguish  of  despair. 
Shall  sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry. 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  streaming  eye. 

When  sorrowing  o*er  some  stone  I  bend. 
Which  covers  what  was  once  a  friend. 
And  from  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile. 
Divides  me — for  a  little  while, 
Thou,  Saviour,  mark'st  the  tears  I  shed. 
For  Thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 

And  O  when  I  have  safely  past 
Through  every  conflict — but  the  last. 
Still,  still,  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed — for  Thou  hast  died ; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day. 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away. 


GLORY  AND  GOODNESS    OF  GOD. 

O  WORSHIP  the  King,  all  glorious  above  1 
O  gratefully  sing  His  power  and  His  love  I 
Our  Shield  and  Defender — the  Ancient  of  days, 
Pavilioned  in  splendour,  and  girded  with  praise. 

O  tell  of  His  might,  O  sing  of  His  grace. 
Whose  robe  is  the  light,  whose  canopy  space ; 
His  chariots  of  wrath  deep  thunder-clouds  form. 
And  dark  is  His  path  on  the  wings  of  the  storm. 
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This  earth,  with  its  store  of  wonders  untold. 
Almighty  !  TTiy  power  hath  founded  of  old ; 
Hath  stablish'd  it  fast  by  a  changeless  decree. 
And  round  it  hath  cast,  like  a  mantle,  the 


Thy  bountiful  care,  what  tongue  can  recite  ? 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light ; 
It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  plain. 
And  sweetly  distils  in  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail. 
In  Thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  Thee  to  £ul ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender,  how  firm  to  the  end. 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend ! 

O  measureless  Might !  inef&ble  Love ! 
While  angels  delight  to  hymn  Thee  above. 
The  humbler  creation,  tho'  feeble  their  lays. 
With  true  adoration  shall  lisp  to  Thy  praise. 
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BENEFIT  OF  AFFLICTION. 

O  Saviour,  whose  mercy,  severe  in  its  kindness. 
Has  chasten'd  my  wandMngs,  and  guided  my  way ; 

Ador'd  be  the  pow'r  which  illumined  my  blindness. 
And  wean'd  me  from  phantoms  that  smil'd  to  betray. 

Enchanted  with  all  that  was  dazzling  and  fair,   • 
I  followed  the  rainbow,  I  caught  at  the  toy ; 

And  still,  in  displeasure,  Thy  goodness  was  there, 
Disappointing  the  hope,  and  defeating  the  joy. 

The  blossom  blushM  bright,  but  a  worm  was  below  ; 

The  moonlight  shone  fair,  there  was  blight  in  the  beam ; 
Sweet  whispered  the  breeze,  but  it  whispered  of  woe. 

And  bitterness  flow'd  in  the  soft -flowing  stream. 

So,  cur^d  of  my  folly,  yet  cur'd  but  In  part, 

I  turned  to  the  refuge  Thy  pity  display'd; 
And  still  did  this  eager  and  credulous  heart. 

Weave  visions  of  promise  that  bloom'd  but  to  fade. 
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I  thought  that  the  course  of  the  pilgrim  to  heayen 
Would  be  blight  as  the  summer,  and  glad  as  the  mom ; 

Thou  shoVdst  me  the  path,  it  was  dark  and  uneven ; 
All  rugged  with  rock,  and  all  tangled  with  thorn. 

I  dream'd  of  celestial  rewards  and  renown; 

I  grasp*d  at  the  triumph  which  blesses  the  brave; 
I  asked  for  the  palm-branch,  the  robe,  and  the  crown 

I  ask'd,  and  Thou  show'dst  me  a  cross  and  a  grave. 

Subdn'd  and  mstructed,  at  length  to  Thy  will. 
My  hopes  and  my  longings  I  fain  would  resign ; 

Oh  give  me  the  heart  that  can  wait  and  be  still. 
Nor  know  of  a  wish  or  a  pleasure  but  Thine  I 

There  are  mansions  exempted  from  sin  and  from  woe. 
But  they  stand  in  a  region  by  mortals  untrod ; 

There  are  rivers  of  joy,  but  they  roll  not  below; 
There  is  rest — ^but  it  dwells  in  the  presence  of  God. 


MRS.  JAMES  GRAY. 

Mary  Ann  BROWKB  was  born  at  Maidenhead  Thicket,  Berks,  on  the  a4th  September.  i8ia. 
Devoted  to  versifying  from  childhood,  she  appeared  as  an  authoress  in  her  fifteenth  year,  by 
the  publicatioa  of  "  Mont  Blanc,  and  other  Poems,"  dedicated,  by  permission,  to  the  Princess 
Aagnsta.  When  a  year  older,  she  produced  another  poetical  volume,  entitled  "Ada."  Her 
■ebseqnent  poetical  works  were,  "Repentance,  and  other  Poems,"  "The  Coronal,"  "The 
BirtlMlay  Ciift."  "  Ignatia."  "  Sacred  Poetry,"  and  "  Sketches  from  the  Antique,  and  other 
Poa^"  In  1843,  she  married  Mr.  James  Gray,  a  nephew  of  the  Ettrick  Shepherd.  On  the 
first  of  January,  1845.  s^  K*vc  birth  to  her  only  child.  She  died  on  the  98th  of  the  same 
flkMrttL  Mn.  Cray  was  a  person  of  eminent  piety  and  amiable  manners.  She  contributed  to 
The  DiMin  Unitftrsity  Magasint,  and  occasionally  furnished  verses  to  Chamber^  yournal, 
aad  The  JLitermry  GajtetU. 

"THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

It  is  a  short  and  simple  prayer, 

But  'tis  the  Christian's  stay. 
Through  every  varied  scene  of  care, 

Until  his  dying  day. 
As  through  the  wilderness  of  life 

Calmly  he  wanders  on, 
His  prayer  in  every  time  of  strife 

Is  stiU,  "  Thy  wiU  be  done," 
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When  in  his  happy  infant  years 
He  treads  'midst  thomless  flowers  ; 

When  pass  away  his  smiles  and  tears^ 
Like  April  suns  and  showers ; 

Then,  kneeling  by  his  parents'  hearth. 
Play-tired  at  set  of  sun  ; 

What  is  the  prayer  his  heart  poors  forth  ? 
Father,  Thy  will  be  done." 
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When  the  bright  summer  sky  of  time 

Cloudless  is  o*er  him  spread  ; 
When  love's  bright  ¥nreath  is  in  its  prime. 

With  not  one  blossom  dead : 
Whilst  o'er  his  hopes  and  prospects  fiur 

No  mist  of  woe  hath  gone  ; 
Still  he  repeats  his  first-taught  prayer — 

"  Father,  Thy  will  be  done." 

But  when  his  sun  no  longer  beams, 

And  love's  sweet  flowers  decay ; 
When  all  hope's  rainbow-coloured  dreams 

Are  sadly  swept  away  ; 
As  flowers  bent  beneath  the  storm 

Still  fragrantly  breathe  on  ; 
So  when  dark  clouds  life's  heaven  deform, 

He  prays,  **  Thy  will  be  done !" 

And  when  the  winter  of  his  age 

Sheds  o'er  his  locks  its  snows  ; 
When  he  can  feel  his  pilgprimage 

Fast  drawing  to  a  close  : 
Then,  as  he  finds  his  strength  decline. 

This  is  his  prayer  alone  : 
**  To  Thee  my  spirit  I  resign, — 

Father,  Thy  will  be  done  I" 


LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS. 

Sinner,  whither  wilt  thou  go, 
Burden'd  with  thy  hopeless  woe  ? 
Know'st  thou  wko  can  give  relief? 
Who  alone  can  heal  thy  grief? 
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To  the  eternal  Sacrifice 

Lift  thine  heart,  and  lift  thine  eyes ; 

Here  is  all  the  remedy — 

Jesus  lived  and  died  for  tkee, 

Thon^^  temptations  round  thy  path 
Lift  their  serpent-heads  in  wrath, — 
Though  the  heavy  tear-drops  start. 
Whilst  the  cloud  is  on  thine  heart, — 
Though  thy  hope  sends  not  a  glance 
From  His  hidden  countenance, — 
Jesus  can  thy  trials  see, 
He  was  tempted  once  like  thee. 

Though  thy  faith  is  weak  and  dim, 

For  salvation  trust  in  Him ; 

All  He  promised  in  His  word 

Only  is  a  while  deferred  ; 

When  He  vowed  thy  prayer  to  grant. 

He  foresaw  thy  every  want ; 

In  thy  Saviour's  treasury 

All  is  garnered  up  for  thee. 

Strive,  nor  faint,  though  o*er  thy  soul 
Sorrow's  heavy  billows  roll ;      , 
Though  thy  heart  scarce  form  a  prayer, 
'Gainst  the  evil  swelling  there  : 
Keep  thine  eyes  through  good  and  ill 
On  that  blessM  Saviour  still ; 
Fails  thy  prayer  ?    Here  look  and  see ! 
Jesus  prayeth  now  for  thee. 

Fear  not  that  thy  faith  shall  fail. 
That  the  evil  shall  prevail ; 
For  thy  spirit's  lowly  lot 
Mourn  indeed,  but  murmur  not. 
Trust,  for  in  His  great  design. 
Glory,  peace,  and  joy  are  thine  : 
Doubt  and  terror  yet  shall  flee, — 
Jesus  finish'd  uli  for  thee. 
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JOSEPH  GRIGG. 


JOSEPH  GRIGG  was  bred  to  mechanical  punoita.  He  afterwards  *»*«'*i»f  a  prctlm  of  die 
Presbyterian  Charch.  He  assisted  in  the  Presbyterian  churdi,  SOver  Street,  Loadea.  froa 
1743  till  the  death  of  his  constituent  in  1747.  About  this  period  he  married  the  wldov  sf 
Cokmel  Drew,  a  gentlewoman  of  considenble  fbrtnne,  and  established  his  reskkace  at  Sl 
Albauis.  He  ministered  shortly  before  his  death  in  the  old  Predqrtetiaa  dmrch,  Wakhaasmv. 
He  died  on  the  agfh  October,  ijtt.  His  "  Hymns  on  DiTine  Subjects  and  Serious  FOcas,* 
collected  from  different  sources,  and  accompanied  by  a  brief  memoir,  have  beea  pdUished  bf 
Mr.  Sedgwick ;  London,  1861.  zamo. 


"BEHOLD!  I  STAND." 

Behold  !  a  Stranger's  at  the  door ! 
He  gently  knocks,  has  knock*d  before ; 
Has  waited  long,  is  waiting  still ;    • 
Yon  treat  no  other  friend  so  ilL 

But  will  He  prove  a  friend  indeed  ? 
He  will ;  the  very  friend  you  need. 
The  Man  of  Nazareth,  'tis  He ! 
With  garments  dyed  at  Calvary. 

Oh  lovely  attitude  !  He  stands 
With  melting  heart  and  laden  hands : 
Oh  matchless  kindness  1  and  He  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  His  foes. 

Rise !  touch'd  with  gratitude  divine, 
Turn  out  His  enemy  and  thine, — 
That  hateful,  hell-bom  monster  sin. 
And  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  in. 

If  thou  art  poor  (and  poor  thou  art), 
Lo  I  He  has  riches  to  impart ; 
Not  wealth,  in  which  mean  avarice  rolls ; 
O  better  far,  the  wealth  of  souls ! 


Thou*rt  blind,  he'll  take  the  scales  away. 
And  let  in  everlasting  day  : 
Naked  thou  art,  but  He  shall  dress 
Thy  blushing  soul  in  righteousness. 


JOSEPH   CXIGO. 

Art  tb(M  a  weeper*    Grief  iluU  fly. 
For  who  on  w«ep«rilh  JenubrI 
No  tatot  ilull  thjF  bopa  aniiay, 
"   '  )t  the  te*r  of  joy. 


Admit  Him;  lor  the  hnman  breut 
Ne'er  entertain'd  to  kind  ■  gaetL 
Admit  Him;  foe  ]>Da  can't  eipel ; 
Wboe'ei  He  comes,  He  come*  to  dwdl. 

Admit  Him;  etc  Hii  uiger  bam, 
Hb  feet  deport,  ne'er  to  return  ; 
Admit  Him ;  or  the  hoor'i  at  hand. 
When  at  His  door  denied  jou'Il  ftind. 

Vet  know  (nor  of  the  terms  complain), 
If  Jesiu  comes.  He  comes  to  leigo ; 
To  reign,  and  with  no  partial  sway ; 
Thoughts  must  tie  slain  that  disobey. 

SoT'ieign  of  souls !  Thou  Prince  of  peace ! 
Oh  may  Thy  gentle  reign  increase ! 
Throw  wide  Ihe  door,  each  willing  mind. 
And  be  His  empire  all  mankind. 


"ASHAMED  OF  ME." 

Jesus  !  and  shall  it  ever  be  1 
A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  Thee  T 
Scom'd  be  the  thought  by  rich  and  poor ; 
O  may  I  scorn  il  more  and  more  I 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star. 
Ashamed  of  Jesus  ',  just  as  soon 
Let  midnight  blush  to  think  of  nooiL 

'Tis  evening  with  my  soul  till  He, 
Thai  Morning  Star,  bids  darkness  flee  ; 
He  sheds  the  beam  of  noon  Divine 
O'er  all  this  midnight  soul  of  mine. 
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Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  shall  yon  field 
Blush  when  it  thinks  who  bids  it  yield  ? 
Yet  blush  I  must,  while  I  adore, 
I  blush  to  think  I  yield  no  more. 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  of  that  Friend 
On  whom  for  heaven  my  hopes  depend  ! 
It  must  not  be  I  be  this  my  shame, 
That  I  no  more  revere  His  name. 

Ashamed  of  Jesus !  yes,  I  may. 
When  I've  no  crimes  to  wash  avray  ; 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  joy  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

Till  then  (nor  is  the  boasting  vain). 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain  : 
And  oh,  may  this  my  portion  be. 
That  Saviour  not  ashamed  of  me  I 


THOMAS   GRINFIELD. 

The  Rev.  Thomas  GRINFIBLD  was  born  at  Bath,  on  the  97th  September.  2788.  He 
received  his  elementary  education  at  Paul's  Cray,  Kent,  and  in  1807,  entered  Trinity  CoQegc 
Cambridf^e.  He  wa.s  ordained  in  1813.  and  two  years  after  took  his  degree  of  M.  A.  In  xft^, 
he  became  Rector  of  Shirland,  Derbybhire.  Mr.  Grinficld  has  published  "  Epistles  and  Miscd* 
laneous  Poems,"  1815 ;  "  Attributes  of  Deity,  etc.,"  1823 ;  "  Omnipresence,  and  Sacred  Ptoeas," 
i8a4 ;  "  Visions  of  Patnios,"  1827  ;  "  Century  of  Sacred  Songs,"  i8a8 ;  "  I>evotioaal  Ezerdscs," 
1819,  and  several  other  works  of  a  biographical  and  theological  character.  For  many  years, 
he  has  resided  at  CliAon,  Gloucestershire. 

SIMPLICITY. 

Grant  me,  Lord,  to  walk  with  Thee, 

In  a  meek  simplicity  ; 

Let  not  vain  desires  intrude, 

Vain  perplexities  delude  : 

Childlike,  Zionward  Vd  go. 

Leaning  on  Thine  arm  below  ; 

In  humility  and  love, 

Following  Thee  to  rest  above. 
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Oh,  kt  nothing  lure  my  heart 

That  wonld  cause  my  SaTkmr  smart ; 

Let  me  nothing  slight  or  shun 

That  would  i^ease  Him,  borne  or  done : 

What  my  Friend  of  friends  would  grieve. 

Let  me  with  love's  instinct  leave ; 

What  His  smile  would  honour,  still 

Do  it  with  a  cheerful  wiU. 

In  my  lot  of  joy  or  care, 

Thus  may  nou^t  my  heart  ensnare ; 

But  Thy  Spirit,  ever  near, 

Draw  me,  guard  me;  guide,  and  cheer. 

Most  at  last  when  most  I  need. 

Be,  my  Saviour,  mine  indeed  ; 

Till  I  rest,  all  trials  o*er, 

In  Thy  presence  evermore. 


THE  HEART,  THE  SEAT  OF  PEACE  OR  PAIN. 

All  may  be  outwardly 

Desert  and  gloom  ; 
While,  in  the  secret  soul. 

Summer  may  bloom. 
Health  may  depart  ; 

Yet,  from  above, 
Jesus  may  give  the  heart 

Peace,  hope,  and  love. 
All  may  be  desolate 

Round  us  the  while. 
Yet  a  sweet  paradise 

Inwardly  smile. 

All  may  be  sunshiny. 

Summer-like  scene. 
Yet  may  the  heart-ache  lie 

Heavy  within : 
Wealth  may  increase. 

Friends  may  be  nigh  ; 
Friends  cannot  give  us  peace. 

Wealth  cannot  buy. 
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All  may  around  us  be 
Sun^iine  and  smile; 

Yet  the  poor  heart  may  bleed 
Inly  the  while. 


Tis  not  in  drcumstance 

Peace  to  bestow ; 
Nor,  where  that  heaven  resides, 

Turn  it  to  woe. 
Lord,  if  Thou  bless. 

Where  is  distress  ? 
Where,  if  Thou  wound  the  heart. 

Balm  fdr  the  smart  ? 
'Tis  not  in  earthly  things 

Peace  to  bestow ; 
Nor,  where  that  heaven  xesides. 

Turn  it  to  woe. 

Let  me  then  faithfully 

Seek,  in  the  Lord, 
Peace  which  none  else  can  mar. 

None  else  afford. 
Never,  when  blest. 

Save  in  Him  rest ; 
Never  in  woe  despair, 

Jesus  is  there. 
Thus  let  me  constantly 

Find  in  the  Lord, 
Peace  which  none  else  can  mar. 

None  else  afford. 


*•  WE  WALK  BY  FAITH,  NOT  BY  SIGHT." 

Oh,  could  we  pilgrims  raise  our  eyes, 

BedimmM  with  many  a  tear. 
Above  the  glooms  that  round  us  rise 

From  sin,  and  grief,  and  fear  ; 
Could  we  the  sounds  of  strife,  the  sighs 

Of  sorrow,  cease  to  hear  ; 
What  glories  would  our  view  surprise. 

What  harmonies  our  ear ! 
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But  oh,  die  pratpect  I— *tii  too  bri^^ ; 

And  i£,  when  fidth  is  strongs 
A  s^iimpw  tdf^oTf  glads  our  si^^ 

tisfiided,  lost,  ere  long! 
Yet  dying  sdnts,  with  npC  delij^ 

Have  seon'd  to  catch  the  soi^ 
Far  echo'd  from  those  harpers  white^ 

HeaTen's  holy,  happy  throng. 

Thons^  once  the  fiivoar'd  three  might  share 

Their  Lord's  transfigor'd  blaze. 
And  diink  celestial  accents  therey— 

How  brief  that  sweet  amaze ! 
Bttt  wdl  the  shades  of  grace  we  bear, 

Ere  glory  suit  oar  gaze  ; 
And  well  onr  voice,  with  sighs  of  prayer, 

Attone  to  songs  of  praise. 


JOHN  HAMPDEN  GURNEY. 

DEN  GURNEY  was  soo  of  Mr.  Baron  Gnmey ;  he  was  bom  In  die  year  1803.  He 
years  curate  at  L4itterwtnth,  where  he  enjoyed  the  friendship  of  Dr.  AniokL  He 
M-  of  St.  Mary's  Church,  Maryleboue,  and  was  made  an  Honorary  Canon  of  St. 
ubiished  "  Seraions  on  Old  Testament  Histories,"  *'  Sermons  on  Texts  from  the 
>>spels.'*  and  numerous  miscellaneom  discourses.  His  death  took  place  on  the 
62,  in  his  ifty*ninth  year.  The  three  following  hymns  have  been  selected  fttm 
contributions  to  "  Psalms  and  Hymns  for  Public  Worship,"  a  r5>lli!>cttan  publiihed 
be  use  of  the  churches  in  Marj^ebone  ^  London,  1851 ;  item. 


GOD'S  GOODNESS. 

Yes,  God  is  good ;  in  earth  and  sky, 
From  ocean  depths  and  spreading  wood. 

Ten  thousand  voices  seem  to  cry, 

'*  God  made  us  all,  and  God  is  good." 

The  sun  that  keeps  his  trackless  way. 
And  downward  pours  his  golden  flood ; 

Night's  sparkling  hosts, — all  seem  to  say 
In  accents  clear,  that  '*  God  is  good." 

%% 
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The  merry  birds  prolong  the  stndn. 
Their  song  with  every  spring  renew'd  ; 

And  hahny  air,  and  falling  rain. 
Each  softly  whisper  "  God  is  good." 

I  hear  it  in  the  rushing  breeze  ; 

The  hills  that  have  for  ages  stood. 
The  echoing  sky,  and  roaring  seas, 

All  swell  the  chorus,  "  God  is  good." 

Yes ;  **  God  is  good,"  all  nature  say^        , 
By  God's  own  hand  with  speech  endued  ; 

And  man,  in  louder  notes  of  praise. 
Should  sing  for  joy  that  *'  God  is  good." 

For  all  Thy  gifts  we  bless  Thee,  Lord  ; 

But  chiefly  for  our  heavenly  food  ; 
Thy  pardoning  grace.  Thy  quickening  word. 

These  prompt  our  song  that  **  God  is  good." 


**THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

Lord,  as  to  Thy  dear  cross  we  flee. 
And  plead  to  be  forgiven. 

So  let  Thy  life  our  pattern  be. 
And  form  our  souls  for  heaven. 

Help  us  through  good  report  and  ill 

Our  daily  cross  to  bear. 
Like  Thee  to  do  our  Father's  will, 

Our  brethren's  griefs  to  share. 

Let  grace  our  selfishness  expel, 

Our  earthliness  refine. 
And  kindness  in  our  bosoms  dwell 

As  free  and  true  as  Thine. 

If  joy  shall  at  Thy  bidding  fly. 
And  griefs  dark  day  come  on. 

We  in  our  turn  should  meekly  cry, 
"Father!  Thy  will  be  done." 
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Should  friendi  misjndge,  or  foes  defiune. 

Or  brethren  faithless  prove, 
Then,  like  Thine  own,  be  all  our  aim 

To  conquer  them  hf  love. 

Kept  peaoefiil  in  the  midst  of  strife, 

Forgiving  and  forgiven. 
Oh  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life, 

And  follow  Thee  to  heaven. 


RESURRECTION  AND  ETERNAL  LIFE. 

^"  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust :" 
Lord,  we  own  the  sentence  just ; 
Head,  and  tongue,  and  hand,  and  heart, 
All  in  guilt  have  borne  their  part 
Righteous  is  the  common  doom  ; 
All  must  moulder  in  the  tomb. 

Like  the  seed  in  spring-time  sown. 
Like  the  leaves  in  autumn  strown, 
Low  these  goodly  frames  must  lie, 
All  our  pomp  and  glory  die ; 
Soon  the  spoiler  seeks  his  prey. 
Soon  he  bears  us  all  away. 

Yet  the  seed,  upraised  again. 
Clothes  with  green  the  smiling  plain  ; 
Onward  as  the  seasons  move, 
Leaves  and  blossoms  deck  the  grove  ; 
And  shall  we  forgotten  lie. 
Lost  for  ever  when  we  die? 

Lord,  from  nature's  gloomy  night 
Turn  we  to  the  Gospel's  light. 
Thou  didst  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 
Thou  wilt  all  Thy  people  save ; 
Ransom'd  by  Thy  blood,  the  just 
Rise  immortal  fix>m  the  dust 
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WILLIAM  HAMMOND. 


WILLIAM  HAMMOND  composed  an  antobiocraphj  In  Greek,  wlikfa  was  aever  pahlhlwd  and 
blost.  HestudiedatSt.  John's  CoUege,  Cambridge,  wbere  he  took  tibe  decree  of  A.B.  He 
preached  in  connecdoo  with  the  Cahrinistic  MethoAsts,  bat  after  a  period  Joined  tke  Monp 
vians.  In  174s.  he  published  '*  Psahns,  Hymns,  and  Spiritaal  Songs  f  Loodoo,  nmou 
work  from  his  pen  is  entitled  "  The  Manow  of  the  QutgAP  He  died  in  1789, 
interred  in  the  Moravian  burying-f^round,  Chelsea. 


GOD'S  UNCHANGEABLE  LOVE. 


If  Jesus  is  jrours 

You  have  a  true  Friend 
Whose  goodness  exKlures 

The  same  to  the  end : 
Your  tempers  may  vary, 

Your  comforts  decline ; 
You  cannot  miscarry, 

Your  aid  is  Divine. 

Be  perfect  in  love. 

And  cast  off  all  fear ; 
Your  hearts  are  above. 

Your  treasures  are  there  : 
"When  fiery  temptations 

Encompass  you  round, 
The  sweet  consolations 

Of  Jesus  abound. 

Can  women  forget 

Their  sucklings  at  home. 
And  cruelly  treat 

The  fruit  of  their  womb? 
Yet  God  hath  engraven 

Thy  name  on  His  hands ; 
Thy  building  in  heaven 

Eternally  stands. 

When  men  can  reveal 
The  height  of  the  skies, 

And  certainly  tell 
Where  earth*s  centre  lies, 


WILLIAM  HAMMOND.  263 

Then  Israel's  defection 

And  tretcherons  wmys. 
Shall  canse  their  rejection 

From  glory  and  grace. 

The  hills  may  depart. 

The  mountains  remove ; 
God's  infinite  heart 

Is  nothing  but  love. 
The  waters  of  Noah 

Shall  sooner  return. 
Than  God  will  forego  a 

True  oath  He  hath  sworn. 

A  moment  I  hid 

The  light  of  my  &ce, 
Yet  firmly  decreed 

To  save  thee  by  grace  ; 
And  though  I  reproved  thee, 

And  still  should  reprove, 
For  ever  I  loved  thee 

And  ever  will  love. 

Then  who  shall  advance 

The  song  of  the  Lamb  ? 
Can  angels  enhance 

The  worth  of  His  name  ? 
Let  every  believer 

Incessantly  praise 
The  bountiful  Giver 

Of  glory  and  grace. 

HYMN  TO  CHRIST. 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb  ; 
Tune  every  heart  and  every  tongue. 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

Sing  of  His  dying  love  ; 
Sing  of  His  rising  power ; 
Sing  how  He  intercedes  above 
For  all  whose  sins  He  bore. 
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If  you  have  felt  His  grace, 
You'll  not  refuse  to  sing. 
But  summon  all  3rour  powers  to  praise 
Your  Saviour  and  your  King. 

Look  back,  and  see  the  state 
"Wherein  your  nature  lay ; 
Then  wonder  at  His  love  so  great. 
Who  did  your  ransom  pay. 

His  faithfulness  proclaim. 
While  life  and  health  are  given ; 
Join  hands  and  hearts  to  praise  His  name, 
Till  we  all  meet  in  heaven. 

May  Jesu*s  word  take  place. 
And  wisdom  in  us  dwell. 
That  we  His  miracles  of  grace 
In  psalms  and  hymns  may  tell. 

Tell  in  seraphic  strains, 
What  Christ  hath  done  for  you  ; 
How  He  has  taken  off  your  chains. 
And  formed  your  hearts  anew. 

Be  careful  to  approve 
Yourselves  His  children  dear ; 
Admonish  and  provoke  to  love. 
To  righteousness,  and  fear. 

Leave  carnal  joys  below. 
To  men  of  meaner  taste  ; 
Think,  speak,  and  sing  of  nothing  now 
But  Christ,  the  First  and  Last. 

Are  you  in  deep  distress  ? 
Then  sing  to  ease  the  smart : 
Are  you  rejoiced  ?  let  psalms  express 
The  gladness  of  your  heart. 
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When  Psnl  and  Sil«i  nni^ 
The  earth  began  to  qiimke ; 
The  priion  doors  were  open  flung ; 
Her  finn  foundations  shake. 


The  prisoners'  bands  were  loosed ; 
Who  can  the  Lord  control  t 
May  eqnal  power  be  now  difinsed^ 
And  free  each  captive  sooL 

Sing  till  70a  feel  your  hearts 
Ascending  with  your  tongues; 
Sing  till  the  love  of  sin  departs, 
And  grace  inspires  your  songs. 

Sing  till  you  hear  Christ  say 
**  Your  sins  are  all  forgiven ;" 
Go  on,  rejoicing  all  the  way, 
And  sing  your  souls  to  heaveiL 


HYMN  FOR  PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

Lord,  we  come  before  Thee  now ; 
At  Thy  feet  we  humbly  bow. 
Oh,  do  not  our  suit  disdain  ! 
Shall  we  seek  Thee,  Lord,  in  vain  ? 
In  Thy  temple,  lo,  we  wait. 
Knocking  at  Thy  mercy's  gate ; 
Now  let  all  Thy  chosen  race 
See  with  joy  Thy  blessM  face. 

Oh,  that  we  might  lift  our  eyes  I 
Oh,  that  our  poor  hearts  would  rise 
To  the  throne  of  grace  above. 
And  enjoy  the  sweets  of  love  ! 
Lord,  on  Thee  our  souls  depend ; 
In  compassion  now  descend  : 
Fill  our  hearts  with  Thy  rich  grace, 
Tune  our  lips  to  sing  Thy  praise. 
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Saviour,  wilt  Thou  not  appear? 
Thou  hast  often  met  ns  here ; 
BlessM  Master,  don't  dismiss 
Us  without  a  kiss  of  peace  ; 
Take  away  the  veil  of  sin  ; 
Shed  Thy  glory,  Lord,  within : 
Give  us  double  for  our  shame ; 
Let  our  portion  be  the  Lamb. 

In  Thine  own  appointed  way 
Now  we  seek  Thee,  here  we  stay ; 
Lord,  we  know  not  how  to  go 
Till  a  blessing  Thou  bestow. 
Send  some  message  from  Thy  word. 
That  may  joy  and  peace  afford ; 
Let  Thy  Spirit  now  impart 
•Full  salvation  to  each  heart. 

Open,  Lord,  the  Fountain  wide. 
Bury  us  in  Thy  dear  side  ; 
Thy  rich  mercy  has  no  bounds, 
Hide  us.  Saviour,  in  Thy  wounds  ; 
Love  us,  wash  us  in  Thy  blood, 
Make  us  kings  and  priests  to  God  ; 
May  new  names  to  us  be  given, — 
Sons  of  God,  and  heirs  of  heaven. 

Comtort  those  who  weep  and  mourn 
Let  the  time  of  joy  return  ; 
Those  that  are  cast  down,  lift  up. 
Strong  in  faith,  in  love,  and  hope ; 
Grant  that  those  who  seek  may  find 
Thee  a  God  sincere  and  kind  ; 
Heal  the  sick,  the  captive  free ; 
Let  us  all  rejoice  in  Thee. 


Son  of  man,  in  this  Thy  day. 
Thine  abundant  grace  display  ; 
Preach  the  acceptable  year. 
Bring  the  gospel  tidings  near; 
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Sin  and  Sabm,  Lord,  dethrone^ 
Rule  and  rdgn  in  ns  alone ; 
Save  ns  all  from  sin  and  wrath ; 
Make  us  heirs  of  God  through  fidih. 

Stablish,  Lord,  our  hearts  with  grace. 

Give  us  an  abiding  peace ; 

Then,  though  floods  around  us  flow. 

Though  winds  from  all  quarters  blow, 

Built  upon  Thyself,  the  Rock, 

We  endure  the  mighty  shock ; 

We  are  over  and  above 

Conquerors  through  Thy  matchless  love. 


rEORGE  WASHINGTON  HANGFORD. 

tVASHiNCTON  HANGFORD  held  an  appointment  in  India,  where  he  died  a  few 
Of  his  personal  history,  we  have  been  unable  to  ascertain  any  further  particalars. 
sed  the  popular  hymn  "  Speak  gently,"  which  originally  appeared  in  Sharp/t 
\ga*in*^  ToL  v.,  p.  956. 1847 — 8.  It  was  set  to  music  by  Miss  Linditty,  and  is  published, 
isic.  by  Messrs.  Cocks  &  Co.,  New  Burlington  Street,  London. 


SPEAK  GENTLY. 

Speak  gently  !  it  is  better  far 

To  rule  by  love  than  fear  : 
Speak  gently  I  let  not  harsh  words  mar 

The  good  we  might  do  here. 

Speak  gently  !  Love  doth  whisper  low 
The  vows  that  true  hearts  bind ; 

And  gently  Friendship's  accents  flow  ; 
Afifection's  voice  is  kind. 

Speak  gently  to  die  little  child  ; 

Its  love  be  sure  to  gain. 
Teach  it  in  accents  soft  and  mild ; 

It  may  not  long  remain. 
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Speak  gently  to  the  young ;  for  they 

Will  have  enough  to  bear: 
Pass  through  this  world  as  best  tliej  mMf^ 

'Tis  full  of  anxious  care. 

Speak  gently  to  the  aged  one; 

Grieve  not  the  care- worn  heart ; 
The  sands  of  life  are  nearly  run ; 

Let  such  in  peace  depart. 

Speak  gently,  kindly,  to  the  poor; 

Let  no  harsh  tone  be  heard ; 
They  have  enough  they  must  endure^ 

Without  an  unkind  word. 

Speak  gently  to  the  erring ;  know 
They  must  have  toiled  in  vain ; 

Perchance  unkindness  made  them  so ; 
Oh !  win  them  back  again. 

Speak  gently :  He  who  gave  His  life 
To  bend  man's  stubborn  will. 

When  elements  were  fierce  in  strife. 
Said  to  them,  **  Peace,  be  still  I" 


Speak  gently :  'tis  a  little  thing 
Dropp'd  in  the  heart's  deep  well ; 

The  good,  the  joy  which  it  may  bring, 
Eternity  shall  tell. 


WltLIAM   VERNON    HARCOURT. 


WILLIAM  VERNON    HARCOURT. 


THE  MILLENNIUM. 

A  Seedling  of  Jesse  shall  flower, 

A  Ruler  descend  from  his  line, 
Inslincl  wilh  Ihe  Spirit  of  power. 

The  Spirit  of  wisdom  Divine. 

A  Judge  to  reprove  for  the  meek. 

The  ofiantle  of  justice  to  wear. 
To  render  ihelr  rigbts  to  the  weak, 

The  wrongs  of  Ihe  poor  to  repair. 

Then  none  shall  devour  or  hurt, 
When  God  has  His  dwelUng  with  men ; 

The  babe  with  the  scorpion  shall  sport, 
And  play  on  the  cockatrice'  den. 

Then  children  the  tiger  shall  lead  ; 

The  wolves  shall  tie  dov.-n  with  the  Hocks  ; 
The  kid  with  the  leopard  shall  feed. 

The  lion  eat  straw  with  the  ox. 

The  word  that  goes  forth  from  His  mouth 

A  light  to  the  nations  shall  be, 
To  spread  froai  the  north  Cq  the  south, 

And  flow  like  the  tides  of  the  sea. 
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DELIVERANCE. 

For  succonr  to  my  God  I  cried. 
While  many  mocked  my  prayer. 

When  compassed  round  on  every  side 
With  troubles  hard  to  bear. 

He  heard  me  from  His  holy  hill. 
What  time  the  waves  ran  high  ; 

His  mercy  bade  the  sea  be  still. 
And  csJmed  the  stormy  sky. 

Recovered  from  my  mortal  pain, 

I  laid  me  down  and  slept. 
To  tread  Thy  courts,  my  God,  again. 

By  Thee  in  safety  kept. 

Thy  power  to  redeem  Thine  own. 

In  all  my  grief  I  knew  ; 
Salvation  comes  from  God  alone  ; 

To  Him  the  praise  is  due. 


THE  WORKS  OF  GOD. 

Thank  the  Lord  who  made  the  earth. 
Gave  the  seas  and  heavens  birth  ; 
God  the  Lord,  whose  Word  of  might 
Out  of  darkness  called  the  light 
Full  of  mercy  evermore. 
Him,  the  Lord  of  lords,  adore  ! 

Thank  the  Lord,  who  set  Ae  sun 

Day  by  day  his  course  to  run ; 

Lit  the  moon,  serenely  bright ; 

Spread  the  stars  around  the  night 
Full  of  mercy  evermore. 
Him,  the  Lord  of  lords,  adore  ! 
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Thank  the  Lord,  who  heeds  our  call, 
Hears  all  flesh,  and  feeds  them  all ; 
Thank  the  Lord  whose  loye  has  given 
Man  the  bread  of  life  from  heaven. 

Full  of  mercy  evermore, 

Him,  the  Lord  of  lords,  adore! 


JOSEPH   HART. 


JOSBPH  Hart  wu  bora  In  Loodm,  In  171a.  His  parents  were  God4iaurlnff  persons,  and  were 
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TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Descend  from  heaven,  celestial  Dove ; 
With  flames  of  pure  seraphic  love 

Our  ravish'd  breasts  inspire. 
Foimtain  of  joy,  blest  Paraclete, 
Warm  our  cold  hearts  with  heavenly  heat. 

And  set  our  souls  on  Are. 

Breathe  on  these  bones  so  dry  and  dead  ; 
Thy  sweetest,  softest  influence  shed 

In  all  our  hearts  abroad. 
Point  out  the  place  where  grace  abounds  ; 
Direct  us  to  the  bleeding  wounds 

Of  our  incarnate  God. 
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Conduct,  blest  Guide,  Thy  siimer-tnin 
To  Calv'ry,  where  the  Lamb  was  slain. 

And  with  us  there  abide. 
Let  us  our  loved  Redeemer  meet. 
Weep  o'er  His  piercM  hands  and  feet. 

And  view  His  wounded  side. 

From  which  pure  Fountain  if  Thou  draw 
Water  to  quench  the  fieiy  law. 

And  blood  to  purge  our  sin, 
We*U  tell  the  Father  in  that  day 
(And  Thou  shalt  witness  what  we  say), 

"  We're  clean,  just  God,  we're  dean.'* 

Teach  us  for  what  to  pray,  and  how  ; 
And  since,  kind  God,  'tis  only  Thou 

The  throne  of  grace  can  move, 
Pray  Thou  for  us,  that  we,  through  fidth. 
May  feel  th'  effects  of  Jesu's  death. 

Through  faith  that  works  by  love. 

Thou,  with  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Art  that  mysterious  Three  in  One, 

God  blest  for  evermore  ; 
"Whom,  though  we  cannot  comprehend. 
Feeling  Thou  art  the  sinner's  Friend, 

We  love  Thee  and  adore. 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 

How  wondrous  arc  the  works  of  God, 
Display'd  through  all  the  world  abroad. 
Immensely  great,  immensely  small  : 
Yet  one  strange  work  exceeds  them  alL 

He  form'd  the  sun,  fair  fount  of  light. 
The  moon  and  stars,  to  rule  the  night ; 
But  night,  and  stars,  and  moon,  and  sun 
Are  little  works  compared  with  one. 
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He  roll'd  the  seas,  and  spread  the  skies, — 
Made  Talleys  sink,  and  mountains  rise, —    . 
The  meadows  dothed  with  native  green, — 
And  bade  the  rivers  g^ide  between* 

But  what  axe  seas,  or  skies,  or  hills, 
Or  verdant  vales,  or  gliding  rills. 
To  wonders  man  was  bom  to  prove? 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  love  1 

^Tis  far  beyond  what  words  express. 
What  saints  can  feel,  or  angels  guess. 
Angels,  that  hymn  the  great  /Am, 
Fall  down  and  veil  before  the  Lamb. 

The  highest  heavens  are  short  of  this ; 
*Tis  deeper  than  the  vast  abyss ; 
'Tis  more  than  thought  can  e>r  conceive, 
Or  hope  expect,  or  faith  believe. 

Almighty  God  sigh'd  human  breath  ; 
The  Lord  of  life  experienced  death  ; 
How  it  was  done  we  can't  discuss, 
But  this  we  know,  'twas  done  for  us. 

Blest  with  this  faith,  then  let  us  raise 
Our  hearts  in  love,  our  voice  in  praise ; 
All  things  to  us  must  work  for  good. 
For  whom  the  Lord  hath  shed  His  blood. 

Trials  may  press  of  every  sort ; 
They  may  be  sore — they  must  be  short ; 
We  now  believe^  but  soon  shall  view 
The  greatest  glories  God  can  show. 


TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come ; 
Let  Thy  bright  beams  arise  ; 
Dispel  the  darkness  from  our  minds, 
And  open  all  our  eyes. 
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Cheer  our  desponding  lieuts^ 
Thou  hearenly  Panudete ; 
Give  us  to  lie  with  humble  hope 
At  our  Redeemer's  feet 


Revive  our  drooping  fidth. 
Our  doubts  and  fears  remove^ 
And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 

Convince  us  of  our  sin. 
Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood ; 
And  to  our  wondering  view  reveal 
The  secret  love  of  God. 

Show  us  that  loving  Man 
That  rules  the  courts  of  bliss  : 
The  Lord  of  hosts,  the  mighty  God, 
The  eternal  Prince  of  peace. 

'Tls  Thine  to  cleanse  the  heart. 
To  sanctify  the  soul, 
To  pour  fresh  life  on  every  part. 
And  new  create  the  whole. 

If  thou,  celestial  Dove, 
Thine  influence  withdraw, 
What  easy  victims  soon  we  fall 
To  conscience,  wrath,  and  law  I 

No  longer  bums  our  love ; 
Our  faith  and  patience  fail ; 
Our  sin  revives,  and  death  and  hell 
Our  feeble  souls  assail. 

Dwell  therefore  in  our  hearts, 
Our  minds  from  bondage  free ; 
Then  shall  we  know  and  praise  and  love 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee. 
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SINNERS  INVITED  TO  CHRIST. 

Comb,  ye  donen,  poor  and  wretdied. 

Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore; 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 

FnU  of  pity,  joined  with  power ; 
He  is  able. 

He  is  willing  :  doubt  no  more. 

Come,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome ; 

God's  free  bounty  glorify ; 
True  belief  and  true  repentance, 

Eveiy  grace  that  brings  us  nigh, — 
Without  money 

Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 

Let  not  consdenoe  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream  ; 
All  the  fitness  He  requireth 

Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him. 
This  He  gives  you — 

'Tis  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 

Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden. 

Bruised  and  broken  by  the  fidl ; 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better. 

You  will  never  come  at  alL 
Not  the  righteous. 

Sinners  Jesus  came  to  calL 

View  Him  grov*ling  in  the  garden, 

Lo,  your  Maker  prostrate  lies  I 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  Him  ; 

Hear  Him  cry  before  He  dies — 
"ItisfinishM!" 

Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice  ? 

Lo,  the  incarnate  God  ascended. 
Pleads  the  merit  of  His  blood  ; 
Venture  on  Him,  venture  wholly. 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude. 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 

T2 
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Saints  and  angds,  j<»n'd  in  ctnoert^ 
Sing  the  praises  of  tlie  Lamb  ; 

While  the  blissful  seats  of  beaten 
Sweetly  echo  with  His  Name. 

HaUelajah ! 
Sinners  here  may  sii^  the 


LADY  FLORA  HAST1NG& 
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Hasdngt.  Her  mother  was  Countess  of  Londoim in  her  own  right ;  dae  aasirkd  Earl  M< 
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THANK-OFFERING. 

In  every  place,  in  every  hour, 

Whate'er  my  wayward  lot  may  be ; 

In  joy  or  grief,  in  sim  or  shower. 
Father  and  Lord,  I  turn  to  Thee. 

Thee,  when  the  incense-breathing  flowers 
Pour  forth  the  worship  of  the  spring. 

With  the  glad  tenants  of  the  bowers 
My  trembling  accents  strive  to  sing. 

Thee,  when  upon  the  frozen  strand 
Winter,  begirt  with  storms,  descends  ; 

Thee,  Lord,  I  hail,  whose  gracious  hand 
O'er  all  a  guardian  care  extends. 

Thee,  when  the  golden  harvests  yield 
Their  treasures  to  increase  our  store ; 

Thee,  when  through  ether's  gloomy  field 
The  lightnings  flash,  the  thunders  roar. 
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Tliee,  whesk  athwart  the  azure  sky 

Thj  starry  hosts  their  mazes  lead, 
And  when  Thoa  sheddest  from  on  high 

Thy  dewdrops  on  the  flowery  mead. 

Thee,  when  my  cap  of  hliss  o'erflows  ; 

Thee,  when  my  heart's  best  joys  are  fled ; 
Thee,  when  my  breast  exulting  glows ; 

Thee^  while  I  bend  beside  the  dead. 

Alike  in  joy  and  in  distress, 

O  let  me  trace  Thy  hand  Divine  ; 
Rig^eous  in  chast*ning,  prompt  to  bless. 

Still,  Father,  may  Thy  will  be  mine. 


FAITH  AND  HOPE. 

O  Thou,  who  for  our  fallen  race. 
Didst  lay  Thy  crown  of  glory  by ; 

And  quit  Thy  heavenly  dwelling-place, 
To  clothe  Thee  in  mortality. 

By  whom  our  vesture  of  decay. 

Its  frailty  and  its  pains,  were  worn  ; 

Who,  sinless,  of  our  sinful  clay 
The  burden  and  the  griefs  hast  borne. 

Who,  stainless,  bore  our  guilty  doom ; 

Upon  the  Cross  to  save  us  bled  ; 
And  who,  triumphant  from  the  tomb. 

Captivity  hast  captive  led ; 

O  teach  Thy  ransom'd  ones  to  know 
Thy  love  who  diedst  to  set  them  free  ; 

And  bid  their  torpid  spirits  glow 
With  love  which  centres  all  in  Thee. 

And  come,  triumphant  Victim,  come. 
In  the  brightness  of  Thy  holy  love  : 

And  make  this  earth,  our  purchased  home. 
The  image  of  Thy  courts  above. 
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Dimly,  O  Lord,  our  feeble  ejes 
The  dawning  rays  of  g^ory  see  ; 

Bat  brightly  shaU  the  morning  rise. 
Which  bids  creation  bend  to  Thee. 

Rise,  Smi  of  righteousness,  and  shed 
Thy  beams  of  searching  light  abroad. 

That  earth  may  know  (her  darkness  fled) 
Her  King  in  Thee,  Incarnate  God  ! 

And  oh,  whUe  yet  Thy  mercy  speaks^ 
So  may  the  words  of  love  prerail. 

That  when  the  mom  of  judgment  breaks. 
Many  may  Thine  appearing  hail ! 


WILLIAM  HENRY   HAVERGAL. 
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he  became  Rector  of  Astley,  Worcestershire,  and,  in  1845,  was  appointed  Rector  of  % 
Nicholas,  Worcester,  and  Honorary  Canon  of  Worcester  CathedraL  In  s86o,  be  accepted  the 
Rectory  of  Shareshill,  near  Wolrerhampton.  Mr.  Havei^  is  the  author  of  two  Totames  oa 
Scripture  history,  and  of  occasional  sermons.  As  a  composer  of  sacred  music,  be  occapies  a 
dlstinflruished  place.  He  has  on  three  occasions  gained  the  Gresham  ptire  fior  his  Chaidk 
services.  His  musical  worlcs  consist  of  "  A  History  of  the  Old  Hundred  ftafan  Tune,"  "  Old 
Church  Psalmody,"  and  "One  Hundred  Psalm  and  Hymn  Tmies."  The  proceeds  of  Us 
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MISSIONARY  HYMN. 
(Contributed,) 

Shout,  O  Earth  !  from  silence  waking 
Tune  with  joy  thy  varied  tongue  : 

Shout !  as  when,  from  chaos  breaking. 
Sweetly  flow*d  thy  natal  song. 

Shout  I  for  thy  Creator's  love 

Sends  redemption  frt)m  above. 
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Downwards,  from  His  star-pa^ed  dwdttng^ 

Comes  the  jncarnate  Son  of  God : 
Coantlcss  v<rfces  thrilling,  swellings 

Tell  the  triumphs  of  His  blood. 
Shoot  I  He  comes  thy  tribes  to  bless. 
With  His  spotless  x^^liteoosness. 

See  His  glowing  hand  uplifted  I 

Clustering  bounties  drop  around  t 
Rebels  e'en  are  richly  gifted  ; 

Pardon,  peace^'and  joy  abound. 
Shout,  O  earth!  and  let  thy  song 
Ring  the  vaulted  heavens  along  I 

Call  Him  blessM  t  on  thy  mountains, 

In  thy  wilds  and  dtied  plains  : 
Call  Hhn  blessed  I  where  thy  fountains 

Speak  in  softly  murmuring  strains. 
Let  thy  captives,  let  thy  kings, 
Join  the  Ijrre  of  thousand  strings. 

Blessed  Lord,  and  Lord  of  blessings  1 

Pour  Thy  quickening  gifts  abroad  ; 
Raptured  tongues.  Thy  love  confessing, 

Shall  extol  the  living  God. 
BlessM,  bless^  blessM  Lord  t 
Heaven  shall  chant  no  other  word  I 


"  GATHER  THE  LAMBS." 
Isaiah  zL  zi. 

(CofUribuUd,) 

To  praise  our  Shepherd's  care^ 
His  wisdom,  love  and  might. 
Your  loudest,  loftiest  songs  prepare, 
And  iMd  the  world  unite  I 

Supremely  good  and  great. 
He  tends  his  blood-bbught  fold  ; 
He  stoops,  though  throned  in  highest  state, 
The  feeblest  to  uphold. 
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He  lieaxs  their  softest  plaint ; 
He  sees  diem  wben  they  nmm ; 
And  if  His  meanest  lanib  should  ftliit, 
Hii  bocom  bean  it  home. 

Kind  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
A  weakly  flock  are  we. 
And  snares  and  foes  are  nigh  ;  but  keep 
The  lambs  who  look  to  Thee. 

And  if  through  death's  dark  vale 
Our  feet  should  early  tread. 
Oh  may  we  reach  Thy  fold,  and  hail 
The  love  which  us  has  led. 


SALVATION. 
{CafUridtOai.) 

Hallelujah  !  Lord,  our  voices 

Rise  in  choral  strains  to  Thee. 
Son  of  man,  Thy  Church  rejoices 

In  her  weekly  jubilee  I 

Hallelujah !  mercy  beaming 

Lights  the  path  that  leads  to  God  ; 

Herald-lips,  Divinely  teeming, 
Publish  blessings  bought  with  blood. 

Hallelujah  I  praise  ascending. 

Shall  our  faith-wing*d  breathings  sUy  ? 
Lord,  before  Thine  altar  bending, 

Let  the  heathen  hail  Thy  day. 

Hallelujah  !  Saviour,  hear  us ; 

Downward  send  Thy  quickening  Dove  ; 
May  His  silver  pinions  bear  us 

To  the  realms  of  rest  and  love  I 
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HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 
(ContribuUd.) 

HoSANNA  !  raise  the  pealing  hymn 

To  David's  Son  and  Lord  ; 
With  cherubim  and  seraphim 

Exalt  th'  incarnate  Word. 

Hosanna  !  Lord,  our  feeble  tongue 

No  lofty  strains  can  raise  : 
But  Thou  wilt  not  despise  the  young, 

Who  meekly  chant  Thy  praise. 

Hosanna !  Sovereign,  Prophet,  Priest, 

How  vast  Thy  gifts — ^how  free  I 
Thy  blood  our  life — Thy  word  our  feast — 

Thy  name  our  only  plea, 

Hosanna  !  Master,  lo  !  we  bring 

Our  offerings  to  Thy  throne  ; 
Not  gold,  nor  myrrh,  nor  mortal  thing. 

But  hearts,  to  be  Thine  own. 

Hosanna  I  once  Thy  gracious  ear 

Approved  a  lisping  throng  : 
Be  gracious  still,  and  deign  to  hear 

Our  poor  but  grateful  song. 

O  Saviour,  if,  redeemed  by  Thee, 

Thy  temple  we  behold, — 
Hosannas,  through  eternity. 

We'll  sing  to  harps  of  gold  I 

CHRISTIAN  PERSEVERANCE. 
[Contributed.) 

Widely,  'midst  the  slumb'ring  nations, 

Darkness  holds  his  despot-sway  ; 
Cruel  in  his  habitations. 

Ruthless  o'er  his  prostrate  prey. 
Star  of  Bethlehem, 

Rise  and  beam  in  conquering  day  ! 
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LJ^t  of  life,  our  lole  Defender^ 
Rifle  with  healing  on  Thj  wteg  s 

Rise  in  all  Thy  toothing  tpkadonry 
Rise,  and  earth  with  joy  shall  sing. 

Israel's  glocy, 
Gentiles  call  Thee,  "Lord  and  King !" 

Christians,  haste  I  the  mom  is  breaking ; 

Darkness  wheels  his  downward  fli^ ; 
Bat,  yoor  polished  armoor  takings 

Stand  1  nor  quit  the  waning  &gjbL 
Great  Redeemer, 

Guard  us  with  Thj  shield  of  lig^  I 

Onward,  Christians,  onward  presring^ 
Trhimi^  in  the  Cmdfied  ! 

Endless  honour,  rest,  and  blessings 
Wait  you  at  His  radiant  side. 

Cease  not,  cease  not. 
Till  you  see  Him  glorified  ! 


FRANCES  RIDLEY  HAVERGAL 

FRANCBS  Ridley  Havbrcal,  yotagtat  daughter  of  (ba  preceding  hymn-w 
of  Attley.  Worcestershire.  Under  the  signature  of  F.  R.  U.,  dM  has  contribute 
and  hynutt  to  G^mI  IFtrds  and  other  serials. 


"BE  NOT  WEARY." 
(Contributid.) 

Ybs  1  He  knows  the  way  is  dreary. 
Knows  the  weakness  of  our  firame. 

Knows  that  hands  and  heart  are  weary. 
He,  "  in  all  points,''  felt  the  same. 

He  is  near  to  help  and  bless  ; 

"  Be  not  weary  " — onward  press. 
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Look  to  Him  who  once  w«8  wffling 

AU  His  g^oiy  to  resign. 
That,  for  thee  the  law  fulfilling^ 

All  His  merit  mig^t  be  thine. 
StriTe  to  follow  day  by  day 
Where  His  footsteps  mark  the  way. 

Look  to  Him,  the  Lord  of  gloiy. 

Tasting  death  to  win  thy  life; 
Gazing  on  that  '*  wondrous  story," 

Canst  thou  fidter  in  the  strife  T 
Is  it  not  new  life  to  know 
That  the  Lord  hath  loved  thee  so  ? 

Look  to  Him  who  ever  liveth. 

Interceding  for  His  own  ; 
Seek,  yea,  claim  the  grace  He  giveth 

Freely  firom  His  priestly  throne. 
Will  He  not  thy  strength  renew 
With  His  Spirit's  quickening  dew  ? 

Look  to  Him,  and  faith  shall  brighten, 

Hope  shall  soar,  and  love  shall  bum ; 
Peace  once  more  thy  heart  shall  lighten  : 

Rise !  He  calleth  thee  ;  return  1 
Be  not  weary  on  thy  way : 
Jesus  is  thy  strength  and  stay. 


••THE  THJNGS  WHICH  ARE  BEHIND. 

(ContrUmted,) 

Leave  behind  earth's  empty  pleasure, 
Fleeting  hope,  and  changeful  love  ; 

Leave  its  soon  corroding  treasure : 
There  are  better  things  above. 

Leave,  oh,  leave  thy  fond  aspirings^ 
Bid  thy  restless  earth  be  still ; 

Cease,  oh,  cease  thy  vain  desirings^ 
Only  seek  thy  Father's  will. 
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Leave  behind  thy  feuthless  sorrow. 
And  thine  every  anxious  care ; 

He  who  only  knows  the  morrow, 
Can  for  thee  its  burden  bear. 

Leave  behind  the  doubting  spirit. 
And  thy  crushing  load  of  sin  ; 

By  thy  mighty  Saviour's  merit. 
Life  eternal  thou  shalt  win. 

Realms  of  glory  lie  before  thee, 
Cloud  and  shadow-land  behind  ; 

Hasten  !  light  is  breaking  o*er  thee ; 
Enter !  welcome  thou  shalt  find  ! 

Leave  the  darkness  gathering  o'er  thee; 

Leave  the  shadow-land  behind. 
Realms  of  glory  lie  before  thee ; 

Enter  in,  and  welcome  find. 


THOMAS  HAWEIS,  M.D.,  LL.B. 

THOMAS  HAWEIS  was  born  at  Truro,  Cornwall,  in  1733.  He  studied  at  Christ^  College. 
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he  attracted  many  hearers  by  his  fervid  eloquence,  but  he  was  removed  from  office  by  the 
bishop.  Dr.  Hume,  on  account  of  his  Calvinistic  views.  In  1764,  he  became  Rector  of  AB 
Saints,  Aldwinkle,  Northamptonshire,  an  incumbency  which  he  held  for  fifty-stz  years.  He 
was  an  Intimate  friend  of  Lady  Huntingdon,  and  one  of  her  ladyship's  rhaplaios.  Dr.  Hawets 
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EASTER-DAY. 

The  happy  mom  is  come ; 

The  Saviour  leaves  the  grave ; 
His  glorious  work  is  done, 

Almighty  now  to  save. 
Captivity  is  captive  led^ 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 
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Who  to  our  dkuge  shiU  hj 

Injqaity  and  guilt  ? 
AU  sin  is  done  away, 

Since  His  rich  blood  was  spOt 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 

Now  the  ungodly  dares 

The  holy  God  draw  near ; 
Justice  itself  declares 

No  cause  remains  for  fear. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 

Christ  hath  the  ransom  paid ; 

The  glorious  work  is  done; 
On  Him  our  help  is  laid ; 

The  victory  is  won. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 

Hail  the  triumphant  Lord  ! 

The  resurrection  Thou  1 
We  bless  Thy  sacred  word ; 

Before  Thy  throne  we  bow. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 


THE  ASCENSION. 

The  Saviour  to  glory  is  gone ; 

His  sufferings  and  sorrows  are  past ; 
His  work  is  completed  and  done, 

And  shall  to  eternity  last. 
For  ever  He  lives  to  bestow 

The  blessings  He  purchased  so  dear; 
Our  bosoms  with  gratitude  glow, 

Whilst  to  Him,  by  faith,  we  draw  near. 
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Expecting  from  Him  to  reodYe 

All  fiilness  of  glory  and  graoe^ 
Rejoicing  in  hope,  we  believe, 

His  promises  thankful  embrace. 
Our  King  shall  protect  us  from  harms, 

Our  Advocate  make  our  plea  good ; 
Our  Shepherd  will  bear  in  His  arms 

The  sheep  which  He  bought  with  His  blood. 

Our  Prophet  will  point  out  the  way 

Which  leads  to  the  mansions  above  ; 
Our  Priest  all  our  ransom  shall  pay. 

Our  Friend  of  unchangeable  love. 
But  whilst  to  the  Lamb  on  His  throne 

Our  hearts  and  our  voices  we  raise, 
His  glory  exalted  we  own 

Above  all  our  blessing  and  praise. 


THE  DAY  OF  PENTECOST. 

Enthroned  on  high,  almighty  Lord, 
Thy  Holy  Ghost  send  down ; 

Fulfil  in  us  Thy  faithfiil  word. 
And  all  Thy  mercies  crowiu 

Though  on  our  heads  no  tongues  of  fire 
Their  wondrous  powers  impart. 

Grant,  Saviour,  what  we  more  desire — 
Thy  Spirit  in  our  heart 

Spirit  of  life  and  light  and  love. 
Thy  heavenly  influence  give ; 

Quicken  our  souls,  bom  fipom  above. 
In  Christ,  that  we  may  live. 

To  our  benighted  minds  reveal 

The  glories  of  His  grace ; 
And  bring  us  where  no  clouds  conceal 

The  brightness  of  His  face. 
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His  loTe  witliiii  us  shed  abroad. 

Life's  ever-springing  well, 
im  God  in  OS,  and  we  in  God, 

In  love  eternal  dwelL 


<*R£BI£MB£R  ME,  O  MY  GOD,  FOR  GOOD." 

Nchcmiah  «iii.  31. 

O  Thou  firom  whom  all  goodness  flows, 

I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee ; 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes, 

Dear  Lord,  remember  me ! 

When  groaning  on  my  burden'd  heart. 

My  sins  lie  heavily, 
My  pardon  speak,  new  peace  impart : 

In  love  remember  me  ! 

Temptations  sore  obstruct  my  way. 

And  ills  I  cannot  flee  ; 
Oh  give  me  strength.  Lord,  as  my  day : 

For  good  remember  me  ! 

Distressed  with  pain,  disease,  and  grief, 

This  feeble  body  see  : 
Grant  patience,  rest,  and  kind  relief ; 

Hear,  and  remember  me. 

If  on  my  face,  for  Thy  dear  name. 

Shame  and  reproaches  be ; 
All  hail  reproach,  and  welcome  shame. 

If  Thou  remember  me. 

The  hour  is  near ;  consigned  to  death, 

I  own  the  just  decree. 
**  Saviour  !"  with  my  last  parting  breath 

ril  cry,  "  Remember  me  I" 
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ABBA  HYMN. 

"  Abba,  Father,"  Lord,  we  call  Thee, 

Hallow'd  name  !  from  day  to  day ; 
*Tis  Thy  children's  right  to  know  Thee; 

None  but  children  "Abba  "  say : 
This  high  privilege  we  inherit, 

First  Thy  gift,  and  then  Christ's  blood  ; 
God  the  Spirit  with  our  spirit 

Witnesseth  we're  sons  of  God. 

CHORUS. 

"  Abba,  Father!"  Lord,  we  call  Thee. 

Abba  sounds  through  all  our  host. 
All  in  heaven  and  earth  adore  Thee^ 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  1 

Abba's  love  first  gave  us  being, 

When,  in  Christ,  in  that  vast  plan, 
Abba  chose  the  Church  in  Jesus, 

Long  before  the  world  began. 
Oh,  what  love  the  Father  bore  us  ! 

Oh,  how  precious  in.  His  sight  I 
When  He  gave  His  Church  to  Jesus, 

Jesus,  His  whole  soul's  delight  I 

Though  our  Adam-fall  in  nature 
Seem'd  to  make  e'en  grace  at  stand 

How  to  put  us  with  the  children. 
How  to  give  the  goodly  land  : 
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But  the  plan  Hinudf  had  fonned. 

Ere  like  sheep  we  went  astraj, 
''Thej"  said  God,  "shall  caU  me  Father, 

Nor  finom  me  shall  turn  awaj.** 

And  the  ridiest  stores  of  pardon 

God  sets  forth  in  Christ  His  Son, 
With  the  Spirit's  grace  to  guide  us— 

Safe  to  bring  His  children  home. 
*'Abba,  Father  1"  makes  all  certain. 

E'en  by  word  and  oath  and  blood : 
Abba  saith,  "  They  are  my  people," 

And  they  say,  "The  Lord  our  God." 

Hence,  through  all  our  changing  seasons, 

Trouble,  sickness,  sorrow,  woe. 
Nothing  changeth  God's  affection, 

Abba's  love  shall  bring  us  through. 
Soon  shall  all  Thy  blood-bought  children 

Round  the  throne  their  anthems  raise. 
And,  in  songs  of  rich  salvation. 

Shout  to  Abba  endless  praise. 


AMEN  HYMN. 

We  bless  Thee,  O  Thou  great  Amen, 
Jehovah's  pledge  to  sinful  men. 

Confirming  all  His  word  ; 
No  promises  are  doubtftd  then. 
For  all  are  yea  and  all  Amen, 

In  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 
Secured  in  this,  the  Church  on  hi£^ 
And  all  below  unceasing  cry, 

Amen,  Amen,  Amen ! 
To  Thee,  O  Lord,  all  praise  is  given. 
The  loud  response  of  earth  and  heaven, — 

All  hail.  Thou  great  Amen  ! 

Sweet  ordinance  of  God  to  bless 
By  Him,  the  Lord  our  Righteousness, 
By  Him  I  say  again ; 
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This  mighty  Him  makes  all  things  sure, 
Through  life,  in  death,  and  evermore, 
In  Him,  the  great  Amen  I 

Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc. 

O  faithful  Witness  of  our  God, 
Who  came  by  water  and  by  blood. 

Proving  the  Holy  One  I 
Thy  record  must  for  ever  stand 
Of  life  eternal  from  God's  hand. 

And  all  in  Thee,  His  Son. 
Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc. 

Sweetly  Thy  verilies  we  hear, 
For  God's  Amen  dispels  all  fear. 

Thy  faithfulness  it  proves  ; 
And  while  such  grace  for  God  is  shown. 
To  God's  Amen  we  add  our  own. 

Our  So  be  it  Ht  loves. 
Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc 

Ye  saints  of  God,  in  age  or  youth. 
Who  swear  by  Him,  the  God  of  truth. 

By  Him  I  say  again  ; — 
Make  Him  whom  God  hath  made  to  you. 
Your  Alpha  and  Omega  too ; 

God's  Christ  is  your  Amen. 
Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc 


Nor  less  above,  ye  heavenly  host. 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Give  praise  through  Him,  with  men  ; 
For  of  Him,  through  Him,  by  Him  sure. 
The  Church  shall  glory  evermore. 

In  Him,  the  groat  Amen. 
Secured  in  this,  the  Church  on  high. 
And  all  below  unceasing  cry. 

Amen  I  Amen  !  Amen  ! 
To  Thee,  O  Lord,  all  praise  is  given, 
The  loud  response  of  earth  and  heaven, — 

All  hail.  Thou  great  Amen  ! 
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MISSIONARY  HYMN. 


From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand. 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand  ; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain. 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Java's  isle, 
Though  every  prospect  pleases. 

And  only  man  is  vile; 
In  vain,  with  lavish  kindness, 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strewn  ; 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness. 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone  ! 

Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  Wisdom  from  on  high, 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation  I  oh.  Salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim. 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  leam'd  Messiah's  name. 
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Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  His  story  ; 

And  yon,  ye  waters,  roll. 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory. 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole. 
Till  o*er  our  ransom'd  nature. 

The  Lamb,  for  sinners  slain. 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign !  * 


THE  BIRTH  OF  CHRIST. 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  mornings 
Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  Thine  aid  ; 

Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning. 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

Cold  on  His  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shining. 
Low  lies  His  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall ; 

Angels  adore  Him,  in  slumber  reclining. 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all ! 

Say,  shall  we  yield  Him,  in  costly  devotion. 
Odours  of  Edom,  and  offerings  Divine, 

Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean. 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the  mine  ? 

Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation. 
Vainly  with  gifts  would  His  favour  secure ; 

Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  adoration. 

Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning. 

Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  Thine  aid  ; 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  HYMN. 

By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

How  sweet  the  lily  grows  ! 
How  sweet  the  breath,  beneath  the  hill. 

Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose  1 
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Lo,  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 

The  paths  of  peace  have  trod ; 
Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet, 

Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

The  lily  must  decay ; 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 

Must  shortly  fade  away. 

And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wintry  hour 

Of  man's  maturer  age 
Will  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power, 

And  stormy  passion's  rage ! 

O  Thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 

Within  Thy  Father's  shrine, — 
Whose  years,  with  changeless  virtue  crown'd. 

Were  all  alike  Divine, — 

Dependent  on  Thy  bounteous  breath. 

We  seek  Thy  grace  alone. 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death. 

To  keep  us  still  Thine  own. 


HELP,  LORD,  OR  WE  PERISH." 


When  through  the  torn  sail  the  wild  tempest  is  streaming, 
When  o'er  the  dark  wave  the  red  lightning  is  gleaming. 
Nor  hope  lends  a  ray,  the  poor  seaman  to  cherish. 
We  fly  to  our  Maker :  **  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 

O  Jesus  I  once  toss'd  on  the  breast  of  the  billow. 
Aroused  by  the  shriek  of  despair  from  Thy  pillow, 
Now  seated  in  glory,  the  mariner  cherish. 
Who  cries  in  his  danger,  "  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 

And  oh,  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion  is  raging, 
When  hell  in  our  heart  his  vrild  waHare  is  waging. 
Arise  in  Thy  strength.  Thy  redeemM  to  cherish  ; 
Rebuke  the  destroyer  :  "  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 
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AT  A  FUNERAL. 

Thou  ftrt  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee. 
Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encompass  the  tomb  ; 

Thy  Saviour  has  pass'd  through  its  portal  before  thee. 
And  the  lamp  of  His  love  is  thy  guide  through  the  g^oom. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  ;  we  no  longer  behold  thee. 
Nor  tread  the  rough  paths  of  the  world  by  thy  side  ; 

But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold  thee. 
And  sinners  may  die,  for  the  Sinless  has  died. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  and,  its  mansion  forsaking^ 
Perhaps  th3cweak  spirit  in  fear  lingered  long  ; 

But  the  mild  rays  of  Paradise  beam'd  on  thy  waking. 
And  the  sound  which  thou  heaid'st  was  fht'  seraphim's  song. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee. 
Whose  God  was  thy  ransom,  thy  guardian,  and  gnide  ; 

He  gave  thee.  He  took  thee,  and  He  will  restore  thee^ 
And  death  has  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour  has  died. 


THE  BELIEVER'S  PRAYER. 

Lord,  whose  love,  in  power  excelling, 
Wash'd  the  leper's  stain  away  : 

Jesus,  from  Thy  heavenly  dwelling, 
Hear  us,  help  us,  when  we  pray. 

From  the  filth  of  vice  and  folly. 
From  infuriate  passion's  rage. 

Evil  thoughts,  and  hopes  unholy. 
Heedless  youth,  and  selfish  age ; 

From  the  lusts  whose  deep  pollutions 
Adam's  ancient  taint  disclose  ; 

From  the  tempter's  dark  intrusions, 
Restless  doubt,  and  blind  repose  ; 

From  the  miser's  cursM  treasure ; 

From  the  drunkard's  jest  obscene  ; 
From  the  world — ^its  pomp  and  pleasure,- 

Jesus,  Master,  make  us  clean ! 
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PRAYER  FOR  DIVINE  MERCY. 

Oh  blest  were  the  accents  of  early  creatioi]. 
When  the  Word  of  Jehovah  came  down  horn  above  ; 

In  the  clods  of  the  earth  to  infuse  animation. 
And  wake  their  cold  atoms  to  life  and  to  love  I 

And  mighty  the  tones  which  the  firmament  rended. 
When,  on  wheels  of  the  thunder,  and  wings  of  the  wind, 

By  lightning,  and  hail,  and  thick  darkness  attended. 
He  uttered  on  Sinai  His  laws  to  mankind. 

And  sweet  was  Che  voice  of  the  First-bom  of  heaven 
{Though  poor  His  apparel,  though  earthly  His  form). 

Who  said  to  the  mourner,  "  Thy  sins  are  forgiven  ! " 
"  Be  whole ''  to  the  sick,  and  <'  Be  still  '*  to  the  storm. 

O  Judge  of  the  world  I  when,  arrayed  in  Thy  glory. 
Thy  summons  again  shall  be  heard  from  on  high  ; 

While  nature  stands  trembling  and  naked  before  Thee, 
And  waits  on  Thy  sentence  to  live  or  to  die ; 

When  the  heav'n  shall  fly  fast  from  the  soimd  of  Thy  thunder, 
And  the  sun  in  Thy  lightnings  grow  languid  and  pale, 

And  the  sea  )rield  her  dead,  and  the  tomb  cleave  asunder, — 
In  the  hour  of  Thy  terrors,  let  mercy  prevail  1 


THE  SECOND  ADVENT. 

The  Lord  will  come  !  the  earth  shall  quake, 
The  hills  their  fixM  seat  forsake, 
And,  withering,  from  the  vault  of  night 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light. 

The  Lord  Mill  come  !  but  not  the  same 
As  once  in  lowly  ibrm  He  came, 
A  silent  Lamb  to  slaughter  led, 
The  bruis'd,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead. 

The  Lord  will  come  !  a  dreadful  form. 
With  wreath  of  flame,  and  robe  of  storm  ; 
On  cherub  wings,  and  wings  of  wind. 
Anointed  Judge  of  human-kind  1 
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Can  this  be  He,  who  wont  to  stray 

A  pilgrim  on  the  world's  highway, 

By  power  oppres5*d,  and  mock'd  by  pride? 

O  God  !  is  this  the  Cnidfiedt 

Go,  tyrants  !  to  the  rocks  complain ! 
Go,  seek  the  mountain's  cleft  in  vain  ! 
But  £edth,  victorious  o'er  the  tomb^ 
Shall  sing  for  joy — ^the  Loxd  is  come ! 


THE  HOLY  TRINITY. 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Ahnighty  ! 
Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise  to  Thee  ; 
Holy,  holy,  holy  I  merciful  and  mighty ! 
God  in  three  Persons,  blessM  Tzinity. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  !  all  the  saints  adore  Thee^ 
Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the  glassy 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before  Thee, 
Which  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 


Holy,  holy,  holy !  though  the  darkness  hide  Thee, 
Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory  may  not 
Only  Thou  art  hcJy,  there  is  none  beside  Thee, 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love  and  purity. 


Holy,  holy,  holy  I  Lord  God  Almighty  ! 

All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  name,  in  earth,  and  sky,  and  sea ; 

Holy,  holy,  holy  I  merciful  and  mighty  j 

God  in  three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity  I 
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OTTIWELL  HEGINBOTHAM. 


OX  Hbcinbotham  b  the  aothor  of  a  vohmie  of  **  Hynas  P»h«My 
1 1799>    Hii  pcnoBsl  UKmy  li 


THE  YOUNG  PERSON'S  PRAYER. 

Hark  I  'tis  your  heavenly  Father's  ctll» 
How  soft  the  charming  accents  fall : 
"  Ask  and  receive,  my  son,"  He  cries. 
With  loving  heart  and  melting  eyes. 

Lord,  I  accept  Thine  ofTer'd  grace, 
I  come  to  seek  my  Father's  fiux. 
Nor  will  He  turn  His  ear  away 
Who  taught  my  heart  and  lips  to  pray. 

One  thing  I  ask,  and  wilt  Thou  hear. 
And  grant  my  soul  a  gift  so  dear  ? 
Wisdom,  descending  from  above. 
The  sweetest  token  of  Thy  love. 

Wisdom  betimes  to  know  the  Lord, 
To  fear  His  name  and  keep  His  word ; 
To  lead  my  feet  in  paths  of  truth, 
And  guide  and  guard  my  wandering  youth. 

Then  shouldst  Thou  grant  a  length  of  days. 
My  life  shall  still  proclaim  Thy  praise ; 
Or  early  death  my  soul  convey 
To  realms  of  everlasting  day. 


PRAISE  TO  GOD  IN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

My  soul  shall  praise  Thee,  O  my  God, 

Through  all  my  mortal  days. 
And  to  eternity  prolong 

Thy  vast,  Thy  boundless  praise. 
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In  each  bright  hour  of  peace  and  hope. 

Be  this  my  sweet  employ  I 
Devotion  heightens  all  my  bliss, 

And  sanctifies  my  joy. 

When  gloomy  care  or  keen  distress 
Invades  my  throbbing  breast, 

My  tongue  shall  learn  to  speak  Thy  praise, 
And  soothe  my  pains  to  rest. 

Nor  shall  my  tongue  alone  proclaim 

The  honours  of  my  God  ; 
My  life,  with  all  my  active  powers. 

Shall  spread  Thy  praise  abroad. 

And  though  these  lips  shall  cease  to  move. 
Though  death  shall  close  these  e3res. 

Yet  shall  my  soul  to  nobler  heights 
Of  joy  and  transport  rise. 

Then  shall  my  powers  in  endless  strains 
Their  grateful  tribute  payx : 

The  theme  demands  an  angel's  tongue. 
And  an  eternal  day. 


THE  GOD  OF  SEASONS. 

Great  God,  let  all  our  tuneful  powers 
Awake  and  sing  Thy  mighty  name ; 

Thy  hand  rolls  on  our  circling  hours. 
The  hand  from  which  our  being  came. 

Seasons  and  moons,  revolving  roimd. 
In  beauteous  order  speak  Thy  praise  ; 

And  years,  with  smiling  mercy  crown*d. 
To  Thee  successive  honours  raise. 

Each  changing  season  on  our  souls 
Its  sweetest,  kindest  influence  sheds  ; 

And  every  period,  as  it  rolls. 
Showers  countless  blessings  on  our  heads. 
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Onr  Uvetp  our  bfislth,  our  fHcndii  w€  Cfwt 

All  to  Thy  Tut  imboimded  knre ; 
Ten  thoqaind  piedoiis  gifts  below, 

And  hope  of  noUer  jo]rt  abote. 
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THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play, 
WhUe  the  red  light  fades  away ; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eye, 
Ever  following  silently ; 
Father,  by  the  breeze  of  eye 
Called  Thy  harvest-work  to  leave  : 
Pray,  ere  yet  the  dark  hours  be  ; 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee  I 

Traveller  in  the  stranger's  land. 
Far  from  thine  own  household  band  ; 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  a  voice  from  this  world  gone  ; 
Captive,  in  whose  narrow  cell 
Sunshine  hath  not  leave  to  dwell  1 
Sailor,  on  the  darkening  sea  : 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee  ! 
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Warrior,  that  from  battle  won 
Breathest  now  at  set  of  sixn  ; 
Woman,  o'er  the  lowly  slain 
Weeping  on  his  burial  plain  ; 
Ye  that  triumph,  ye  that  sigh. 
Kindred  by  one  holy  tie, 
Heaven's  first  star  alike  ye  see  : 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee  ! 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  MARAH. 

Where  is  the  tree  the  prophet  threw 

Into  the  bitter  wave  ? 
Left  it  no  scion  where  it  grew. 

The  thirsting  soul  to  save  T 

Hath  nature  lost  the  hidden  power 

Its  precious  foliage  shed  ? 
Is  there  no  distant  eastern  bower. 

With  such  sweet  leaves  o'erspread? 

Nay,  wherefore  ask  ?  since  gifb  are  ours. 

Which  yet  may  well  imbue 
Earth's  many  troubled  founts  with  showers 

Of  heaven's  own  balmy  dew. 

Oh,  mingled  with  the  cup  of  grief 

ILet  faith's  deep  spirit  be  ; 
And  every  prayer  shall  wjn  a  leaf 

From  that  bless'd  healing  tree ! 


THE  BETTER  LAND. 

"  I  HEAR  thee  speak  of  the  better  land ; 
Thou  call'st  its  children  a  happy  band. 
Mother,  oh  where  is  that  radiant  shore  ? 
Shall  we  not  seek  it,  and  weep  no  more  ? 
Is  it  where  the  flower  of  the  orange  blows, 
And  the  fire-flies  dance  through  the  myrtle  boughs  ? '' 
"  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child," 
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"  Is  it  where  the  feathery  palm-trees  rise, 
And  the  date  grows  ripe  tinder  sunny  skies  ? 
Or  'midst  the  green  islands  of  glittering  seas 
Where  fragrant  forests  perfume  the  breeze, 
And  strange  bright  birds,  on  their  starry  wings, 
Bear  the  rich  hues  of  all  glorious  things  ?  " 
"  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child." 

**  Is  it  far  away  in  some  region  old. 
Where  the  rivers  wander  o*er  sands  of  gold. 
Where  the  burning  rays  of  the  ruby  shine, 
And  the  diamond  lights  up  the  secret  mine, 
And  the  pearl  gleams  forth  from  the  coral  strand — 
Is  it  there,  sweet  mother,  that  better  land  ?" 
**  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child. 

"  Eye  hath  not  seen  it,  my  gentle  boy  ; 
Ear  hath  not  heard  its  sweet  songs  of  joy  ; 
Dreams  cannot  picture  a  world  so  fair  ; 
Sorrow  and  death  may  not  enter  there ; 
Time  doth  not  breathe  on  its  fadeless  bloom  ; 
Far  beyond  the  clouds,  and  beyond  the  tomb, — 
It  is  there,  it  is  there,  my  child." 


GEORGE  HERBERT. 
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GRACE. 

My  stock  lies  dead,  and  no  increase 

Doth  my  dull  husbandry  improve  ; 
O  let  Thy  graces  without  cease 
Drop  from  above  I 
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If  still  the  son  should  hide  his  noe, 

Thy  house  would  but  a  dungeon  proves 
Thy  works  night's  captives.    O  let  grace 
'  Drop  from  above  I 

The  dew  doth  every  morning  fall ; 

And  shall  the  dew  outstrip  Thy  Dove  ? 
The  dew,  for  which  grass  cannot  call. 
Drop  from  above ! 

Death  is  still  working  like  a  mole, 

And  digs  my  grave  at  each  remove  ; 
Let  grace  work  too,  and  on  my  soul 
Drop  from  above  I 

Sin  is  still  hammering  my  heart 
Unto  a  hardness  void  of  love ; 
Let  suppling  grace,  to  cross  his  art, 
Drop  from  above  ! 

O  come  !  for  Thou  dost  know  the  way  : 

Or  if  to  me  Thou  vrilt  not  move. 
Remove  me  where  I  need  not  say, 
"  Drop  from  above  t " 


SUNDAY. 

O  DAY  most  calm,  most  bright, 
The  fruit  of  this,  the  next  world's  bud. 
The  endorsement  of  supreme  delight, 
Writ  by  a  Frien4»  and  with  His  blood  ; 
The  couch  of  time  ;  care's  balm  and  bay ; 
The  week  were  dark,  but  for  thy  light ; 

Thy  torch  doth  show  the  way. 

The  other  days  and  thou 
Make  up  one  man  ;  whose  face  thou  art. 
Knocking  at  heaven  with  thy  brow  ; 
The  worky-days  are  the  back -part : 
The  burden  of  the  week  lies  there. 
Making  the  whole  to  stoop  and  bow. 

Till  thy  release  appear. 
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ICflB  hsd  stimi^t  fiarwiid  gone 
To  endless  death ;  but  tlion  dost  poll 
And  torn  ns  round  to  look  on  One 
Whom,  if  we  were  not  veiy  dull. 
We  ooold  not  choose  but  look  on  still ; 
Since  there  is  no  (dace  so  alone 

The  which  He  doth  not  fill. 


Sundays  the  pillars  are, 
On  which  heaven's  palace  archM  lies ; 
The  other  days  fill  up  the  spare 
And  hollow  room  with  vanities. 
They  are  the  firuitfiil  beds  and  borders 
In  God's  rich  garden  :  that  is  bare 

Which  parts  their  ranks  and  orders. 

The  Sundays  of  man's  life, 
Threaded  together  on  time's  string, 
Make  bracelets  to  adorn  the  wife 
Of  the  eternal,  glorious  King. 
On  Simdays  heaven's  gate  stands  ope ; 
Blessings  are  plentiful  and  rife, 

More  plentiful  than  hope. 

This  day  my  Saviour  rose, 
And  did  inclose  this  light  for  His, 
That,  as  each  beast  his  manger  knows, 
Man  might  not  of  his  fodder  miss. 
Christ  hath  took  in  this  j^ece  of  ground, 
And  made  a  garden  there  for  those 

Who  want  herbs  for  their  wound. 


The  rest  of  our  creation 
Our  great  Redeemer  did  remove  * 

With  the  same  shake,  which  at  His  passion 
Did  th'  earth  and  all  things  with  it  move. 
As  Samson  lx)re  the  doors  away, 
Christ's  hands,  though  nail'd,  wrought  our  salvation, 

And  did  unhinge  that  day. 
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The  brightness  of  that  day 
We  sullied  by  our  foul  offence  ; 
Wherefore  that  robe  we  cast  away. 
Having  a  new  at  His  expense, 
Whose  drops  of  blood  paid  the  full  price 
That  was  required  to  make  us  gay* 

And  fit  for  Paradise. 

Thou  art  a  day  of  mirth, 
And  where  the  week-days  trail  on  ground. 
Thy  flight  is  higher,  as  thy  birth ; 
O  let  me  take  thee  at  the  bound. 
Leaping  with  thee  from  seven  to  seven. 
Till  that  we  both,  being  toss^  firom  earth. 

Fly  hand  in  hand  to  heaven. 


THE  ELIXIR. 

Teach  me,  my  God,  my  King, 
In  all  things  Thee  to  see ; 
And  what  I  do  in  anything, 
To  do  it  as  for  Thee. 

Not  rudely,  as  a  beast. 
To  run  into  an  action  ; 
But  still  to  make  Thee  prepossest. 
And  give  it  His  perfection. 

A  man  that  looks  on  glass 
On  it  may  stay  his  eye  ; 
Or,  if  he  pleaseth,  through  it  pass. 
And  then  the  heav'n  spy. 

All  may  of  Thee  partake  ; 
Nothing  can  be  so  mean. 
Which,  with  this  tincture,  for  Thy  sake. 
Will  not  grow  bright  and  clean. 

A  servant  with  this  clause 
Makes  drudgery  Divine  ; 
Who  sweeps  a  room  as  for  Thy  laws. 
Makes  that  and  th'  action  fine. 


GlOltGC  HERBERT. 

Thb  ii  the  &moiii  itone 
Tbti  tumeth  tH  to  gold  ; 
For  tint  whkh  G«d  dolh  tonch  and  o' 
Cannot  lor  leu  be  told. 


SIGHS  AND  GROANS. 

After  mj  lini  t  look  not  on  my  dcKrt, 
Bat  OD  Thy  gloiy  ;  then  Thon  will  refonn. 

And  not  rdiue  me,  Ibi  Thou  only  aii 
The  mighty  God,  but  I  a  silly  woim  ; 
O  do  not  bmUe  me  1 

O  do  not  urge  me  ! 
For  what  account  can  Thy  ill  steward  make  T 

I  have  abused  Thy  Mock,  iJestro)''d  Thy  wood*, 
Sack'd  all  Thy  magaiines.     My  head  did  ache. 
Till  it  fooitd  out  how  to  consume  Thy  goods. 
O  do  not  Monrge  me  I 

O  do  Dot  blind  me  ! 
I  have  deserved  that  an  Egyptian  night 

Should  thicken  all  my  powers,  because  my  lust 
Hath  slill  sew'd  fig-leaves  to  exclude  Thy  light ; 
Bat  I  am  lirailty  and  already  dust ; 
O  do  not  grind  me  I 

O  do  not  611  me 
With  the  tum'd  vial  of  Thy  bitter  wrath ; 

For  Thoa  hast  other  vessels  full  of  blood, 
A  pajt  whereof  my  Saviour  emptied  hath. 
Even  unto  death  ;  since  He  died  for  my  good, 
O  do  not  kill  me  I 

But  O  reprieve  me  t 

For  Thou  hast  life  and  death  at  Thy  command  ; 

Thoa  art  both  Judge  and  Saviour,  feast  and  rod, 
Coidla!  and  corrosive.     Put  not  Thy  band 

Into  the  bitter  box  ;  but,  O  my  God, 
My  God,  relieve  me  t 


I 
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ROBERT   HERRICK. 

Robert  Hs&klCK  was  descended  from  an  old  tUoStj  in  Ldcestershire.  Hit  &ther.  Nidiolas 
Herridc.  was  a  goldsmitlt  in  Cheapside.  London.  He  was  bom  in  London,  in  ispx,  and  was 
educated  at  Westminster  School  He  entered  St  Jolin's  CoUq^e,  Cambridge,  aboat  1615. 
Taking  orders,  be  was  preferred  to  the  Ticarai^e  of  Dean  Prior.  Deronahire.  He  was  deprived 
of  his  living  under  the  Protectorate,  whra  he  returned  to  London.  At  ttie  ReMoratioa,  in  x66o, 
he  re-obtained  liis  duuge.  He  died  in  1674.  Herridc  publislicd  liis  **  Noble  Nambers,"  in 
1647.  His  "  Hesperides"  appeared  in  tlie  following  year.  An  edMoa  of  hb  works,  with  a 
memoir,  was  published  in  London,  in  1859. 


LITANY  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT 

In  the  hour  of  my  distress. 
When  temptations  me  oppress, 
And  when  I  my  sins  confess. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  I  lie  within  my  bed. 
Sick  in  heart  and  sick  in  head. 
And  with  doubts  discomforted. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  house  doth  sigh  and  weep. 
And  the  world  is  drown'd  in  sleep. 
Yet  mine  eyes  the  watch  do  keep. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  artless  doctor  sees 
No  one  hope  but  of  his  fees, 
And  his  skill  runs  on  the  lees, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  his  potion  and  his  pill 
Is  or  none  or  little  skill. 
Meet  for  nothing  but  to  kill. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  passing-bell  doth  toll. 
And  the  furies,  in  a  shoal. 
Come  to  fright  my  parting  soul, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 
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When  the  Upers  now  bum  blue. 
And  the  comforters  are  few, 
And  that  number  more  than  true, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  priest  his  last  hath  pray'd. 
And  I  nod  to  what  is  said, 
'Cause  my  speech  is  now  deca/d, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When,  God  knows,  I*m  toss*d  about. 
Either  with  despair  or  doubt. 
Yet  before  the  glass  be  out. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  tempter  me  pursueth 
With  the  sins  of  all  my  youth. 
And  half  damns  me  with  untruth. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  flames  and  hellish  cries 
Fright  my  ears  and  fright  mine  eyes. 
And  all  terrors  me  surprise, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  judgment  is  reveal'd 
And  that  opened  which  was  seal'd, 
When  to  Thee  I  have  appealed, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 


X  2 


3o8  LYRA  BRTTANNICA. 


MRS.  HERVEY. 

ELRANORA  LOUISA  MONTAGU  was  bom  in  Liverpool,  {■  iSzx.  She  bcfaa  at  aa  eviy 
period  to  contribute  to  periodicals.  In  1839,  she  published  "The  Laadgiwe;  a  diamatk. 
poem."  She  mairied.  in  1843.  Thomas  KebMe  Henrey,  editor  of  77br  itf^mmum,  who  died  ■ 
1859.    Mrs.  Hervey  is  the  writer  of  sevenl  interesting  worki.  bach  itt  proae  ADd 


THE  DAUGHTER  OF  GILEAD. 

(ContriduUd.) 

"  And  she  said  unto  her  father.  Let  thb  thing  be  done  for  me :  let  me  alone  tvo 
months,  that  I  may  go  up  and  down  upon  the  mountains.**— -yw.  xx.  37. 

There's  a  wail  upon  the  mountains;  it  resounds  o*er  Gilead's 

heights ; 
'Tis  the  cry  of  Jephthah's  daughter,  for  her  girlhood's  lost  delights. 
Ere  the  summer  moon  declineth,  she,  too,  shall  pass  away, 
Untimely  croppM  in  beauty,  as  a  budding  thorn  of  May. 

**  Alas  !  thy  vow,  my  father  I     *Twas  a  bitter  vow  for  thee. 
And  what  cared  I  for  Ammon,  while  the  earth  was  green  to  me? 
Shall  my  days  of  youth  be  gathered  ere  the  fervid  noon  be  past, 
As  the  grass  beneath  the  sickle,  as  the  leaf  before  the  blast?" 

There,  in  silence,  on  the  mighty  hills,  the  stars  are  seen  to  glow, 
Where  she  bows  her  head  o'er  Gilead  in  the  meekness  of  her  woe. 
Across  her  breast  her  arms  she  folds  ;  and,  kneeling  on  the  sod. 
With  steadfast  gaze,  looks  upward,  as  the  mountains  look,  to  God. 

"  O  Thou  that  dwellest  above  the  cloud,  and  ridest  on  the  beam. 
Lay  Thy  commandment  on  me,  as  the  glory  of  a  dream  ! 
Could  I  hear  the  voice  that  Moses  heard,  whatever  my  doom  might  be, 
The  ground  whereon  I  tread  should  be  as  Horeb  unto  me  !'* 

There  are  steps  along  the  mountain-side,  where  beautiful  and  slow, 
I">escends  the  child  of  Jephthah,  with  a  halo  round  her  brow. 
The  voice  hath  call'd  her  heavenward ;  there  is  peace  within  her  breast ; 
And  not  a  shadow  darkens  more  the  mountain's  glorious  crest. 
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ROWLAND   HILL. 

ROWLAND  Hill,  the  celebrated  imacher  and  wit.  was  sixth  son  of  Sir  Rowland  Hill.  Bart. 
He  was  bom  on  his  fiither's  estate  of  Hawlcstone,  Shropshire,  on  the  aycd  Au|n>st,  1744.  He 
studied  at  Eton,  afterwards  at  the  University  of  Cambrids^e,  where  he  gradoated.  Contraiy  to 
the  wishes  of  his  family,  he  entered  the  Church,  recdYing  orders  in  1774.  H^  subsequently 
adhered  to  the  Cahrinistic  Methodists.  In  1783,  Surrey  Chapel.  Blackfiriars  Road.  London, 
was  erected  for  his  use.  There  he  afterwards  preached  during  six  months  each  year,  employ- 
ing the  other  half-year  chiefly  in  itinerating.  He  died  on  the  zith  April.  1833.  He  published 
is  1790  a  thin  z6mo,  entitled  "  Divine  Hymns,  attempted  in  Easy  Language,  for  the  Use  of 
ChUdren."  The  foOowing  hymn  is  transcribed  from  his  "Collection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns." 
London,  1B3X    8th  edition. 


GLORY  OF  THE  SAINTS. 

Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand, 
Nearer  the  throne  than  cherubs  stand, 
With  glory  crovm'd,  in  white  array. 
My  wondering  soul  says,  Who  are  they? 

These  are  the  saints  beloved  of  God, 
Wasb'd  are  their  robes  in  Jesu's  blood ; 
More  spotless  than  the  purest  white. 
They  shine  in  uncreated  light. 

Brighter  than  angels,  lo  !  they  shine, 
Their  glories  great,  and  all  Divine ; 
Tell  me  their  origin,  and  say 
Their  order  what,  and  whence  came  they. 

Through  tribulation  great  they  came  ; 
They  bore  the  cross,  and  scom'd  the  shame ; 
Within  the  living  temple  blest. 
In  God  they  dwell,  and  on  Him  rest. 

And  docs  the  cross  thus  prove  their  gain? 
And  shall  they  thus  for  ever  reign. 
Seated  on  sapphire  thrones,  to  praise 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace? 

Hunger  they  ne'er  shall  feel  again. 
Nor  burning  thirst  shall  they  sustain  ; 
To  wells  of  living  waters  led. 
By  God,  the  Lamb,  for  ever  fed. 
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Unknown  to  mortal  ears,  they  sing 
The  secret  glories  of  their  King. 
Tell  me  the  subject  of  their  lays. 
And  whence  their  load  exalted  praise. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  is  their  theme ; 
They  sing  the  wonders  of  His  name  ; 
To  Him  ascribing  poVr  and  grace, 
Dominion  and  eternal  praise. 

Amen  they  cry  to  Him  alone. 
Who  dares  to  fill  His  Father's  throne  ; 
They  give  Him  glory,  and  again 
Repeat  His  praise,  and  say  Amen ! 


JAMES  HOLME. 


The  Rev.  James  Holme  was  born  in  OKon.  Westmoreland,  on  the  xath  March.  z8bt. 
Having  received  an  elementary  education  in  his  native  place,  he  proceeded,  in  his  twentieth 
year,  to  the  University  of  Cambridg^e.  He  graduated  in  honours  at  Gonvttle  and  Cains  Coilege; 
in  x83S-  He  was  ordained  the  same  year,  and.  in  1838,  was  instituted  In  the  incumbency  of 
Low  Harrogate.  Yorlcshire.  In  1839.  he  accepted  the  vicarage  of  Kirk-Leatham,  Yorkshire. 
Mr.  Holme  is  now  associated  with  the  Kev.  D.  T.  K.  Drummond  in  the  ministry  of  St.  Tbomas* 
English  Episcopal  Chapel,  Edinburgh.  In  1835.  he  published  "  Leisure  Musings  and  Devo- 
tional Meditations :"  and  in  1843,  "  Mount  Grace  Abbey,"  a  poetical  composition  of  an  elevated 
strain,  dedicated  to  the  Queen  Dowager.  Conjointly  with  his  brother,  the  Rev.  Tbomas 
Holme,  vicar  of  East  Cowton,  he  published,  in  i86t.  a  small  volume  of  "  Hymns  and  Sacred 
Poetry,"  a  work  which  contains  a  number  of  excellent  compositions. 

LITANY. 

God,  my  Father,  hear  me  pray. 
Wash  my  crimson  guilt  away  ; 
Wretched,  helpless,  lost,  midone. 
Hear  me  for  Thy  blessed  Son. 
Lord,  imnumber'd  sins  are  mine. 
But  eternal  love  is  Thine. 

God,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me ; 
All  my  guilt  I  cast  on  Thee  I 
Give  my  troubled  spirit  peace ; 
Bid  my  fears  and  sorrows  cease. 
Lord,  unnumber'd  sins  are  mine. 
But  eternal  love  is  Thine. 
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God,  my  Comforter,  my  Ught, 
Strengthen  me  with  holy  might ; 
Make  Thy  dwelling  in  my  heart ; 
Faith  and  joy  and  hope  impart. 
Lord,  mmomber^d  sins  are  mine, 
But  eternal  love  is  Thine. 

BlessH  glorious  Trinity ! 
Holy,  everlasting  Three ! 
Hear,  O  hear  my  earnest  prayer ! 
And  my  soul  for  heaven  prepare ! 
Lord,  unnumbered  sins  are  mine, 
But  eternal  love  is  Thine. 


FOR  TIME  OF  SICKNESS. 

All  things  are  ours  ;  how  abundant  the  treasure, 
All  riches  which  heaven  or  earth  can  afford  I 

O,  may  oiir  thanks,  like  His  grace,  without  measure, 
Abound  to  the  glory  and  praise  of  our  Lord  ! 

All  things  are  ours  ;  be  it  sickness  or  healing, 

'Tis  ordered  alike  for  our  infinite  good  ; 
Determined  by  grace,  and  for  ever  revealing 

This  truth,  that  we  love  and  are  loved  of  our  God. 

All  things  are  ours  ;  though  the  body  may  perish. 
We  faint  not  to  feel  it  fast  wasting  away  ; 

The  soul  its  bright  visions  of  glory  will  cherish. 
And  strengthen  in  holiness  day  after  day. 

All  things  are  ours  ;  yea,  the  present  affliction 
Tho'  now  through  the  gloom  of  mortality  viewed  ; 

For  soon  shall  we  joy  in  the  blissfid  conviction. 
That  thus  it  was  good  to  be  tried  and  subdued. 

All  things  are  ours  ;  thro*  the  Saviour's  merit. 

The  shame  of  His  cross,  which  must  needs  be  our  own 

Will  brighten  the  glory  that  circles  the  spirit 
And  sparkles  like  gems  in  our  heavenly  crown. 
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CHRISTIAN  HOPE. 

How  soon  will  the  light  of  our  morning  be  fled. 

And  sunk  in  eternity's  wave  ! 
How  soon  shall  we  sleep  'mong  the  numberless  dead. 
And  darkness  and  silence  around  us  be  spread. 

The  curtains  of  death  and  the  grave. 

How  hope  we  the  day  of  God*s  wrath  to  abide  ? 

Is  human  obedience  our  stay  ? 
Death  laughs  at  our  efforts  his  sting  to  avoid. 
Hell  glories  to  see  us  deluded  by  pride. 

And  Satan  exults  o*er  his  prey. 

One  heaven-bom  hope  will  the  Christian  uphold 

Before  the  tribunal  of  God  ; 
A  hope  which  His  Spirit  alone  can  unfold, 
A  claim  in  the  deed  of  redemption,  enrolled. 

And  sealed  by  the  Savioiir's  blood. 

O  Lord,  may  the  Sim  of  Thy  righteousness  rise. 

And  shed  on  the  gospel  a  might 
To  soften  all  hearts,  to  illumine  all  eyes. 
To  make  us  aspire  to  the  Christian's  prize. 

And  soar  to  the  regions  of  light. 


THE  SABBATH. 

On  each  return  of  holy  rest, 
The  day  my  heavenly  Father  blest, 
O  let  my  happy  portion  be 
To  find  supreme  delight  in  Thee, — 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

Those  precious  hours  I  would  improve 
In  fervent  prayer,  in  sacred  love  ; 
From  earth's  p>olluting  pleasures  firee. 
To  find  my  every  joy  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 


JAMES  HOLME. 

When  gospel  messages  I  hear, 
O  may  the  Holy  Dove  be  near 
To  seal  Thy  promises  to  me. 
And  give  new  confidence  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  riky  God,  in  Thee. 

When,  humbly  kneeling  at  Thy  throne, 
With  deep  distress  my  guilt  I  own. 
Then  let  my  contrite  spirit  see 
Enough  of  pardoning  grace  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

When  in  Thy  temple  1  adore, 
And  truth's  unfathomed  mines  explore  ; 
Or  trembling  praise  the  One  in  Three, 
Fresh  glories  let  me  view  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

When  to  Thy  table  I  repair, 
Be  Thou,  my  Saviour,  with  me  there  ; 
Fix  my  whole  soul  on  Calvary, 
Till  it  is  all  absorbed  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

Thus,  on  each  day  of  holy  rest 
May  I  with  heavenly  joy  be  blest. 
And,  in  a  bright  eternity. 
Have  my  undying  bliss  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 
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THOMAS  HOLME. 

THE  REV.  THOMAS  HOLMB,  brother  of  the  precedincr.  was  bora  oo  die  till  Avgust,  179: 
He  wu  educated  at  the  Grammar  School  of  Applebsr.  and  obtained  orden  froea  the  Bishop  < 
Durham  in  i8t6^  In  xSn,  he  was  appointed  Master  of  the  Grammar  School  of  St.  J<rim  B^pcisi 
Kirkby  Ravensworth.  Since  lAaa.  he  has  held  the  vicarage  of  East  Cowton,  Yorkshire.  I 
1861,  he  published  a  small  volume  of  hymns,  coojointljr  with  Us  brother. 


THE  BELIEVER'S  PORTION. 

Almighty  Father,  God  of  love. 
Whose  wisdom  rules  the  circling  year. 

Grant,  as  I  run  my  destined  course. 
That  faith  may  triumph  over  fear  ; 

May  all  my  cares  on  Thee  be  thrown. 

Be  Thou  my  portion.  Thou  alone. 

Let  favours  past  confirm  my  hope 
That  Thou  hast  greater  things  in  store. 

That  love  enjoyed  through  Christ  on  earth 
Unchanged  shall  last  for  evermore  : 

Far,  far  each  faithless  doubt  be  gone ; 

Be  Thou  my  portion,  Thou  alone.  * 

While  present  blessings  flow  around 
In  streams  of  mercy,  rich  and  free. 

May  present  acts  of  duty  show 
My  heartfelt  gratitude  to  Thee : 

Since  o*er  my  paths  Thy  gifts  are  strewn. 

Be  Thou  my  portion.  Thou  alone. 

And  should  some  needful  cross  be  sent 
To  bend  and  mould  my  stubborn  will, 

O  may  that  cross,  by  love  applied. 
Through  grace  its  blessM  end  fidfU  ! 

So  shall  my  heart  be  all  Thy  own. 

And  Thou  my  portion.  Thou  alone. 

Thus,  while  I  live,  my  love  for  Th6e 
Supreme  o'er  all  my  powers  shall  reign ; 

Thus,  when  I  die,  dread  death  itself. 
Through  faith  in  Christ,  shall  be  my  gain. 

My  gain,  the  ransomed  sinner's  crown. 

My  blissful  portion,  Thou  alone. 
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"  THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

Almighty  Father,  King  of  kings  ! 

In  Thee  I  live,  and  think,  and  move ; 
From  Thee  each  earthly  blessing  springs, 

And  richest  streams  of  heavenly  love. 
Assist  me.  Lord,  with  willing  speed 

In  duty's  happy  paths  to  run  ; 
May  every  thought,  and  word,  and  deed 

Confirm  this  prayer,  "  Thy  will  be  done." 

And  should  some  wish,  that's  near  my  heart, 

Conceal  no  sin,  nor  hurtful  be. 
Kindly  the  wish'd-for  gift  impart ; 

The  time,  and  way,  I  leave  to  Thee. 
But  would  that  gift  ensnaring  prove. 

Oh  then  the  rebel  thought  dethrone  ; 
My  anxious  prayer  denied  in  love. 

Help  me  to  say,  **  Thy  will  be  done." 

When  life's  bright  scenes  shall  fade  away. 

And  darkening  clouds  of  grief  appear. 
Be  Thou  my  light,  my  hope,  my  stay. 

And  still  each  murmur,  doubt,  and  fear. 
With  heart  and  eyes  upraised  to  Thee, 

When  joys  and  health  are  gone, 
Then  shall  my  prayer  through  Jesus  be, 

**  Thy  will,  good  Lord,  not  mine  be  done  ! " 

DIVINE  LOVE. 

Love  Divine,  all  love  excelling 
Which  a  changing  world  can  give, 

Make  my  soul  Thy  favoured  dwelling  ; 
Then  to  God  I'll  wholly  live. 

Peace  with  Thee,  my  kind  Creator, 
Peace,  through  Christ,  I  humbly  crave  ; 

Tho'  my  guilt  is  great,  yet  greater 
Are  Thy  power  and  love  to  save. 
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Keep  me,  Lord,  from  self-deceiTuig, 
Free  from  sin's  debasiiig  sway  ; 

In  Thy  love  and  truth  bdieving. 
Cheer  me  on  my  heavenwazd  way. 


Thou,  of  peace  the  only  gii 

Thou,  the  source  of  bliss  Divine, 

Cleanse  my  heart,  and  O  for  ever. 
Heavenly  Father,  make  it  Thine. 

Come  then,  worldly  grief  and  weeping  ; 

Come  then,  disappointment's  sting : 
While  my  heart  is  in  Thy  keeping, 

Joyful  still  Thy  praise  I'll  sing. 

Pain  nor  death  from  Thee  shall  move  me ; 

Death,  through  Christ,  shall  be  my  friend 
That  subdued,  my  God,  I'll  love  Thee 

With  a  love  that  knows  no  end. 


"AT  EVENING  TIME  IT  SHALL  BE  LIGHT/ 

The  Christian's  path  shines  more  and  more. 

From  mom  to  perfect  day ; 
Yet  darkening  storms  will  rise  the  while. 

And  hide  the  cheering  ray  ; 
Though  clouds  may  dim  faith's  heavenward  flight, 

At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light." 


i( 


When  comforts  fail,  and  fri^ds  are  few, 
And  griefs  his  path  surround  ; 

Though  all  is  dark  without,  within 
A  heavenly  light  is  found. 

No  change  of  scene  his  peace  can  blight, 

"  At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light" 

'Tis  good  at  times  that  pilgrim  saints, 
For  a  short  moment's  space, 

Should  feel  that  God,  in  wrath  at  sin. 
Can  hide  His  smiling  face. 

Behind  that  veil  His  sun  shines  bright, 

"  At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light" 
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At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light;" 

So  runs  the  promise  dear, 
To  cheer  the  pilgrim's  fiiinting  heart. 

When  death's  dark  hour  draws  near ; 
£*en  midst  the  gloom  of  nature's  night, 
*' At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light'' 


HENRY  HOPE. 

jCKY  HOPB  b  a  oathre  of  Bdfast  He  wu  there  apprenticed  to  a  bookbinder.  Since 
fi,  he  bas  been  employed  in  the  finfaihfaig  department  of  the  Messrs.  Chambers,  stationers, 
bfin.  The  following  hymn  was  printed  by  Mr.  Hope  in  i9sst  for  private  circulation.  Like 
«r  pi^mlar  hymns,  it  lias  been  altered  by  the  editors.  It  is  here  printed  from  a  copy  kindly 
tpdcd  by  the  author. 


JESUS  IS  MINE. 

Now  I  have  found  a  friend, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
His  love  shall  never  end, 

Jesiis  is  mine. 
Though  earthly  joys  decrease, 
Though  earthly  friendships  cease, 
Now  I  have  lasting  peace, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

Though  I  grow  poor  and  old, 
Jesus  is  mine ; 
Though  I  grow  feint  and  cold, 
Jesus  is  mine. 
He  shall  my  wants  supply. 
His  precious  blood  is  nigh. 
Nought  can  my  hope  destroy, 
Jesus  is  mine. 

When  death  is  sent  to  me, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 

Welcome  eternity, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
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He  my  redemption  is. 
Wisdom  and  righteousness. 
Life,  light,  and  holiness, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

When  earth  shall  pass  away, 
Jesus  is  mine. 

In  the  great  judgment-day, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

Oh !  what  a  glorious  thing, 

Then  to  behold  my  King, 

On  timeful  harp  to  sing, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

Father,  Thy  name  I  bless, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 

Thine  was  the  sovereign  grace. 

Praise  shall  be  Thine. 

Spirit  of  holiness, 

Sealing  the  Father's  grace, 

Thou  mad'st  my  soul  embrace 
Jesus  as  mine. 


WILLIAM   WALSHAM    HOW. 

THE  Rev.  William  W.  how  was  bom  in  1823.  at  Shrewsbury,  where  his  Cither.  > 
Wyberjfh  How,  was  a  solicitor.  His  education  was  conducted  at  Shrewsbury  Scho« 
Wadham  College,  Oxford.  He  was  ordained  curate  of  Kidderminster  in  1846.  and  b 
Rector  of  Whittington  in  1851.  Mr.  How  has  published  "  Plain  Words,  Parts  I.  an 
••  Practical  Sermons,"  "  I^nt  Lectures,"  "  Three  All-Saints'  Sununers,"  and  "  Daily  1 
Prayer  for  Churchmen."  To^jether  with  the  Very  Rev.  Dr.  Thomas  Morrell,  Coadjutor-1 
of  EdinbuTKh,  he  has  edited  a  compilation  of  "  Psalms  and  Hymns." 


SAINTS'  DAY  HYMN. 
{Contributed.) 

For  all  Thy  Saints,  who  from  their  labours  rest. 
Who  Thee  by  faith  before  the  world  confess'd. 
Thy  name,  O  Jesus,  be  for  ever  blest. 

Alleluia ! 


WILLIAM  WALSHAM  HOW.  319 

Thoa  wast  thdr  Rock,  their  Fortress,  and  their  Might, 
Thoo,  Lord,  their  Captain  in  the  well-fought  fi^^  ; 
Thou  in  the  darkness  drear  their  Light  of  lig^t 

Alleluia  I 

For  the  Apostles'  glorious  company. 
Who,  bear&g  forth  the  Cross  o'er  land  and  sea. 
Shook  all  the  n^i^ty  world,  we  sing  to  Thee 

Alleluia! 

For  the  Evangelists,  by  whose  blest  word. 
Like  fourfold  streams,  the  garden  of  the  Lord 
Is  fair  and  fruitful,  be  Thy  name  adored. 

Alleluia! 

For  martyrs,  who  with  rapture-kindled  eye 
Saw  the  bright  crown  descending  from  the  sky. 
And  died  to  grasp  it.  Thee  we  glorify. 

Alleluia ! 

Oh  !  may  Thy  soldiers,  faithful,  true,  and  bold, 
Fight  as  the  saints  who  nobly  fought  of  old, 
And  win,  with  them,  the  victor's  crown  of  gold. 

Alleluia! 

O  blest  communion !  fellowship  Divine  ! 
We  feebly  struggle,  they  in  glory  shine  ; 
Vet  all  are  one  in  Thee,  for  all  are  Thine. 

Alleluia ! 

And  when  the  strife  is  fierce,  the  warfare  long, 
Steals  on  the  ear  the  distant  triumph-song, 
And  hearts  are  brave  again,  and  arms  are  strong. 

Alleluia  ! 

The  golden  evening  brightens  in  the  west : 
Soon,  soon,  to  faithful  warriors  comes  the  rest ; 
Sweet  is  the  calm  of  Paradise  the  blest 

Alleluia ! 

But  lo  !  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious  day  : 
The  saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array  ; 
The  King  of  glory  passes  on  His  way. 

Alleluia! 
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From  earth's  wide  bounds,  from  ocean's  furthest  coast, 
Through  gates  of  pearl  streams  in  the  countless  host. 
Singing  to  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 

AUeluU! 


HOME  MISSION^ 

Soldiers  of  the  cross,  arise ! 

Gird  you  with  your  armour  bright ; 
Mighty  are  your  enemies^ 

Hard  the  battle  ye  must  fight. 

O'er  a  faithless  fallen  world 
Raise  your  banner  in  the  sky  ; 

Let  it  float  there,  wide  unfiirl'd ; 
Bear  it  onward,  lift  it  high. 

Mid  the  homes  of  want  and  woe. 
Strangers  to  the  living  Word, 

Let  the  Saviour's  herald  go, 
Let  the  voice  of  hope  be  heard. 

Where  the  shadows  deepest  lie. 
Carry  truth's  unsullied  ray  ; 

Where  are  crimes  of  blackest  dye. 
There  the  saving  sign  display. 

To  the  weary  and  the  worn 

Tell  of  realms  where  sorrows  cease  ; 
To  the  outcast  and  forlorn 

Speak  of  mercy  and  of  peace. 

Guard  the  helpless,  seek  the  strayed, 
Comfort  troubles,  banish  grief ; 

With  the  Spirit's  sword  arrayed, 
Scatter  sin  and  unbeUef. 

Be  the  banner  still  unfurl'd ; 

Bear  it  bravely  still  abroad  ; 
Till  the  kingdoms  of  the  world 

Are  the  kingdoms  of  the  Lord. 
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MRS.  HOWITT. 

Maky  ROiRnTT  If  tlw  tecond  dMRlrtar  of  Sanmal  BodHUD,  •  BortMr  of  dM  Sodet^ 
ds :  she  was  bora  cvly  ia  th«  camiry,  at  Uttoxetv,  StaffortUilre.  From  chfldhood  the 
ested  a  i*-r*»«*  power  of  obscnratioo  and  love  of  readily  >  ihe  coaposed  renea  ere  the 
nlly  acquifed  tibe  art  of  cmiiniittlng  then  to  paper.  Her  earljr  asioB  with  Mr.  Howitt. 
:  fiterary  taste*  were  ao  espedaDy  akin,  tended  to  promote  her  Jorenile  pfedilectkin& 
Howitt*s  coBtribatioas  to  periodkaK  both  in  proce  and  verse,  woold  occnpf  many 
ie«.  Her  principal  pubUcations  are  **The  Seven  Temptations,"  a  diamatlc  poem 
ads  and  other  Foems  f  "  Wood  Lcighton.**  a  romance ;  **  Tales  tor  tibe  People ;"  the 
rof  West  Wqrland  rand"  The  Cost  of  Caerswyn."  Mrs.  Howitt^  name  Is  hoaoorsbly 
xited  with  Scandinavian  literature,  she  beinf^  tlie  first  to  introduce  thewoifcs  of  some  of 
met  popular  Swedish  and  Danish  aothon  to  die  Brit^  pobHc  The  following  hjams 
been  contributed  by  Mrs.  Howitt. 


THE  WILLING  DISCIPLE. 
{Contributed.) 

Let  me  suffer,  let  me  drain 

Life's  cup,  vinegar  and  gall : 
Only,  Lord— dear  Lord,  sustain 
My  poor  trembling  soul  through  all  ! 
Pain  and  anguish  cease  to  be, 
When  the  Spirit  leans  on  Thee  I 

Let  me  bear  the  heaWest  cross. 

To  the  world  be  crucified  1 
If  Thou,  Lord,  amidst  all  loss. 
Art  but  found,  whate*er  betide, 
Loss  or  penury  cannot  be 
To  the  soul  enrichM  by  Thee  ! 

Take  what  e'er  I  treasure  dearest, 

Joy  of  heart,  or  pride  of  eye  ; 
Only  let  me  know  Thou  hearest, 
Only  feel  that  Thou  art  nigh. 
THen  'tis  easy  to  resign. 
Knowing  that  my  all  is  Thine, 
And  that  Thou,  dear  Lord,  art  mine  I 

t 


">  t  ^ 


LYRA    BRITANNICA. 


THE  CRY  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 
{Contributed.) 

Clothe  me  with  Thy  saving  grace, 
Moald  me  to  Thy  will  Divine; 

In  Thy  blood  my  sins  efface, 
And  in  service  make  me  Thine  ; 
Lord  and  Master,  make  me  Thine  ! 

Wealth  I  do  not  crave  to  own. 
Outward  honour,  pomp,  nor  ease ; 

All  I  ask  is  this  alone, 
Thee  to  serve  and  Thee  to  please. 
Lord  and  Master,  The^  to  please. 


RICHARD  HUIE,  M.D. 


Richard  Huie  wms  bora  at  Aberdeen,  in  the  year  179$.  He  studfed  at  the  High  School.  uA 
University  of  Edinburgh.  Havini;  selected  the  medical  profession,  he  became  a  ttceotiate  of 
the  Edtnbur{;h  Royal  College  of  Surgeons  in  181 5.  He  then  proceeded  to  London,  where  be 
availed  himself  of  the  professional  instructions  of  Sir  Charles  Bell  and  Sir  Benjamin  Bnxfie. 
After  practising  about  six  years  at  Dundee.  Dr.  Huie  settled  in  Edinbur^^,  in  t8aa.  In  tB^t, 
he  was  elected  President  of  the  Royal  College  of  Surgeons.  In  XS43,  he  published  a  Yohune  of 
"  Sacred  Lyrics,"  32nio.  He  has  contributed  papers  to  the  pubUc  ournals  in  support  of  vaxims 
philanthropic  enterprises. 


THE  MERCY-SEAT. 
{Contributed,) 

**  Ask,  and  ye  shall  get  the  blessing ; 

Seek,  and  ye  shall  shortly  find;" 
Thus  the  Saviour  spake,  addressing 

Us  and  all  of  human  kind. 
Grentle  was  His  mien,  and  lowly ; 

Soft  and  sweet  the  accents  fell 
From  the  lips  so  pure  and  holy 

Of  the  meek  Emmanuel. 
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Brother,  are  thyniayB  of  gladnev 

Like  tlie  dews  of  morning  fled  ! 
Have  tlie  doads  of  grief  mud  tadneit 

All  thy  summer  skies  o'enpreid  ? 
Trust  me^  while  thy  bosom  bleedeth 

O'er  its  joys  so  bright  mud  fleet. 
Thou  wilt  find  the  help  it  needeth 

Flowing  from  the  mercy-seat 

There  is  One,  our  nature  wearing^ 

Link*d  for  ever  with  His  own  ; 
All  our  bliss  and  sorrow  sharing^ 

As  our  kindred  flesh  and  bone. 
Though  as  God  He  rules  the  nations, 

Still  as  man  He  deigns  to  hear 
All  our  groans  and  supplications, 

Ever  kind  and  ever  near. 

Cease  then,  brother,  cease  complaining ; 

Weep  no  more  thy  lot  forlorn  ; 
Dost  thou  grieve  o'er  sin  remaining  ? 

Dost  thou  for  lost  comforts  mourn  ? 
Does  thy  soul  in  secret  languish 

For  the  Saviour's  presence  sweet  ? 
All  thy  troubles,  all  thine  anguish 

Carry  to  the  mercy-seat 

Say  not  that  thy  sins  are  many, 

Say  not  that  thy  guilt  is  great ; 
Christ  was  never  deaf  to  any, 

None  to  Him  e'er  came  too  late. 
'Twas  thy  trembling  hope  to  cherish. 

On  the  cross  thy  crimes  He  bore  ; 
If  beside  that  cross  thou  perish. 

None  e'er  perish'd  there  before. 


Bride  and  Spirit  both  invite  thee ; 

Ransom'd  sinners  bid  thee  come  ; 
Strains  of  welcome  shall  delight  thee. 

Streaming  from  thy  heavenly  home. 
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Bowers  of  bliss,  for  erer  vernal. 
There  the  ravish'd  senses  greet ; 

Joy,  and  love,  and  life  eternal 
Blossom  round  the  mercy-seat ! 


SATURDAY  EVENING  HYMN. 

Ye  worldly  cares  and  themes,  begone ; 

Far  other  thoughts  my  bosom  fill: 
Another  week  has  swiftly  flown, 

And  I  am  spared  and  living  still. 

Lord,  teach  me  so  to  count  my  days. 
That  I  my  heart  and  soul  may  give, 

With  all  their  powers,  to  wisdom's  ways, 
And  to  Thy  praise  and  glory  live. 

Soft  let  the  dews  of  sleep  descend 
This  night  upon  Thy  servant's  head  ; 

And,  while  I  rest,  Thy  wings  extend. 
Thy  guardian  wings,  around  my  bed. 

Then  when  the  rosy  mom  shall  break. 
And  chase  the  shades  from  yonder  sky. 

Give  me  in  health  and  peace  to  wake 
To  seek  Thy  face,  and  feel  Thee  nigh  ! 

Sweet  is  the  Sabbath's  dawn  to  them 
Who  Thy  salvation  long  to  see. 

And  in  the  new  Jerusalem 

With  fervour  hope  to  dwell  with  Thee. 

Such  be  to  me  the  hallow'd  mom. 
Such  joy  may  its  return  afford  ; 

Thine  image  on  my  heart  be  borne. 
And  all  my  spirit  praise  my  Lord  ! 

For,  thus  built  up  in  faith  and  love. 
My  soul  shall  pant  to  reach  the  skies, 

And,  in  Thy  radiant  courts  above, 
A  Sabbath  taste  that  never  dies  I 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  GRACES. 

What  is  faith  t    It  is  to  see 
Jesus  bleed,  and  die  for  me  ; 
'Tis  to  trust  that  He  has  won 
AJl  Tve  set  my  heart  upon. 

What  is  hope  t    It  is  to  know 
Comfort,  *midst  the  deepest  woe; 
*Tls  to  fix  the  inward  eye 
On  a  home  beyond  the  sky. 

What  is  love  t    It  is  to  find 
Brethren,  firiends,  in  all  mankind  ; 
*Tis  to  bid  the  wretched  share 
In  our  bounty,  feel  our  care. 

Faith  discerns  where  Jesus  trode  ; 
Hope  supports  us  on  the  road  ; 
Love  instructs  us  to  display 
Christian  kindness  by  the  way. 

Heavenly  Dove  !  descend  and  bring 
All  these  graces  on  T^  wing ; 
That  my  Saviour*s  eye  may  see 
Faith,  and  hope,  and  love  in  me. 


ANNA  MATILDA  HULL. 

ilATiLOA  HULL  was  born  at  l(faipool  Hall,  Ezmouth.  Her  flither.  Mr.  WlOiam 
Hun,  was  a  local  magistrate.  Miss  HuU  has  devoted  a  large  portfon  of  her  time  to  the 
educatiou,  and  the  extension  of  Divine  knowledge.  She  has  published  "Heart 
i."  '*  The  Silver  Trumpet  Answered."  "  Fruit  from  the  Tree  of  Life,"  and  •  **  Hyma« 
Childrea." 

THE  LIFE-LOOK. 

There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  crucified  One  ; 

There  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee  ; 
Then  look,  sinner — look  unto  Him,  and  be  save4 — 

Unto  Him  who  was  nail*d  to  the  tree. 
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Oh,  why  was  He  there  as  the  bearer  of  sin. 

If  on  Jesus  thy  sins  were  not  laid  ? 
Oh,  why  from  His  side  flowed  the  sin-dean^ng  blood. 

If  His  dying  thy  debt  has  not  paid  t 

It  is  not  thy  tears  of  repoitance,  or  prayers. 

But  the  blood,  that  atones  for  the  soul ; 
On  Him,  then,  who  shed  it,  thou  mayest  at  once 

Thy  weight  of  iniquities  rolL 

His  anguish  of  soul  on  the  cross  hast  thou  seen  ? 

His  cry  of  distress  hast  thou  heard  ? 
Then  why,  if  the  terrors  of  wrath  He  endured. 

Should  pardon  to  thee  be  deferred  ? 

We  are  heal'd  by  His  stripes  ; — ^would'st  thou  add  to  the  word? 

And  He  is  our  righteousness  made : 
The  best  robe  of  heaven  He  bids  thee  put  on  t 

Oh,  could'st  thou  be  better  array'd  ? 

Then  doubt  not  thy  welcome,  since  God  has  declared 

There  remaineth  no  more  to  be  done  1 
That  once  in  the  end  of  the  world  He  appeared. 

And  completed  the  work  He  begun. 

But  take,  with  rejoicing,  from  Jesus  at  once 

The  life  everlasting  He  gives  ; 
And  know,  with  assurance,  thou  never  canst  die. 

Since  Jesus,  thy  Righteousness,  lives. 

There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  crucified  One  ; 

There  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee  ; 
Then,  look,  sinner — look  unto  Him  and  be  saved. 

And  know  Thyself  spotless  as  He. 
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JOB  HUPTON. 


Job  BUPItnc  «w  bon  In  Ac  Tldaitj  of  Biii1oa<<]a-Trcttt,  In  Ifaifdi,  176a.  His  condact  in 
^pca<^w;b^lt,^nM■tw«o^y-■ecaBdywr,ll^wMbrc^g!lt^^da'ClB^irtm^ll^lnence^  By 
Rcr.  Join  Bradfcrd,  who  mloittered  at  Lady  Himringrtnn'a  Chapd,  Waliall,  his  rdif^ious 
rere  coatiiDed.  He  became  •  preacher  of  Uie  Baptbt  penaeetoo,  and  was,  in 
r,  1794,  elected  to  die  pastorate  of  that  connection  at  Chaton.  His  death  took  place 
oa  the  19^  October,  Z849,  in  Us  ei|^ity<eighth  year.  Heoontrlbntedatenaireiyto  TAr  G«j/r/ 
itmgmaime.  His  proae  wrltinss  were  coHected  in  1843,  In  a  lamo  Tohune,  estHied  "  The  Truth 
as  it  ia  fai  Jesaa,"  and  Us  **  Hynms  and  Spirltaal  Poems,"  with  a  abort  memoir,  were,  in  2861, 
pubMAwl  by  Mr.  SedKwl(±. 


PRAISE  TO  JESUS. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise. 
Who  left  His  throne  above  ; 
Bring  Him,  ye  saints,  your  choicest  lays, 
For  all  His  love. 
For  His  beloved  bride. 
That  He  might  make  her  free. 
He  hung,  and  bled,  and  groan'd,  and  died, 
On  yonder  tree. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise, 
Who  rose  and  left  the  dead, 
And  lives,  through  everlasting  days. 
Our  glorious  Head. 
All  power  to  Him  belongs  ; 
All  grace  in  Him  abounds  ; 
Praise  Him  in  grateful,  cheerful  songs. 
With  sweetest  sounds. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise : 
All  praises  are  His  due. 
Whose  love,  and  grace,  and  righteousness 
Are  ever  new. 
He  was  and  is  the  same. 
And  evermore  shall  be  ; 
And  saints  shall  sound  aloud  His  fame 
Eternally. 


^-,»^ 
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Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise  : 
He'll  ne'er  forsake  His  sheep. 
But  in  His  peaceful,  pleasant  ways, 
Their  footsteps  keep ; 
He  will  His  lambs  defend. 
When  wolves  and  lions  roar. 
And  be  their  faithful,  constant  Friend 
For  evermore. 


JOSEPH  IRONS. 


Joseph  Irons  was  bora  at  Ware.  Hertfordshire,  on  the  sth  Norember.  >7^  Re 
his  father  as  a  builder.  About  his  eighteenth  year,  he  remored  to  I^ondoa,  where, ' 
savingly  impressed,  he  resolTed  to  dedicate  himsdf  to  the  ministry.  He  Jofeed  the  Indcpc*' 
dents.  After  preaching  for  several  years  as  an  itinerant  misioaafy,  he  was,  ia  itia.  wdaiMd 
to  the  pastorate  of  the  Independent  Ch^>el,  Hoddesdon.  He  anbseqiic&tly  *^\r^ff»*  at 
Sawston,  near  Cambridge.  In  iSzS,  he  was  translated  to  Camden  Chapel,  CambcrwdL  Then 
a  larger  place  of  worship,  named  "  Grove  Chapel,"  was  erected  for  his  use.  He  dBed  oa  the 
3rd  April.  X853.  The  following  hymns  are  transcribed  ftom  his  Tohunc^  mtfttgd  **2kM(^ 
Hymns,"  tenth  edition,  enlarged.  33010. 


INVOCATION  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 

Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 
Breathe  upon  us  from  above. 
And,  with  sweet  celestial  fire. 
Zeal  inflame,  and  love  inspire. 

On  this  congr^;ation  pour 
Heav'nly  blessings,  like  a  shower  ; 
Streams  of  grace  upon  us  shed  ; 
Teach  the  living,  raise  the  dead. 


Bid  each  groimdless  doubt  depart. 
Bind  up  every  broken  heart ; 
Warm  the  frozen,  cheer  the  faint ; 
Feed  and  comfort  ev'ry  saint 

Ev*ry  soul  do  Thou  engage, 
Ev'ry  Christianas  grief  assuage  : 
Be  our  Counsellor  and  Guide  ; 
Lead  to  Jesus  crucified. 
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PRAISING  CHRIST. 

Now  let  oar  hearts  unite 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name ; 

Let  ransom'd  souls  delight 
His  triumph  to  proclaim  : 

Till  heav'n  and  earth  shall  hear  our  songs,- 
Salvation  to  our  God  belongs." 


«< 


He  gave  us  to  His  Son, 

In  everlasting  love ; 
And  lo,  our  Lord  came  down 

His  faithfulness  to  prove ; 
ObeyM  and  suffer'd,  died,  and  rose 
In  triumph  over  all  our  foes. 

Now  He's  exalted  high, 

And  from  His  glorious  throne 

He  hears  His  people  cry. 
And  claims  them  as  His  own. 

He  bears  them  all  upon  His  breast ; 

In  Him  we  are  completely  blest. 

For  ever  justified 

In  His  atoning  blood, 
We  shall  be  glorified 

In  presence  of  our  God : 
Ere  long  we  shall  our  Jesus  see. 
For  where  He  is  His  saints  must  be. 


330  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 


BEN  JONSON. 


Ben  JONSON.  the  cdebnted  dramatist,  was  bora  In  zs74.  He  attended  Westmiuter  Sdw 
but  was  sobseqaently  employed  as  a  bricklayer.  DisUUnf  his  occvpatiaa.  he  cnUsted  in  1 
army.  He  next  tried  the  stage,  bat  witlaout  succew.  As  a  dramatic  writer,  he  attained  mi 
emmence.    A  state  pennon  was  conferred  upon  him.    He  died  on  Uie  6th  August,  1637. 


HYMN  TO  GOD ! 


Hear  me,  O  God ! 

A  broken  heart 

Is  my  best  part ; 
Use  still  Thy  rod. 

That  I  may  prove. 

Therein,  Thy  love. 

IfThouhad'stnot 
Been  stem  to  me, 
But  left  me  free, 

I  had  forgot 
Myself  and  Thee. 

For  sin*s  so  sweet, 
As  minds  ill  bent 
Rarely  repent, 

Until  they  meet 
Their  punishment 

Who  more  can  crave 
Than  Thou  hast  done. 
That  gav*st  a  Son 

To  free  a  slave, — 
First  made  of  nought. 
With  all  since  bought? 

Sin,  death,  and  hell. 
His  glorious  name 
Quite  overcame ; 

Yet  I  rebel. 
And  slight  the  same. 
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But  ril  oome  in, 

Before  my  loss 

Me  fiurther  toss, 
Assure  to  win 

Under  His  cross. 


JANE  ELIZABETH  JOY. 

kELIZABBTH  Joy  fa  daughter  of  Henry  Holmes  J07.  Esq.,  Q.C.LL.D..DnbBB.  She 
imbfiihcd  **  The  Peari  of  AivrogM:  an  historical  Tale  of  the  Wakteaaea;*  "The  Exiled 
By  and  their  Restorer :  a  Bible  aDccory ;"  and  aereral  other  woilu  of  a  rcUgloai  character. 
.  Joy  fa  a  coBtribotor  to  The  OtriMtian  Tremsury,  Tht  Bvtmgdkmi  MmgmMime^  Tht 
imy  mi  Htmt^  and  other  serials. 


EBENEZER. 

(Contributed,) 

Hitherto  upon  my  way 

Thou  hast  been  my  guide  and  friend ; 
Watch  Hiou  o'er  me  night  and  day, 
►     *Till  I  reach  my  journey's  end  ; 
Let  mine  ears  a  whisper  hear, 
"Rise,  depart!"  or,  "Linger  here  I" 

I  am  but  a  helpless  child. 
Exiled  from  my  Father's  land  : 

But,  amid  my  wanderings  wild, 
I  have  felt  a  Saviour's  hand 

Clasp'd  in  mine,  and  leading  me 

Lovingly,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

Now  I  would  not  let  Thee  go 
For  all  else  that  could  be  given ; 

For  Thy  love,  with  pain  and  woe. 
Has  no  equal  under  heaven  : 

And  it  would  be  heaven  to  be 

Nearer  to  Thy  love  and  Thee  ! 
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Here,  in  sickness, — hi  away 
From  my  earthly  home,— how  drear 

Were  my  heart,  could  I  not  pray, 
Knowing  Thee  intent  to  hear. 

And  all  bounteous  to  fulfil 

All  my  need  and  bless  me  still. 

This  my  anchor-hope  in  Thee  I 
Let  it  fail  me  not ; — lest  I, 

Toss'd  on  life's  tempestuous  sea. 
Whelmed  in  dark  despair  should  die  : 

Keep,  oh  keep  me  close  to  Thee 

In  time  and  in  eternity  I 


A  PILGRIM  SONG. 
{Conirt^uted.) 

A  pilx;rim  through  life's  wilderness, 

And  often  deeply  tried 
By  sin  and  suffering,  I  need 

An  ever-present  Guide  ; 
And  Thou  hast  said  that  Thou  would'st  be 
Such  through  my  pilgrimage  to  me. 

Thou  seem'st  to  sleep  the  while  earth's  storm 

Still  threatens  to  prevail. 
And  powers  of  darkness  are  in  league 

My  fortress  to  assail. 
My  strength  is  weakness:  Oh  awake. 
And  shield  me  for  Thy  mercy's  sake  ! 

In  Thine  unchanging  love  alone 

This  weary  heart  can  rest ; 
And  only  where  Thy  presence  shines. 

Can  I  be  safe  or  blest. 
Let  me  not  take  a  step,  I  pray. 
Except  Thou  'rt  with  me  night  and  day. 
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Thoofl^  lonely,  not  alone  tm  I, 

For  Thoa  ut  always  near ; 
And  nonc^  like  Thy  sweet  sympathy 

The  drooping  heart  can  cheer; 
Through  tempests  wild  Thoa  guidest  me, 
Secure  as  on  a  waveless  sea. 

Still  nearer,  nearer  onto  Thee : 

This  my  heart's  fervent  prayer. 
E'en  though  its  present  answer  be 

A  heavier  cross  to  bear; 
Through  dangers  lead,  ne'er  let  me  roam. 
Till  I  ''with  Christ"  am  safe  at  home. 


EVENING  HYMN. 
{CoHtribHied,) 

As  we  the  busy  day  recall, 
When  shades  of  night  around  us  fell, 
And  from  the  graves  of  memory  start. 
In  living  power  to  wotmd  the  heart. 
Full  many  an  unrepented  sin, 
Buried  too  long  its  depths  within  ! 
In  galling  chains  we  come  to  Thee: 
O  Saviour,  set  the  captives  free  ! 

Conscience  accuses ;  Satan  tries 
On  sin  and  self  to  fix  our  eyes. 
That  overwhelming  sorrow  may 
Disperse  the  last  faint  streak  of  day. 
O  Christ !  who  hast  temptation  borne. 
Pain,  anguish,  weariness,  and  scom. 
Give  us,  with  deep  humility, 
A  calm  and  steadfest  trust  in  Thee  1 

And  should  this  evening  prove  our  last, 
In  gratefrd  praise  for  mercies  past. 
In  pardon  seaVd,  our  spirits  keep : 
May  we,  like  Stephen,  fell  asleep  ! 
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Our  last  sight  here,  our  risen  Lord ; 
Our  first  in  heaven,  that  Friend  adored, 
Advancing  with  life's  radiant  crown. 
To  lead  us  to  His  regal  throne. 

But  if  the  cross  Thou'dst  have  us  bear 
Longer,  ere  we  the  crown  may  wear ; 
If  Thou  hast  in  Thy  vineyard  still 
Work  for  Thy  servants  to  fulfil ; 
Or  ii^  our  patient  faith  to  try, 
A  lingering  death  Thou*dst  have  us  die, 
*Tis  our  hearts*  fervent  prayer  to  be. 
In  life,  or  death,  conformM  to  Thee. 

We  ask  not  or  to  go  or  stay, 
But  be  Tkou  with  us  night  and  day  ; 
And  oh  I  when  time  and  change  are  o'er, 
May  we  be  with  Thee  evermore  ! 
Thy  presence  is  the  heaven  we  seek, 
77ty  love^  the  bliss  no  tongue  can  speak ; 
Our  brightest  hope  eternally 
Is  only.  Lord,  to  be  with  Thee, 


JOHN   KEBLE. 


Thb  Rrv.  John  KEBLB  was  son  of  the  Vicar  of  Fairford,  and  was  born  in  1789.  He  entered 
Corpus  Christi  College.  Oxford,  where  he  graduated  B.  A.  in  first  class  honoors  ia  iSio.  He 
was  chosen  Fellow  of  Oriel  College  in  1813.  He  held  office  as  Public  Fxaminfr  la  the  Univer> 
sity  in  Z814— x6,  and  again  in  ztoi— 43.  In  1831,  he  was  nominated  to  the  Profeaaonhip  of 
Poetry,  which  he  held  till  2843.  In  2837,  he  produced  his  "  Christian  Year ;"  serenl  of  bis 
lyrics  at  once  became  popular,  and  such  has  been  their  general  acceptance  that  the  little  work 
has  now  reached  its  ninety-fifth  edition.  Mr.  Keble  published  "  The  Psalms  of  David  in  English 
Verse,"  1839 ;  "Pnelectiones  Academioe,"  a  vols..  8vo,  1844;  "  Lyra  Innocentiom.**  1846;  and 
"  Sermons  on  Primitive  Tradition."  1848.  Several  minor  works  also  proceeded  froa  his  pen. 
He  died  on  the  a9th  March,  1866.  For  a  number  of  years  he  held  the  biciunbeocy  of  Hursley, 
Hampshire.  In  commemoration  of  his  learning  and  various  estimable  qnaHrif^  to  b  pitaposed 
to  found  a  coUq^  at  Oxford. 

THE  BOOK  OF  NATURE. 

There  is  a  book  who  runs  may  read. 

Which  heavenly  truth  imparts, 
And  all  the  lore  its  scholars  need. 

Pure  eyes  and  Christian  hearts. 


JOHN  KEBLE.  331 

The  works  of  God  above,  below. 

Within  us,  mud  around. 
Are  pages  in  that  book,  to  show 

How  God  Himself  is  found. 


The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all. 

Is  like  the  Maker's  love. 
Wherewith  encompassed,  great  and  small 

In  peace  and  order  move. 

The  nK)on  above,  the  Church  below, 

A  wondrous  race  they  run ; 
But  all  their  radiance,  all  their  glow, 

Each  borrows  of  its  sun. 

The  Saviour  lends  the  light  and  heat 

That  crowns  His  holy  hill ; 
The  saints,  like  stars  around  His  seat. 

Perform  their  courses  still. 

The  saints  above  are  stars  in  heaven ; 

What  are  the  saints  on  earth? 
Like  trees  they  stand,  whom  God  has  given 

Our  Eden's  happy  birth. 

Faith  is  their  fix*d  unswerving  root ; 

Hope,  their  unfading  flower ; 
Fair  deeds  of  charity,  their  fruit, 

The  glory  of  their  bower. 

The  dew  of  heaven  is  like  Thy  grace, 

It  steals  in  silence  down ; 
But  where  it  lights,  the  favoured  place 

By  richest  fruits  is  known. 

One  name,  above  all  glorious  names. 

With  its  ten  thousand  tongues 
The  everlasting  sea  proclaims, 

Echoing  angelic  songs. 
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The  raging  fire,  the  roaring  wind 

Thy  boundless  power  disphiy; 
But  in  the  gentler  breeze  we  find 

Thy  Spirit's  viewless  ray. 

Two  worlds  are  ours  ;  'tis  only  sin 

Forbids  us  to  descry 
The  mystic  heaven  and  earth  within, 

Plain  as  the  sea  and  sky. 

Thou,  who  hast  given  me  eyes  to  see 

And  love  this  sight  so  fair, 
Give  me  a  heart  to  find  out  Thee, 

And  read  Thee  everywhere. 

EVENING. 

rith  us :  for  it  is  toward  evening,  and  the  day  is  ar  spent.* 
Lnkt  xxiv.  39. 

'Tis  gone,  that  bright  and  orbM  blaze. 
Fast  fading  from  our  wistful  gaze  ; 
Yon  mantling  cloud  has  hid  from  sight 
The  last  faint  pulse  of  quivering  light 

In  darkness  and  in  weariness 
The  traveller  on  his  way  must  press. 
No  gleam  to  w^atch  on  tree  or  tower, 
Whiling  away  the  lonesome  hour. 

Sun  of  my  soul  !  Thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near  ; 
Oh !  may  no  earth-bom  cloud  arise 
To  hide  Thee  firom  Thy  servant's  eyes. 

When  round  Thy  wondrous  works  below. 
My  searching,  rapturous  glance  I  throw, 
Tracing  out  wisdom,  power,  and  love, 
In  earth  or  sky,  in  stream  or  grove  ; 

Or,  by  the  light  Thy  words  disclose, 
Watch  time's  full  river  as  it  flows. 
Scanning  Thy  gracious  providence, 
Where  not  too  deep  for  mortal  sense : — 


JOHN  KXBLX.  337 

When  with  dear  friends  sweet  talk  I  hold. 
And  all  the  flowers  of  life  unfold. 
Let  not  my  heart  within  me  bozn, 
£xcept  in  all  I  Thee  discern. 

When  the  soft  dews  of  kindlj  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 
Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast 

Abide  with  me  from  mom  till  eve^ 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live  : 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 


Thou  Framer  of  the  light  and  dark, 
Steer  through  the  tempest  Thine  own  ark ; 
Amid  the  howling  wintry  sea, 
We  are  in  port  if  we  have  Thee. 

The  rulers  of  this  Christian  land 
'Twixt  Thee  and  us  ordain'd  to  stand, — 
Guide  Thou  their  course,  O  Lord,  aright ; 
Let  all  do  all  as  in  Thy  sight. 

Oh  I  by  Thine  own  sad  burthen,  borne 
So  meekly  up  the  hill  of  scorn. 
Teach  Thou  Thy  priests  their  daily  cross 
To  bear  as  Thine,  nor  count  it  loss  I 

If  some  poor  wandering  chUd  of  Thine, 
Have  spum'd  to-day  the  voice  Divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

Watch  by  the  sick  ;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store ; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
Like  in£uit's  slumbers,  pure  and  li^t 
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Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take,- 
Till,  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love, 
We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 


THOMAS   KELLY. 

THOMAS  Kelly  was  born  in  Dublin,  on  the  t3th  July,  1769.  His  father  was  Ae  Right  Hon. 
Chief  Baron  Kelly.  He  studied  at  the  schools  of  Portarlin^on  and  Kilkenny,  and  p»«wH  wiA 
honours  through  the  University  of  Dublin.  Being  destined  for  the  law.  he  proceeded  to 
London,  and  entered  at  the  Temple.  During  the  prog^ress  of  his  studies,  he  was  led  to  a  coa- 
sidcration  of  his  spiritual  condition,  and,  after  a  period  of  deep  anxiety,  he  resolTed  to  devote 
himself  to  the  work  of  the  ministry.  He  took  orders  in  179a.  Soon  after,  he  began  to 
doubts  respecting  his  connection  with  the  Established  Church.  After  some  years,  he 
founder  of  a  sect,  which  bore  his  name.  He  was  a  warm  promoter  of  the  Londoa  MisakxMry 
Society,  and  associated  himself  in  the  evangelistic  labours  of  the  toothers  Haldane.  He  pi^ 
duced  several  prose  works  on  subjects  of  ecclesiastical  controversy,  together  with  a  panphlct, 
entitled  "  Thoughts  on  Imputed  Righteousness."  As  a  hymn-writer,  he  possesses  few  eqaiK 
The  first  edition  of  his  hymn-book,  which  contained  ninety-six  hymns,  appeared  at  Dul^a, 
in  1804.  The  seventh  edition  was  issued  in  1853.  embracing  no  fewer  than  765  cotnpo^tMa& 
An  edition,  in  which  a  number  of  the  hymns  are  set  to  music  by  the  author,  was  also  pnhftthnt 
in  1853.    Mr.  Kelly  died  in  Dublin,  on  the  14th  May,  1855,  aged  eighty-six. 


THE  CRUCIFIXION. 

"  Stricken,  smitten  of  God,  and  afflicted,  "—/jd.  lUi.  4. 


»» 


"  Stricken,  smitten,  and  afflicted. 

See  Him  dying  on  the  tree  ! 
*Tis  the  Christ  by  man  rejected  I 

Yes,  my  soul,  'tis  He  I  'tis  He  ! 
'Tis  the  long  expected  prophet, 

David's  Son,  yet  David's  Lord  ; 
Proofs  I  see  sufficient  of  it  : 

'Tis  a  true  and  faithftil  word. 


Tell  me,  ye  who  hear  Him  groaning, 

Was  there  ever  grief  like  His  ? 
Friends  through  fear  His  cause  disowning, 

Foes  insulting  His  distress. 
Many  hands  were  raised  to  wound  Him, 

None  would  interpose  to  save ; 
But  the  awful  stroke  that  found  Him 

Was  the  stroke  that  justice  gave. 
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Ye  who  think  of  sin  but  lightly, 

Nor  suppose  the  evil  great. 
Here  may  view  its  nature  rightly. 

Here  its  guilt  may  estimate. 
Mark  the  Sacrifice  appointed  I 

See  who  bears  the  awful  load  I 
'Tis  the  Word,  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Son  of  man,  and  Son  of  God. 

Here  we  have  a  firm  foimdation  ; 

Here's  the  refuge  of  the  lost ; 
Christ's  the  Rock  of  our  salvation  ; 

His  the  name  of  which  we  boast. 
Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  wounded  ! 

Sacrifice,  to  cancel  guilt ! 
None  shall  ever  be  confounded. 

Who  on  Him  their  hope  have  built. 


THE  RESURRECTION. 

Come,  ye  saints,  look  here  and  wonder, 
See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay ; 

He  has  burst  His  bands  asimder  ; 
He  has  borne  our  sins  away ; 

Joyful  tidings ! 
Yes,  the  Lord  has  risen  to-day. 

Jesus  triumphs  !  sing  ye  praises  ; 

By  His  death  he  overcame  : 
Thus  the  Lord  His  glory  raises, 

Thus  He  fills  His  foes  with  shame. 
Sing  ye  praises  I 

Praises  to  the  Victor's  name. 

Jesus  triumphs  !  countless  legions 

Come  from  heaven  to  meet  their  King ; 

Soon  in  yonder  blessed  regions 
They  shall  join  His  praise  to  sing. 

Songs  eternal 
Shall  through  heaven's  high  arches  ring. 
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CHRIST  EXALTED. 

Hark  I  ten  thousand  harps  and  y<acies 
Sound  the  note  of  praise  above ; 

Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoices ; 
Jesus  reigns,  the  God  of  love. 

See,  He  sits  on  yonder  throne  ; 

Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 

Well  may  angels,  bright  and  glorious, 

Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb ; 
While  on  earth.  He  proved  victorious ; 

Now  He  bears  a  matchless  name. 
Well  may  angels  sing  of  Him : 
Heaven  supplies  no  richer  theme. 

Come,  ye  saints,  unite  your  praises 
With  the  angels  round  His  throne  ; 

Soon,  we  hope,  our  Lord  will  raise  us 
To  the  place  where  He  is  gone. 

Meet  it  is  that  we  should  sing 

Glory,  glory  to  our  King. 

Sing  how  Jesus  came  from  heaven, 
How  He  bore  the  cross  below. 

How  all  power  to  Him  is  given, 
How  He  reigns  in  glory  now. 

*Tis  a  g^eat  and  endless  theme ; 

Oh,  'tis  sweet  to  sing  of  Him  ! 

Jesus  !  hail,  whose  glory  brightens 
All  above,  and  gives  it  worth  ; 

Lord  of  life.  Thy  smile  enlightens. 

Cheers,  and  charms  Thy  saints  on  earth. 

When  we  think  of  love  like  Thine, 

Lord,  we  own  it  love  Divine. 

King  of  glory,  reign  for  ever. 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown ; 
Nothing  from  Thy  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  Thou  hast  made  Thine  o 
Happy  objects  of  Thy  grace. 
Destined  to  behold  Thy  face. 
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SaYkntr,  basten  Thine  appearing 

Brixig^  ohf  bring  the  glorious  day. 
When,  the  awfol  snmmons  heaxing, 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  awaj. 
Then,  with  golden  harps,  we'll  sing 
**  Glory,  glory  to  our  King." 

THE  SAVIOUR  CROWNED. 

Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious. 

See  the  ''  Man  of  sorrows  "  now ; 
From  the  fight  retum'd  victorious. 

Every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow. 
Crown  Him,  crown  Him  : 

Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow. 

Crown  the  Saviour,  angels  crown  Him  ; 

Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings ; 
In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  Him, 

While  the  vault  of  heaven  rings. 
Crown  Him,  crown  Him  : 

Crown  the  Saviour,  King  of  kings. 

Sinners  in  derision  crown'd  Him, 

Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim  ; 
Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  Him, 

Own  His  title,  praise  His  name. 
Crown  Him,  crown  Him  : 

Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 

Hark  I  those  bursts  of  acclamation ; 

Hark  1  those  loud  triumphant  chords : 
Jesus  takes  the  highest  station  ; 

Oh  I  what  joy  the  sight  affords  t 
Crown  Him,  crown  Him, 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 

THE  REDEEMER  GLORIFIED. 

The  head  that  once  was  crown'd  with  thorns 

Is  crown'd  with  glory  now ; 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 

The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 
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The  highest  place  that  heaven  affords 

Is  His,  is  His  by  right : 
"  The  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords," 

And  heaven's  eternal  light 

The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above, 

The  joy  of  all  below 
To  whom  He  manifests  His  love, 

And  grants  His  name  to  know. 

To  them,  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame. 

With  all  its  grace,  is  given  ; 
Their  name  an  everlasting  name. 

Their  joy  the  joy  of  heaven. 

They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below. 
They  reign  with  Him  above  ; 

Their  profit  and  their  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  His  love. 

The  cross  He  bore  is  life  and  health. 
Though  shame  and  death  lo  Him  ; 

His  people's  hope,  His  people's  health. 
Their  everlasting  theme. 


THE  SAVIOUR  AS  INTERCESSOR. 

The  atoning  work  is  done. 

The  Victim's  blood  is  shed  ; 
And  Jesus  now  is  gone 

His  people's  cause  to  plead  ; 
He  stands  in  heaven  their  great  High  Priest, 
And  bears  their  names  upon  His  breast. 

He  sprinkles  with  His  blood 

The  mercy-seat  above ; 
For  justice  hath  withstood 
The  purposes  of  love  ; 
But  justice  now  objects  no  more. 
And  mercy  yields  her  boundless  store. 
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No  temple  made  with  hands 

His  place  t)f  service  is  ; 
In  heaven  itself  He  stands. 
An  heavenly  priesthood  His  ; 
In  Him  the  shadows  of  the  law 
Are  all  fulfilled,  and  now  withdraw. 

And  though  awhile  He  be 

Hid  from  the  eyes  of  men, 
His  people  look  to  see 

Their  great  High  Priest  again ; 
In  brightest  glory  He  will  come, 
And  take  His  waiting  people  home. 


"  WE'VE  NO  ABIDING  CITY  HERE." 

**  We've  no  abiding  city  here : " 
This  may  distress  the  worldling's  mind  ; 

But  should  not  cause  the  saint  a  tear, 
Who  hopes  a  better  rest  to  find. 

'*  We've  no  abiding  city  here  :  " 
Sad  truth,  were  tliis  to  be  our  home ! 

But  let  the  thought  our  spirits  cheer. 
We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come. 

"  We've  no  abiding  city  here  ; " 
Then  let  us  live  as  pilgrims  do  ; 

Let  not  the  world  our  rest  appear, 
But  let  us  haste  from  all  below. 

**  We've  no  abiding  city  here  ; " 

We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight, 
Zion  its  name — the  Lord  is  there. 

It  shines  with  everlasting  light 

**  We've  no  abiding  city  here  : " 
Methinks  I  hear  the  worldling  say, 

**  Your  hope  is  vain  ;  ye  fools,  forbear, 
For  pleasure  lies  another  way." 
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No  wonder  men  should  reason  thos, 
And  count  our  expectations  yain ; 

But  did  they  know  the  truth,  like  us^ 
They  would  adopt  another  strain. 

Did  they,  like  us,  by  fidth  discern 
The  glorious  city  of  our  God, 

They  too,  like  us,  would  quickly  learn 
To  walk  in  Zion*s  heavoily  road. 

Zion  !  Jehovah  is  her  strength  I 
Secure  she  smiles  at  all  her  foes, 

And  weary  travellers  at  length 
Within  her  sacred  walls  repose. 

O  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love, 

Where  pilgrims  freed  from  toil  are  blest ! 

Had  I  the  pinions  of  the  dove, 
I'd  fly  to  thee,  and  be  at  rest 

But  hush,  my  soul,  nor  dare  repine  ! 

The  time  my  God  appoints  is  best ; 
While  here,  to  do  His  will  be  mine. 

And  His  to  fix  my  time  of  rest. 


THE  REIGN  OF  JESUS. 

Zion's  King  shall  reign  victorious. 

All  the  earth  shall  own  His  sway  ; 
He  will  make  His  kingdom  glorious. 

He  will  reign  through  endless  day. 
What  though  none  on  earth  assist  Him, 

God  requires  not  help  from  man  ; 
What  though  all  the  world  resist  Him, 

God  will  realize  His  plan. 

Nations,  now  from  God  estrangM, 
Then  shall  see  a  glorious  light ; 

Night  to  day  shall  then  be  chang^ 
Heaven  shall  triumph  in  the  sight. 
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See  the  tfident  idols  fidling ! 

Wonhipp'd  once,  bat  now  abhon'd ; 
Men  on  Zion's  King  are  callings 

Zion's  King,  by  all  adored. 

Then  shall  Israel,  long  dispen^ 

Mourning^  seek  the  Lord  their  God, 
Look  on  Him  whom  once  they  pieroM, 

Own  and  kiss  the  chastening  rod. 
Then  all  Israel  shall  be  savM, 

War  and  tumult  then  shall  cease, 
While  the  greater  Son  of  David 

Rules  a  conquered  world  in  peace. 

Mighty  King,  Thine  arm  revealing, 

Now  Thy  glorious  cause  maintain ; 
Bring  the  nations  help  and  healing, 

Make  them  subject  to  Thy  reign. 
Angels,  in  their  lofty  station. 

Praise  Thy  name,  Thou  only  wise  ; 
O  let  earth,  with  emulation. 

Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies. 


THE  JUBILEE  OF  SALVATION. 

Hark  !  the  solemn  trumpet  sounding 
Loud  proclaims  the  Jubilee  ; 

*Tis  the  voice  of  grace  abounding, 
Grace  to  sinners  rich  and  free. 

Ye  who  know  the  joyful  sound. 

Publish  it  to  all  around. 


Is  the  name  of  Jesus  precious? 

Does  His  love  our  spirits  cheer  ? 
Does  His  promise  still  refresh  us. 

By  abating  doubt  and  fear  ? 
Is  He  good  to  us,  and  true  ? 
Such  He'll  be  to  others  too. 
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Were  you  once,  at  awful  distance. 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God  ? 

Could  no  arm  afford  assistance, 
Nothing  save  but  Jesu*s  blood  ? 

Think  how  many  still  are  found 

Strangers  to  the  joyful  soimd. 

Brethren,  join  in  supplication. 
Join  to  plead  before  the  Lord  ; 

*Tis  His  arm  that  brings  salvation. 
He  alone  can  give  the  word. 

Father,  let  Thy  Jcingdom  come. 

Bring  Thy  wandering  outcasts  home. 

Brethren,  let  us  freely  offer  : 
All  we  have  is  from  above  ; 

Let  us  give  and  act  and  suffer — 
What  is  this  to  Jesu*s  love  ? 

Did  He  die  our  souls  to  save  ? 

Then  we're  His,  and  all  we  have. 

Hark  !  the  saints'  triumphant  chorus, 
**  Worthy  is  the  Lamb,"  they  cry  ; 

They  have  gain'd  the  prize  before  us  ; 
Soon  we  hope  to  gain  their  joy  ; 

But  while  here,  remember  still, 

They  who  love  Him  do  His  will. 

Till  we  reach  the  wish'd-for  vision, 
Till  we  see  Him  as  He  is, 

Let  us  bear  the  world's  derision. 
Let  us  prove  that  we  are  His  ; 

Let  us  sound,  through  all  the  earth, 

Christ's  inestimable  worth. 


THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST. 

We  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  died. 
Of  Him  who  died  upon  the  cross  ; 

The  sinner's  hope  let  men  deride  ; 
For  this  we  count  the  world  but  loss. 
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Inscribed  upon  the  cross,  we  see' 

The  shining  letters,  **  God  is  Love  : " 
He  bears  our  sins  upon  the  tree. 

He  brings  us  mercy  from  above. 

The  cross,  it  takes  our  guilt  away, 

It  holds  the  fainting  spirit  up  ; 
It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day, 

And  sweetens  every  bitter  cup  ; 

It  makes  the  coward  spirit  brave. 

And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  fight ; 
It  takes  its  terror  from  the  grave. 

And  gilds  the  bed  of  death  with  light ; 

The  balm  of  life,  the  cure  of  woe. 

The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love. 
The  sinner's  refuge  here  below, 

The  angels'  theme  in  heaven  above. 


THE  WORLD  AND  THE  CROSS. 

Ground  of  my  hope,  the  cross  appears  ! 

I  see  the  Man  of  sorrows  bleed  ; 
I  bid  adieu  to  guilty  fears, 

And  in  His  death  my  pardon  read. 

And  couldst  Thou,  O  my  Saviour,  die, 
To  rescue  me  from  endless  woe  1 

Enough,  there's  none  more  blest  than  I, 
Since  Thou  couldst  love  a  sinner  so. 

I  leave  the  world  its  boasted  store 
Of  pleasures  that  must  quickly  end  ; 

I  prize  its  vanities  no  more, 
Since  I  have  found  the  sinner's  Friend. 

I  care  not  if  the  world  revile. 

The  world  that  hates  my  Master's  cause  ; 
The  world,  I  know,  would  quickly  smUe, 

Were  I  again  what  once  I  was. 


348  LYRA  6RITANKICA. 

Then  £urew€ll,  world,  and  fiueirdl  all 
Thai  emulates  a  Saviour's  praise  ; 

111  hear  Him  and  obey  His  call, 
R^ardless  who  approves  or  Uames. 

I'll  praise  Him  while  He  gives  me  breadiy 
Nor  then  will  cease  to  sing  His  love  ; 

For  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 
I  hope  to  join  the  choirs  above. 


GRACE. 

Grace  is  the  sweetest  sound 
That  ever  reachM  our  ears  ; 
When  conscience  charged,  and  justice  frown'd, 
'Twas  grace  removed  our  fears. 

Grace  is  a  theme  indeed, 
A  hope-inspiring  theme ; 
*Tis  all  we  can  desire  or  need, 
*Tis  more  than  fancy's  dream. 

'Tis  freedom  to  the  slave, 
*Tis  light  and  liberty  ; 
It  takes  its  terrors  from  the  grave  ; 
'Tis  joy  and  victory. 

Grace  is  a  mine  of  wealth 
Laid  open  to  the  poor  ; 
Grace  is  the  sovereign  spring  of  health, 
*Tis  life  for  evermore. 

Of  grace  then  let  us  sing, 
A  joyful,  wondrous  theme  ; 
The  God  of  grace  is  Israel's  King, 
And  grace  proceeds  from  Him. 

We  hope  to  see  His  face. 
With  all  the  saints  above ; 
And  sing  for  ever  of  His  grace. 
For  ever  of  His  love. 
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TUB  aoB  of  a  Swedish  gwitkiman  in  die  Biitisli  senricc,  w!.^  is  supposed  to  be  the  Captain 
Sentry  of  Addinn'*  SfKHOer,  RICHARD  KBMPEMFB1.T  was  bom  at  Westminster,  in 
October,  S71&  On  tiie  14^1  January.  1741.  be  obtaiacd  a  coaualnioD  as  lieutenant  in  the 
ILofml  Navy.  He  was  made  cosninamlw  in  X75S.  In  March,  178a,  lie  was  appointed  second  in 
fd^^Rity«UGeorgt.  Tlie  vessel  having  spmag  a  iealc,  she  was  ordered  to  Spithead 
'  repair.  Placed  sBgbtly  on  her  side,  in  order  to  enable  tiie  carpenters  to  perform  their 
tbcie  occurred  diat  drcadlul  catastrophe,  memorable  in  tiie  annals  of  the  British  Navy. 
Tl>e  reirl,  beJag  asiillc  d  by  a  squall,  overset,  filled  with  water,  and  sunk.  Neariy  a  thousand 
pMUffPSj,  inrhirting  Admiral  Kempenfek,  peHahed  00  the  occasion.  This  lamentable  event 
took  piaoe  on  tibe  agtfa  August,  vfii^  Adndral  Kempenfdt  was  a  distinguished  olBcer,  and  a 
flsost  devoted  follower  of  his  Saviour.  He  a«ociated  with  Whitefield,  the  Wesleys.  and  other 
devoted  miiiistera.  A  tractate,  entitled  "Original  Hymns  and  Poems,  by  Philotheoruv,"  printed 
in  vfrt*  i>  understood  be  die  compoaitioa  of  the  admiiaL  Of  the  nine  compositions  which 
the  tractate  contains,  we  have  selected  three.  The  firrt,  entitled  "  The  Atarm,"  would  almost 
prophetic  of  the  terrible  event  by  which  the  gallant  author  entered  00  his  eternal  recom- 


THE  ALARM. 

Hark  I  'tis  the  trump  of  God 
Sounds  through  the  realms  abroad, 

Time  is  no  more. 
Horrors  invest  the  skies  ; 
Graves  burst,  and  myriads  rise ; 
Nature,  in  agonies, 

Yields  up  her  store. 

Changed  in  a  moment's  space, 
Lo  the  affrighted  race 

Shriek  and  despair ; 
Now  they  attempt  to  flee, 
Curse  immortality, 
And  eye  their  misery 

Dreadfully  near. 

Quick  reels  the  bursting  earth, 
Rock'd  by  a  storm  of  wrath, 

Hurl'd  from  her  sphere ; 
Heart-rending  thunders  roll, 
Demons  tormented  howl. 
Great  God  I  support  my  soul, 

Yielding  to  fear. 
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O  my  Redeemer,  come  ! 
And  through  the  fearful  gloom 

Brighten  Thy  way ; 
How  would  our  souls  arise, 
Soar,  through  the  flaming  skies. 
Join  the  solemnities 

Of  this  great  day  ! 


See  !  see  !  the  Incarnate  God 
Swiftly  emits  abroad 

Glories  benign  ; 
Lo  !  lo  !  He  comes, — He's  here  ; 
Angels  and  saints  appear. 
Fled  is  my  every  fear, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

High  on  a  flaming  throne 
Rides  the  Eternal  Son, 

Sovereign  august  ! 
Worlds  from  His  presence  fly, 
Shrink  at  His  majesty  ; 
Stars,  dash'd  along  the  sky. 

Awfully  burst. 

Thousands  of  thousands  wait 
Round  the  judicial  seat, 

Glorified  there  ; 
Prostrate  the  elders  fall  ; 
Wing'd  is  my  raptured  soul ; 
High  to  the  Judge  of  all, 

Lo  !  I  draw  near. 

O  my  approving  God  ! 
Wash'd  in  Thy  precious  blood. 

Bold  I  advance  ; 
Fearless  we  range  along. 
Join  the  triumphant  throng. 
Shout  an  ecstatic  song 

Through  the  expanse. 
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THE  SOUL'S  LONGING. 

Gentle  Spirit,  waft  me  over 

Jordan's  intervening  flood ; 
Lead  me  to  the  bleeding  Lover ; 

Bear  me  to  the  rest  of  God. 
Glad  I  eye  the  rich  possession. 

Land  of  peace  and  perfect  love  ; 
Joy,  without  an  intermission, 

Ever  streaming  from  above. 

Raise  me.  Lord,  to  solemn  action. 

Breathe  the  energetic  breath  ; 
Crown  me  with  the  true  perfection. 

Previous  to  the  stroke  of  death. 
Now  commence  the  holy  union  ; 

Let  a  living  seeker  prove 
All  the  riches  of  communion. 

All  the  tenderness  of  love. 

O  my  agonizing  spirit, 

Thou  shalt  surely  enter  in, 
Pluck  the  fruit  of  Jesu's  merit. 

And  expel  the  poison  sin. 
Far  must  all  thy  foes  be  driven. 

Hell's  invaders  forced  to  flee, 
"While  the  potent  arm  of  Heaven 

Brings  thee  into  liberty. 

Yes,  through  Jesu's  intercession 

I  shall  reach  the  fruitful  shore. 
There  receive  a  saint's  impression, 

And  be  happy  evermore. 
By  the  force  of  love  attracted, 

Fluttering  spirit,  fly  away  ; 
Jesus  calls  :  by  Him  directed, 

Gain  the  path  of  perfect  day. 
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THE  DIVINITY  OF  CHRIST. 

Hail  !  Thou  eternal  Logos,  hail ! 
Before  whose  glory  angels  veil 

Their  rapture-beaming  eyes ; 
Our  grateful  spirits  hold  Thee  dear ; 
To  Thee  we  breathe  the  ardent  prayer, 

And  hallelujahs  rise. 

Yes :  while  incessant  shouts  of  praise 
Break  from  angelic  ranks,  and  raise 

The  concert  of  the  bless'd ; 
While  all  that  tread  the  starry  road 
Announce  the  dear  Redeemer  God, 

Be  it  on  earth  confessed. 

Being  of  beings  !  Lord  of  all ! 
While  yonder  ludd  orbs  that  roll 

Declare  the  great  I  AM, — 
We  recollect  the  holy  word, 
Where  all  the  names  and  works  of  God 

Are  given  to  the  Lamb. 

Thy  works,  Thy  wondrous  works  display 
The  attributes  of  Deity, 

And  spell  the  sacred  name  ; 
Jehovah  I  Jesus  !  reigning  Cause  ! 
Yes,  at  Thy  mighty  fiat  rose 

This  universal  frame. 

Redeeming  Lord  !  to  Thee  we  bow  : 
Bless  Thy  rejoicing  people  now 

With  wisdom  from  above ; 
Come,  with  Thy  vesture  dipt  in  blood  ; 
Appear  a  very  present  God, 

A  God  of  peurfect  love. 
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ADVENT  HYMN. 

ZiON,  at  thy  shining  gates, 
Lo !  the  King  of  glory  waits  ; 
Haste  thy  Monarch's  pomp  to  greet. 
Strew  thy  palms  before  His  feet 

Christ,  for  Thee  their  triple  light 
Faith  and  Hope  and  L^ve  unite  ; 
This  the  beacon  we  display, 
To  proclaim  Thine  Advent  day. 

Come,  and  give  us  peace  within ; 
Loose  us  from  the  bands  of  sin ; 
Take  away  the  galling  weight 
Laid  on  us  by  Satan's  hate  : 

Give  us  grace  Thy  yoke  to  wear ; 
Give  us  strength  Thy  cross  to  bear ; 
Make  us  Hiine  in  deed  and  word, 
Thine  in  heart  and  life,  O  Lord. 

Kill  in  us  the  carnal  root, 
That  the  Spirit  may  bear  fruit ; 
Plant  in  us  Thy  lowly  mind  ; 
Keep  us  faithful,  loving,  kind. 

So,  when  Thou  shalt  come  again. 
Judge  of  angels  and  of  men. 
We,  with  all  Thy  saints,  shall  sing 
Hallelttjahs  to  our  King. 

K  K 
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CHRIST  THE  CRUCIFIED. 

Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  know 
That  delights  and  stirs  me  so  ? 
What  the  high  reward  I  win? 
Whose  the  Name  I  glory  in  ? 

Jesus  Christ,  the  crucified. 


What  is  faith's  foundation  strong? 
What  awakes  my  lips  to  song? 
He  who  bore  my  sinful  load. 
Purchased  for  me  peace  with  God, 
Jesus  Christy  the  crucified. 

Who  is  He  that  makes  me  wise 
To  discern  where  duty  lies  ? 
Who  is  He  that  makes  me  true. 
Duty  when  discem'd  to  do  ? 

Jesus  Christ,  the  crucified. 

Who  defeats  my  fiercest  foes  ? 
Who  consoles  my  saddest  woes  ? 
Who  revives  ray  fainting  heart. 
Healing  all  its  bidden  smart  ? 

Jesus  Christ,  the  crucified. 

Who  is  life  in  life  to  me  ? 
Who  the  death  of  death  will  be  ? 
Who  will  place  me  on  His  right. 
With  the  countless  hosts  of  light  ? 
Jesus  Christ,  the  crucified. 

This  is  that  great  tiling  I  know  ; 
This  delights  and  stirs  me  so  : 
Faith  in  Him  who  died  to  save, 
Him  who  triumphed  o'er  the  grave,- 
Jesus  Christ,  the  crucified. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  RACE. 
{CofUrihuUd,) 

Onward,  holy  champion  I 

Run  the  Christian  race  ; 
Leave  the  world  behind  thee, 

Heavenward  set  thy  face : 
Fresh  from  cleansing  water, 

Bright  with  oil  Divine, 
Trained  with  wholesome  nurture, 

Heavenly  bread  and  wine. 

Onward,  holy  champion ! 

Throw  all  weight  aside. 
All  distracting  pleasure, 

All  encumbering  pride. 
Shun  the  subtle  pitfalls 

Laid  by  Satan's  spite  ; 
Let  not  smiles  betray  thee, 

Let  not  frowns  affright. 

Onward,  holy  champion  I 

Angels,  bending  down, 
Watch  thy  brave  endeavour. 

Guard  thy  future  crown. 
Christ,  thy  gracious  Saviour, 

Cheers  thy  striving  soul. 
And  thy  prize  awaits  thee 

At  the  heavenly  goal. 


ABOUNDING  IN  HOPE. 
(Contributed.) 

Hope,  Christian  soul ;  in  every  stage 
Of  this  thine  earthly  pilgrimage 
Let  heavenly  joy  thy  thoughts  engage  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

Hope  ;  though  thy  lot  be  want  and  woe, 
Though  hate's  rude  storms  against  thee  blow. 
Thy  Saviour's  lot  was  such  below  : 
Abound  in  hope. 
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Hope  ;  for  to  all  who  meekly  bear 
His  cross,  He  gives  His  crown  to  wear ; 
Abasement  here  is  glory  there  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

Hope  ;  though  thy  dear  ones  round  thee  die, 
Behold  with  faith's  illumined  eye 
Their  blissful  home  beyond  the  sky  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

Hope ;  for  upon  that  happy  shore 
Sorrow  and  sighing  will  be  o'er. 
And  saints  shall  meet  to  part  no  more  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

Hope  through  the  watches  of  the  night : 
Hope,  till  the  morrow  bring  the  light : 
Hope,  till  thy  faith  be  lost  in  sight : 
Abound  in  hope. 


BISHOP   KEN. 

THOMAS  KEN  was  born  at  Little  Berkhampstead.  Hertfordshire,  in  Joljr,  1637.  He  studied  at 
Winchester  and  Oxford.  In  1657,  he  became  a  Fellow  of  New  College,  Oxford.  In  1679,  he 
was  appointed  Chaplain  to  the  Princess  of  Orange,  and  three  years  after  was  promoted  as 
Chaplain  to  Charles  II.  In  J684,  he  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells,  tie  was 
sent  to  the  Tower  by  James  II.  for  opposing  his  dispensing  power.  At  the  Revt>hxtioa.  he 
declined,  from  certain  conscientious  scruples,  to  swear  allegiance  to  William  III.,  and  so  lived. 
during  the  remainder  of  his  life,  in  retirement.  He  died  at  Longleat,  Wiltshire,  00  the  rpth 
March,  17x0.  The  hymns  of  Bishop  Ken  have  been  published  in  four  doodedmo  vohimesi.  His 
Morning  and  Evening  Hymns  are  held  in  the  highost  estimation. 


A  MORNING  HYMN. 


Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run  ; 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 
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Thy  piedons  time  misspent,  redeem ; 
Each  present  day  thy  last  esteem  ; 
Improve  thy  talent  with  due  care ; 
For  the  great  day  thyself  prepare. 

In  conversation  be  sincere^ 
Keep  conscience  as  the  noontide  dear ; 
Think  how  ali-seeing  God  thy  ways 
And  all  thy  secret  thoughts  surveys. 

By  influence  of  the  light  Divine^ 
Let  thy  own  light  to  others  shine ; 
Reflect  all  Heaven's  propitious  rays 
In  ardent  love,  and  dieerful  praise. 

Wake,  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart. 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part ; 
Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praise  to  the  eternal  King. 

I  wake,  I  wake,  ye  heavenly  choir; 
May  your  devotion  me  inspire ; 
That  I,  like  you,  my  age  may  spend. 
Like  you  may  on  my  God  attend. 

May  I,  like  you,  in  God  delight, 
Have  all  day  long  my  God  in  sight ; 
Perform,  like  you,  my  Maker's  will : 
Oh  may  I  never  more  do  ill. 

Had  I  your  wings,  to  heaven  Td  fly ; 
But  God  shall  that  defect  supply. 
And  my  soul,  wing'd  with  warm  desire, 
Shall  all  day  long  to  heaven  aspire. 
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All  praise  to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  whilst  I  slept ; 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake^ 
I  may  of  endless  light  partake. 
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I  would  not  wake  nor  rise  again, 
£*en  heaven  itself  I  would  disdain, 
Wert  not  Thou  there  to  be  enjo3red. 
And  I  in  hymns  to  be  employed. 

Heaven  is,  dear  Lord,  where'er  Thou  art  ; 
Oh  never  then  from  me  depart  : 
For  to  my  soul  'tis  hell  to  be 
But  for  one  moment  void  of  Thee. 

Lord,  I  my  vows  to  Thee  renew  ; 
Disperse  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will. 
And  with  Thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

Direct,  control,  suggest  this  day 

All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say  ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might. 

In  Thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host  : 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


AN  EVENING  HYMN. 

All  praise  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night. 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light ; 
Keep  me,  oh  keep  me,  King  of  kings, 
Beneath  Thy  own  almighty  wings. 

Forgive  me.  Lord,  for  Thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  that  I  this  day  have  done  ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  Thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed  ; 
To  die,  that  this  vile  body  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  awful  day. 
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Oh  may  my  sonl  on  Thee  repose, 
And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  dose ; 
Sleep,  that  may  me  more  vigorous  make^ 
To  senre  my  God  when  I  awake. 


When  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie. 
My  soul  with  heavenly  thoughts  supply  ; 
Let  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest. 
No  powers  of  darkness  me  molest 

Dull  sleep  of  sense,  me  to  deprive ! 
I  am  but  half  my  time  alive  ; 
Thy  faithful  lovers,  Lord,  are  grieved. 
To  lie  so  long  of  Thee  bereaved. 

Yet,  though  sleep  o*er  my  firailty  reigns. 
Let  it  not  hold  me  long  in  chains  ; 
And  now  and  then  let  loose  my  heart. 
Till  it  one  Hallelujah  dart 

The  faster  sleep  the  senses  binds. 
The  more  unfettered  are  our  minds ; 
Oh  may  my  soul,  from  matter  free, 
Thy  loveliness  unclouded  see  ! 

Oh  when  shall  I,  in  endless  day, 
For  ever  chase  dark  sleep  away  ; 
And  hymns,  with  the  supernal  choir. 
Incessant  sing,  and  never  tire  f 

Oh  may  my  guardian,  while  I  sleep. 
Close  to  my  bed  his  vigils  keep  ; 
His  love  angelical  instil. 
Stop  all  the  avenues  of  ilL 

May  he  celestial  joys  rehearse, 

And,  thought  to  thought,  with  me  converse ; 

Or,  in  my  stead,  all  the  night  long^ 

Sing  to  my  God  a  gratefid  song. 
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Praise  God,  finom  whom  all  Uessing^  Baw ; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below  ; 
PraLse  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host : 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft. 


JOHN    KENT. 


John  Kent  was  born  at  Bideford.  DcTondiire.  in  Decanber,  Z766L   Dmintr  hii  cUkBKMMl.  Ki 
&ther  roBoved  to  Plymouth,  harfaq^  obtained  employinent  as  a  sMpwIithi  fai  Plymouth  Dock, 
now  Devonport.    In  his  fourteenth  year,  he  was  apprenticed  to  his  fin^her.    Not  haTia;  poe* 
■essed  the  adtantaee  of  a  school  education,  Ms  leisure  hows  were  now  devoted  to  sctf* 
Improrement.    He  betran  to  write  sacred  verves*    In  1803,  be  pabHsbed  a  adectioa  of  these 
compositions  hi  a  sasoo  volume,  entitled  "  A  Collection  of  Original  Gospd  Hyana**    K<9t 
condnned  to  reside  at  Plymouth,  pnnuini^  a  career  of  unobtrusive  piety.    He  was  laltcriy 
afBicted  with  the  loss  of  eyesifi^it.    His  death  took  place  on  the  15th  Norember,  x8o>    **  I  a* 
accepted,"  were  his  last  words,  as  he  gently  fell  asleep.    The  hymns  of  John  Kent  bave  been 
frequently  reprinted.     Those  which  foDow  have  been  transcribed  from  "  Origbial  Gospd 
Hymns  and  Poems,  by  John  Kent,  with  a  life  of  the  Author,  by  hb  son ;"  tenth  edition. 
London,  z86i,  zamo. 


THE  ROCK  OF  AGES. 

When  overwhelm'd  with  doubts  and  fear. 
Great  God,  do  Thou  my  spirit  cheer  ; 
Let  not  mine  eyes  with  tears  be  fed. 
But  to  the  Rock  of  ages  led. 

When  storms  of  sin  and  sorrows  beat. 
Lead  me  to  this  Divine  retreat ; 
Thy  perfect  righteousness  and  blood. 
My  Rock,  my  Fortress,  and  my  God. 

When  guilt  lies  heavy  on  my  soul, 
And  waves  of  fierce  temptation  roll, 
I'll  to  this  Rock  for  shelter  flee, 
And  take  my  refuge,  Lord,  in  Thee. 

When  sick,  or  faint,  or  sore  dismajr'd. 
Then  let  my  hopes  on  Thee  be  stay'd : 
Thy  summit,  rising  to  the  skies. 
Shall  shield  my  head  when  dangers  rise. 


JOHN  KENT.  361 

Shdtei'd  by  Thine  omnipotence^ 
What  potent  aim  shall  pluck  me  hence? 
On  eyerjr  side  Fm  gnarded  well. 
With  lore  and  grace  imnmtabl& 

High  as  my  sin,  yea,  hi^^too^ 
This  ererlasting  Rock  I  view ; 
Rejdete  with  free  eternal  grace^ 
Maide  finom  of  old  my  dwelling-plaoe. 

When  caird  the  vale  of  death  to  tread. 
Then  to  this  Rock  may  I  be  led ; 
Nor  fear  to  cross  that  gloomy  sea. 
Since  Thoa  hast  tasted  death  for  me. 


A  SINNER  SAVED. 

Let  Zion  in  her  songs  record 
The  honours  of  her  dying  Lord, 

Triumphant  over  sin ; 
How  sweet  the  song  there's  none  can  say. 
But  he  whose  sins  are  wash'd  away. 

Who  feels  the  same  within. 

We  claim  no  merit  of  our  own. 

But  self-condemned,  before  Thy  throne, 

Our  hopes  on  Jesus  place ; 
In  heart,  in  lip,  in  life  depraved. 
Our  theme  shall  be  *'  a  sinner  saved," 

And  praise  redeeming  grace. 

Well  sing  the  same  while  life  shall  last. 
And  when,  at  the  archangel's  blast. 

Our  sleeping  dust  shall  rise  ; 
Then,  in  a  song  for  ever  new. 
The  glorious  theme  we'll  still  pnrsae 

Throughout  the  azure  skies. 

Prepared  of  old,  at  God's  right  hand. 
Bright,  everlasting  mansions  stand 

For  all  the  blood-bought  race  ; 
And  till  we  reach  those  seats  of  bliss, 
We'll  sing  no  other  song  but  this — 

Salvation  all  of  grace. 
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REIGNING  GRACE. 

Hark  !  how  the  blood-bought  host  above 
Conspire  to  praise  redeeming  love^ 

In  sweet  harmonious  strains ; 
And  while  they  strike  their  golden  Ij^res, 
This  golden  theme  each  bosom  fires^ 

That  Grace  triumphant  rdgns  1 
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Join  thou,  my  soul ;  for  thou  canst  tell 
How  Grace  Divine  broke  up  thy  cell. 

And  loosed  thy  native  chains  ; 
And  still,  from  that  auspicious  day, 
How  oft  are  thou  constrained  to  say. 

That  Grace  triumphant  reigns  I 

When  David  fell,  in  days  of  old. 
This  brought  the  wanderer  to  the  fold, 

A  prisoner  in  its  chains  ; 
Now  free  from  sin,  a  virgin  soul. 
To  sing,  while  endless  ages  roll. 

That  Grace  triumphant  reigns. 

Grace,  till  the  tribes  redeemed  by  blood 
Are  brought  to  know  themselves  and  God, 

Her  empire  shall  maintain  ; 
To  call,  when  He  appoints  the  day. 
And  from  the  mighty  take  the  prey. 

Shall  Grace  triumphant  reign. 


When  call'd  to  meet  the  King  of  Dread, 
Should  love  compose  my  dying  bed, 

And  Grace  my  soul  s\;LStain, 
Then,  ere  I  quit  this  mortal  clay, 
I'll  raise  my  fainting  voice,  and  say, 

Let  Grace  triumphant  reign. 
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LORD   KINLOCH. 


M  PBNNXy,  •  Ja4fe  at  the  Cowt  of  Senloo  in  SoodUKl.  mder  tlw  lltto  of  Lonl 
was  bora  in  Gkagov,  on  the  8th  Augut,  1801.  Hb  firther.  who  bora  the  hsm  CMs- 
e.  wM  •  wnrhwtf  in  that  dtf.  He  was  educated  at  the  Uniranlty  of  Gla^ofw. 
the  profemlcM  at  the  kw,  he  passed  adrocate  in  x8b^  la  1^8,  lie  was  niwd  to  the 
The  foOowiar  caanposltiooi,  by  Lord  Kialoch.  are  traaacrlbed,  with  ptmlmiam,  tram 
dp's  vohoBe  of  raBgloua  poetry,  entitled  "  Time's  Traesura,  or  Derant  Thoogfats  for 
yofthe  Year;"  1863. a«o.  Besides  this  work.  Lord  KInloch  has  pnbliahed  ** The 
ChristlaB  DocCftee,"  xSta.  8ro ;  and  **  Studies  for  Soaday  Evcaiag;"  siM,  8*Ow 


HOLY  GROUND. 

Tis  not  the  temple's  shri&e, 
Which  holy  makes  the  place : 
Where'er  God  is,  is  power  Divine ; 
Where'er  God  helps,  is  grace. 

The  bush  on  Horeb's  peak, 
Burning  and  unconsumed. 
The  prophet  bent  to  reverence  meek  ; 
For  God  the  spot  illumed. 

The  sword  at  night  beheld 
By  Jordan's  swelling  bed, 
The  captain  of  the  host  compelled 
To  own  the  Lord  who  led. 

Think  of  thy  God  as  near ; 
And,  once  His  presence  found, 
Be  sure,  whate'er  around  appear, 
Thou  tread'st  on  holy  ground. 

Put  off,  O  man,  thy  shoes, 
With  which  thou  earth  hast  trod ; 
Thee  from  earth's  dust  and  toil  unloose. 
And  worship  pay  thy  God. 

So  shalt  thou  find  a  light. 
To  bum  and  still  endure  ; 
A  Leader,  of  all-conquering  might. 
To  make  thy  Canaan  sure. 
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THE  ONLY  POSSIBLE. 

I  CANNOT  dear  this  troubled  breast 
Of  cares,  which  every  day  molest ; 
Only  I  can  remember  Thine^ 

0  Saviour,  and  the  less  repine. 

1  cannot  drive  this  sin  away. 
Which  makes  me  still  anew  Its  prey  ; 
I  can  but  to  Thy  cross  repair. 

To  hear  Thee  speak  my  pardon  there. 

I  cannot  love  as  I  desire. 
With  bosom  for  Thy  grace  on  fire ; 
I  can  but  view  Thy  love  to  me. 
And  humbled  feel,  so  loved  to  be. 

I  cannot  rise,  as  fain  I  would. 
To  perfect  right,  or  perfect  good : 
I  can  but  think  of  Thee  on  high, 
O  Saviour,  and  be  glad  to  die. 

In  vain  are  all  my  efforts  made 
Myself  to  save,  or  lift,  or  aid ; 
The  only  possible  for  me, 
O  Saviour,  is  to  cling  to  Thee  : 

In  time  of  dread,  Thy  hand  to  hold  ; 
In  loss,  Thy  charter  to  unfold  ; 
On  Thee  to  lean  when  prompt  to  fall ; 
And,  sought  in  Thee,  in  Thee  have  all. 

HEAVEN  REALIZED. 

Fain  would  I  soar  above  this  earth. 
And  sun  my  spirit  in  the  glow 

Of  that  blest  land,  where  nought  of  dearth 
Is  known,  or  pain,  or  toil,  or  woe. 

I'd  wrest  my  moments  from  the  power 
Of  this  poor  scene  of  strife  and  care. 

And  spend,  if  but  a  passing  hour. 
In  heaven,  amid  the  bright  ones  there. 
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But  th,  so  hard  the  thought  to  htant 

Of  things  nor  eye  nor  ear  explains^ 
That  straight  I  £Uter  in  my  aim. 

And  heavenly  dream  to  earthly  wanes. 

I  rise  from  dtist  on  ready  win^ 

But  mists  sarround  me  and  depress ; 
And  soon  the  downward  fancy  bring 

To  earth's  distincter  littleness. 

I  cannot  aught  devise,  to  catch 
*    A  feeling  such  as  heaven  inspires, 
Save,  Lord,  to  work,  and  wait,  and  watch, 
As  e'en  in  heaven  Thy  will  requires. 

To  do  Thy  will  not  least  awakes. 

In  heaven  itself^  the  heavenly  glow ; 
And  he  who  does  Thy  will  partakes, 

In  measure,  heaven's  delight  below. 

Fancy  may  £dl  to  paint  the  bliss. 

Which  brightens  heaven's  eternal  day ; 

But  working  faith  can  scarcely  miss 
To  feel,  although  unseen,  the  ray. 


LITANY. 

Lord,  when  earthly  pleasures  lure, 
When  the  bad  our  doubts  assure, 
And  to  sin  appears  secure. 
Keep  us  pure. 

Lord,  when  strife  we  meet  and  wrong. 
Judgments  harsh,  and  angry  throng. 
For  that  we  to  Christ  belong. 
Keep  us  strong. 

Lord,  when  in  our  stores  we  find 
Wealth  amassed,  like  idol  shrined. 
And  the  fortime  threats  the  mind. 
Keep  us  kind. 
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Lord,  when  sickness  brings  its  qualm. 
Or  when  sorrow  finds  not  balm. 
And  the  prayer  supplants  the  psalm. 
Keep  us  calm. 

Lord,  when  human  praise  we  seek. 
When  we  run  beyond  the  weak. 
And  approach  the  topmost  peak. 
Keep  us  meek. 

Lord,  when  rusheth  whelming  ill. 
When  our  sins  their  pledge  fulfil. 
And  we  see  in  woe  Thy  will. 
Keep  us  stUl. 

Lord,  when  nought  can  more  be  had. 
To  our  life  an  hour  to  add. 
And  the  parting  time  is  sad, 
Make  us  glad. 


"IS  IT  I?" 

Who  is  he  that,  early  brought 

*Neath  the  Saviour's  pitying  eye, 
Keeps  within  a  traitorous  thought  ? 
Is  it  I? 

Who  amongst  the  chosen  named, 

Seeming  with  the  best  to  vie, 
Hides  a  rebel  purpose  framed? 
Is  it  I  ? 

Who,  with  Christ  long  known  as  friend. 

Straightway  from  His  word  will  hie. 
With  His  foes  in  aim  to  blend  ? 
Is  it  I  ? 

Who  that  dippeth  in  the  dish. 

With  the  Saviour  seated  nigh. 
Plans  an  unclean  spirit's  wish  t 
Is  it  It 
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When  Thou  paint'st  the  traitor's  part, 

Saviour,  well  may  I  reply, 
From  the  depths  of  stricken  heart, 
Is  it  I  ? 

Lord,  preventive  warning  bring  ; 
Question  that  arrests  supply  ; 
Who  would  do  this  treacherous  thing  ? 
Is  it  I  ? 


JOHN  A.   LATROBE. 
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HEAVENLY  LOVE. 


How  strange  is  heavenly  Love  ! 

I  never  saw  His  face  ; 
I  never  trod  His  courts  above  ; 

I  have  but  known  His  grace. 
Yet  my  affections  cling 

To  His  beloved  side  : 
I  feel  He  is  my  God,  my  King, 

And  I  His  ransom'd  bride. 

How  strong  is  heavenly  Love  I 

Stronger  than  aught  below  ; 
Though  wide  and  wild  my  passions  rove, 

I  will  not  let  Him  go ! 
What  though  I  see  Him  not, 

I  feel  the  ardour  bum  ; 
He  hath  for  me  the  victory  wrought ; 

I  love  Him  in  return. 
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How  sweet  is  heaTtely  Love  I 

*Tis  all  in  all  to  me  ; 
I  muse  on  Him  in  field  or  grove^ 

Or  wandering  by  the  sea  ; 
I  walk  with  Jesus  here, 

Not  lonely  though  alone, 
Till  in  His  mansions  I  appear, 

And  know  as  I  am  known. 


PEACE. 

Let  not  your  heart  be  fiunt ; 
My  peace  I  give  to  you. 
Such  peace  as  reason  never  plann'd, 
As  worldlings  never  knew. 

'Tis  not  the  noiseless  calm 
That  bodes  a  tempest  nigh, 
Or  lures  the  heedless  mariner 
Where  rocks  and  quicksands  lie. 

'Tis  not  fiall'n  nature's  sleep, 
The  stupor  of  the  soul, 
That  knows  not  God,  nor  owns  His  hand. 
Though  wide  His  thunders  rolL 

'Tis  not  the  sleep  of  death, 
Low  in  the  darksome  grave. 
Where  the  worm  spreads  its  couch  and  feeds, - 
No  hand  put  forth  to  save. 

It  speaks  a  ransomed  world, 
A  Father  reconciled, 
A  sinner  to  a  saint  transformed, 
A  rebel  to  a  child. 

It  tells  of  joys  to  come ; 
It  soothes  the  troubled  breast ; 
It  shines,  a  star  amid  the  storm — 
The  harbinger  of  rest 
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Thot  mumiiir  not^  nor  moami 
Mj  people  fiiint  and  few ; 
Thon^  earth  to  its  foundation  shake, 
Mj  peace  I  leave  with  yon. 
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THE  CHILD'S  DESIRE.* 

I  THINK,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old. 

When  Jesus  was  here  among  men, 
How  He  call'd  little  children,  as  lambs  to  His  fold, 

I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 
I  wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on  my  head, 

That  His  arm  had  been  thrown  around  me. 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind  look  when  He  said, 

"  Let  the  Uttle  ones  come  unto  me." 


Yet  still  to  His  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go, 

And  ask  for  a  share  in  His  love  ; 
And  if  I  now  earnestly  seek  Him  below, 

I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  above : 
In  that  beautiful  place  He  is  gone  to  prepare 

For  an  that  are  washed  and  forgiven  ; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there, 

"  For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 


*  Wxitten,  in  1841,  for  a  village  school  near  Poundsford  Park.  It  was  composed 
1  a  stage-coach.— JVi^ilr  tuppiUd  by  tk*  anikor. 
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Bat  thousands  and  thousands  who  wander  and  fall 

Never  heard  of  that  heavenly  home ; 
I  should  like  them  to  know  there  is  room  for  them  all, 

And  that  Jesus  has  bid  them  to  come. 
I  long  for  the  joy  of  that  glorious  time, 

The  sweetest,  and  brightest,  and  best ; 
When  the  dear  little  children  of  every  dime 

Shall  crowd  to  His  arms  and  be  blest. 


HENRY  FRANCIS  LYTE. 
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EVENTIDE.* 

Abide  with  me,  fast  falls  the  eventide ; 
The  darkness  deepens :  Lord,  with  me  abide  ! 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee, 
Help  of  the  helpless,  oh,  abide  with  me. 

Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day  ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away  ; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see  ; 
O  Thou  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me. 

Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word ; 
But  as  Thou  dwelfst  with  Thy  disciples.  Lord — 
Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  free — 
Come,  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide  with  me. 

Come  not  in  terrors,  as  the  King  of  kings, 
But  kind  and  good,  with  healing  in  Thy  wings-; 
Tears  for  all  woes,  a  heart  for  every  plea  ; 
Come,  Friend  of  sinners,  and  thus  abide  with  me. 

*  Written  about  two  months  before  the  author's  death,  and  in  pnMp^ct  of  that 
event. 
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Thon  on  my  head  in  early  youth  didst  smile, 
And,  though  rebellious  and  perverse  meanwhile, 
Thou  hast  not  left  me,  oft  as  I  left  Thee  I 
On  t^  the  dose,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 

I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour ; 
What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  power  ? 
Who,  like  Thyself,  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  ? 
Through  doud  and  sunshine,  oh  abide  with  me. 

I  fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless  ; 
nis  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness  ; 
Where  is  death's  sting  ?    Where,  grave,  thy  victory  ? 
I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me. 

Hold  there  Thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ; 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies  ; 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  shadows  flee : 
In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 


HYMN  FOR  ISRAEL. 

Psalm  xiv. 

Oh  that  the  Lord's  salvation 
Would  out  of  Zion  come. 

To  heal  His  ancient  nation. 
To  lead  His  outcasts  home. 

How  long  the  holy  city 
Shall  heathen  feet  profane  ? 

Return,  O  Lord,  in  pity ; 
Rebuild  her  walls  again. 

Let  fall  Thy  rod  of  terror. 
Thy  saving  grace  impart ; 

Roll  back  the  veil  of  error. 
Release  the  fetter'd  heart 

Let  Israel,  home  returning. 

Her  lost  Messiah  see ; 
Give  oil  of  joy  for  mourning. 

And  bind  Thy  Church  to  Thee. 
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THE  BLESSINGS  OF  UNTTy. 
Pialm  cszxifi. 

'Tis  a  pleasant  thing  to  see 
Brethren  in  the  I^rd  agree ; 
Children  of  a  God  of  love 
Live  as  they  shall  live  above; 
Acting  each  a  Christian  part, 
One  in  lip,  and  one  in  heart. 

As  the  precious  ointment  shed 
Upon  Aaron's  hallow'd  head. 
Downward  through  his  garments  stole^ 
Spreading  odour  o*er  the  whole  ; 
So  from  our  High -Priest  above, 
To  His  Church  flows  heavenly  love. 

Gently  as  the  dews  distil 
Down  on  Zion's  holy  hill, 
Dropping  gladness  where  they  fall, 
Brightening  and  refreshing  all, 
Such  is  Christian  union,  shed 
Through  the  members  from  the  Head. 

Where  Divine  affection  lives, 
There  the  Lord  His  blessing  gives  ; 
There  on  earth  His  will  is  done, 
There  His  heaven  is  half  begun  ; 
Lord,  our  great  Example  prove  : 
Teach  us  all  like  Thee  to  love. 


PRAISE  TO  GOD. 
Psalm  diL 

Pratse,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven  ; 

To  His  feet  thy  tribute  bring  : 
Ransomed,  healM,  restored,  forgiven. 
Who  like  thee  His  praise  should  sing  ? 
Praise  Him !  praise  Him ! 
Praise  the  everlasting  King. 
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Praise  Him  for  His  grace  and  fiivoar 

To  onr  lathers  in  distress  t 
Praise  Him,  still  the  same  as  ever, 
Slow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless  t 
Praise  Him !  praise  Him  I 
Glorious  in  His  fidthfiilness. 

Father-like,  He  tends  and  spares  us ; 
Well  our  feeble  frame  He  knows ; 
In  His  hands  He  gently  bears  us. 
Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes  : 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  I 
Widely  as  His  mercy  flows. 

Frail  as  summer's  flower  we  flourish ; 

Blows  the  wind,  and  it  is  gone  ; 
But  while  mortals  rise  and  perish, 
God  endures  imchanging  on  ; 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  ! 
Praise  the  High  Eternal  One. 

Angels,  help  us  to  adore  Him  : 
Ye  behold  Him  face  to  face ; 
Sun  and  moon,  bow  down  before  Him ; 
Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space, 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  I 
Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace. 


THE  SAINT'S  ASPIRATIONS. 

Oh  I  had  I,  my  Saviour,  the  wings  of  a  dove. 
How  soon  would  I  soar  to  Thy  presence  above  ! 
How  soon  would  I  flee  where  the  weary  have  rest. 
And  hide  all  my  cares  in  Thy  sheltering  breast ; 

I  flutter,  I  struggle,  I  pant  to  get  free  ; 
I  feel  me  a  captive,  while  banish'd  from  Thee  : 
A  pilgrim,  a  stranger,  the  desert  I  roam. 
And  look  on  to  heaven,  and  long  to  be  home. 
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Ah !  there  the  wild  tempest  for  ever  shall  cease. 
No  billow  shall  ruffle  that  haven  of  peace  ; 
Temptation  and  trouble  alike  shall  depart, — 
All  tears  from  the  eye,  and  all  sin  from  the  heart. 

Soon,  soon  may  this  Eden  of  promise  be  mine. 
Rise,  bright  Sun  of  glory,  no  more  to  decline  I 
Thy  light  yet  unrisen  the  wilderness  cheers  ; 
Oh  what  will  it  be  when  the  fulness  appears? 


THE  HOUSE  OF  PRAYER. 

Sweet  is  the  solemn  voice  that  calls 
The  Christian  to  the  house  of  prayer ; 

I  love  to  stand  within  its  walls. 

For  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  present  there. 

I  love  to  tread  the  hallowed  courts 
Where  two  or  three  for  worship  meet  2 

For  thither  Christ  Himself  resorts. 
And  makes  the  little  band  complete. 

*Tis  sweet  to  raise  the  common  song, 

To  join  in  holy  praise  and  love, 
And  imitate  the  blessed  throng 

That  mingle  hearts  and  songs  above. 

Within  these  walls  may  peace  abound  1 
May  all  our  hearts  in  one  agree  ! 

Where  brethren  meet,  where  Christ  is  found. 
May  peace  and  concord  ever  be. 


FOR  THE  SPREAD  OF  THE  GOSPEL. 

Psalm  Ixvii. 

God  of  mercy,  God  of  grace. 
Show  the  brightness  of  Thy  face. 
Shine  upon  us,  Saviour,  shine ; 
Fill  Thy  Church  with  light  Divine; 
And  Thy  saving  health  extend 
Unto  earth's  remotest  end. 
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Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord ; 
Be  by  all  thai  live  adored ; 
Let  the  nations  shout  and  sing 
Glory  to  their  Saviour  King ; 
At  Thy  feet  their  tribute  pay, 
And  Thy  holy  will  obey. 

Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord  ; 
Earth  shall  then  her  fruits  afford ; 
God  to  man  His  blessing  give ; 
Man  to  God  devoted  live ; 
All  below  and  all  above, 
One  in  joy  and  light  and  love. 


THE  CROSS. 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken. 

All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee  ; 
Destitute,  despised,  forsaken. 

Thou  from  hence  my  all  shalt  be. 
Perish  every  fond  ambition. 

All  I've  sought  or  hoped  or  known ; 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition  I 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 

Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me ; 

They  have  left  my  Saviour  too  ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me  : 

Thou  art  not  like  them,  untrue. 
And  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might  I 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  shun  me : 

Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright 

Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure ; 

Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain  : 
In  Thy  service  pain  is  pleasure ; 

With  Thy  favour,  loss  is  gain. 
I  have  call*d  Thee  Abba,  Father, 

I  have  stayed  my  heart  on  Thee ; 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather, 

All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 
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,  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast ; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me. 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest 
Oh,  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me. 

While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me ; 
Oh,  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Were  that  joy  unmix'd  with  Thee. 

Take,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation ! 

Rise  o'er  sin  and  fear  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find,  in  every  station. 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee. 

What  a  Father's  smile  is  thine. 
What  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee  ; 

Child  of  heaven,  should'st  thou  repine  ? 

Haste  then  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Arm'd  by  faith,  and  wing'd  by  prayer  ; 
Heaven's  eternal  day  's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  Thy  earthly  mission. 

Swift  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days ; 
Hope  soon  change  to  full  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 


PARAPHRASE  OF  THE  EIGHTY-FOURTH  PSALM. 

Pleasant  are  Thy  courts  above. 
In  the  land  of  light  and  love ; 
Pleasant  are  Thy  courts  below. 
In  this  land  of  sin  and  woe. 
Oh,  my  spirit  longs  and  faints 
For  the  converse  of  Thy  saints, 
For  the  brightness  of  Thy  face, 
Kling  of  glory,  God  of  grace. 

Happy  birds  that  sing  and  fly 
Round  Thy  altars,  O  Most  High  ! 
Happier  souls  that  End  a  rest 
In  a  heavenly  Father's  breast ! 
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Like  the  wandering  dove  that  found 
No  repose  on  earth  around. 
They  can  to  their  ark  repair, 
And  enjoy  it  ever  there. 

Happy  sotds !  their  praises  ilow 

Even  in  this  vale  of  woe  ; 

Waters  in  the  desert  rise  ; 

Manna  feeds  them  from  the  skies ; 

On  they  go  from  strength  to  strength,  * 

Till  they  reach  Thy  throne  at  length. 

At  Thy  feet  adoring  fall, 

Who  hast  led  them  safe  through  alL 

Lord,  be  mine  this  prize  to  win ;  ^ 

Guide  me  through  a  world  of  sin ; 
Keep  me  by  Thy  saving  grace ; 
Give  me  at  Thy  side  a  place. 
Stm  and  shield  alike  Thou  art ; 
Guide  and  guard  my  erring  heart ; 
Grace  and  glory  flow  from  Thee ; 
Shower,  oh,  shower  them.  Lord,  on  me. 


•*  MY  BELOVED  IS  MINE,  AND  I  AM  HIS." 

Long  did  I  toil,  and  knew  no  earthly  rest ; 

Far  did  I  rove,  and  found  no  certain  home ; 
At  last  I  sought  them  in  His  sheltering  breast. 

Who  opes  His  arms,  and  bids  the  weary  come. 
With  Him  I  found  a  home,  a  rest  Divine ; 
And  I  since  then  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

Yes,  He  is  mine  !  and  nought  of  earthly  things, 
Not  all  the  charms  of  pleasure,  wealth,  or  power, 

The  fame  of  heroes,  or  the  pomp  of  kings, 
Could  tempt  me  to  forego  His  love  an  hour. 

Go,  worthless  world,  I  cry,  with  all  that's  thine  ! 

Go  !  I  my  Saviour's  am,  and  He  is  inine. 
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The  good  I  have  is  from  His  stores  supplied  ; 

The  ill  is  only  what  He  deems  the  best ; 
He  for  my  friend,  Vm  rich  with  nought  beside^ 

And  poor  without  Him,  though  of  all  possessed. 
Changes  may  come — I  take,  or  I  resign — 
Content  while  I  am  His,  while  He  is  mine. 

Whatever  may  change,  in  Him  no  change  is  seen, — 
A  glorious  sun  that  wanes  not,  nor  declines  ; 

Above  the  clouds  and  storms,  He  walks  serene^ 
And  sweetly  on  His  people's  darkness  shines. 

All  may  depart — I  fret  not,  nor  repine. 

While  I  my  Saviour's  am,  while  He  is  mine. 

He  stays  me  falling,  lifts  me  up  when  dovm. 
Reclaims  me  wandering,  guards  from  every  foe  ; 

Plants  on  my  worthless  brow  the  victor's  crown. 
Which,  in  return,  before  His  feet  I  throw. 

Grieved  that  I  cannot  better  grace  His  shrine, 

Who  deigns  to  own  me  His,  as  He  is  mine. 

While  here,  alas  !  I  know  but  half  His  love^ 
But  half  discern  Him,  and  but  half  adore; 

But  when  I  meet  Him  in  the  realms  above, 
I  hope  to  love  Him  better,  praise  Him  more. 

And  feel  and  tell,  amid  the  choir  Divine, 

How  fully  I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 


ROBERT   MURRAY  M'CHEYNK 

Onb  of  the  most  earnest  of  modern  Scottish  preacherH.the  Rev.  ROBERT  MURRAY  M*CREVIfi; 
was  bom  at  Edinburgh,  on  the  sist  May,  1813.  He  studied  at  the  Hii^h  School  and  Unrrersky  of 
his  native  dty,  and  was  iicensed  to  preach  in  July,  1835.  After  a  period  of  ministcrU  eniploi>> 
ment  in  the  united  parishes  of  Larbert  and  Dunipace,  Stirlin|[^tre,  be  was»  in  Noveatbefi 
1836,  ordained  to  the  pastoral  char]^  of  St.  Peter's  Church,  Dundee.  la  1839,  he  acconpaaied 
a  deputation  from  the  General  Assembly  on  a  mission  to  Palestine.  He  died,  after  a  dMVt 
illness,  on  the  asth  March,  1843. 

JEHOVAH  TSIDKENU. 

"THE    LORD    OUR    RIGHTEOUSNESS." 

I  ONCE  was  a  stranger  to  grace  and  to  God, 
I  knew  not  my  danger,  and  felt  not  my  load ; 
Though  friends  spoke  in  rapture  of  Christ  on  the  tree^ 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  was  nothing  to  me. 
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I  oft  read  with  pleasure,  to  soothe  or  engage, 
Isaiah's  wild  measure  and  John's  simple  page ; 
But  e'en  when  they  pictured  the  blood-sprinkled  tree^ 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  seemed  nothing  to  me. 

Like  tears  from  the  daughters  of  Sion  that  roU, 
I  wept  when  the  waters  went  over  His  soul ; 
Yet  thought  not  that  my  sins  had  nail'd  to  the  tree 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu — ^'twas  nothing  to  me. 

When  five  grace  awoke  me  by  light  firom  on  high, 
Then  legal  fears  shook  me,  I  trembled  to  die  ; 
No  refuge,  no  safety,  in  self  could  I  see ; 
Jehovah  Tadkenu  my  Saviour  must  be. 

My  terrors  all  vanished  before  the  sweet  name ; 
My  guilty  fears  banished,  with  boldness  I  came 
To  drink  at  the  fountain,  life-giving  and  free : 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  is  all  things  to  me. 

Jehovah  Tsidkenu  !  my  treasure  and  boast ; 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  !  I  ne*er  can  be  lost ; 
In  Thee  I  shall  conquer  by  flood  and  by  field. 
My  cable,  my  anchor,  my  breast-plate  and  shield  ! 

Even  treading  the  valley,  the  shadow  of  death. 
This  **  watchword  "  shall  rally  my  faltering  breath  ; 
For  while  from  life*s  fever  my  God  sets  me  free, 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu,  my  death-song  shall  be. 


THE  SEA  OF  GALILEE. 

How  pleasant  to  me  thy  deep-blue  wave, 

O  Sea  of  Galilee! 
For  the  glorious  One,  who  came  to  save, 

Hath  often  stood  by  thee. 

Fair  are  the  lakes  in  the  land  I  love. 
Where  pine  and  heather  grow  ; 

But  thou  hast  loveliness  far  above 
What  nature  can  bestow. 
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.  It  is  not  that  the  wild  gftzdle 

Comes  down  to  drink  thj  tide  ; 
But  He  that  was  pierced  to  save  from  1m»11^ 
Oft  wandered  by  thj  side. 

It  is  not  that  the  fig-tree  grows, 
And  palms,  in  thy  soft  air. 

But  that  Sharon*s  fair  and  bleeding  Rose 
Once  spread  its  fragrance  there. 


Graceful  around  thee  the  mountains  meet. 

Thou  calm  reposing  sea  ; 
But  ah,  far  more,  the  beautiful  feet 

Of  Jesus  walk*d  o'er  thee. 

These  days  are  past :  Bethsaida,  where  ? 

Chorazin,  where  art  thou  ? 
His  tent  the  wild  Arab  pitches  there, 

The  wild  reed  shades  thy  brow. 

Tell  me,  ye  mouldering  fragments,  tell. 

Was  the  Saviour's  city  here  ? 
Lifted  to  heaven,  has  it  sunk  to  hell. 

With  none  to  shed  a  tear  ? 

Ah  !  would  my  flock  from  thee  might  learn 
•  How  days  of  grace  will  flee  ; 
How  all  an  offered  Christ  who  spurn. 
Shall  mourn  at  last,  like  thee. 

And  was  it  beside  this  very  sea 

The  new-risen  Saviour  said 
Three  times  to  Simon,  **  Lovest  thou  me  ? 

My  Iambs  and  sheep  then  feed  "? 

O  Saviour  !  gone  to  God's  right  hand. 

Yet  the  same  Saviour  still ; 
Graved  on  Thy  heart  is  this  lovely  strand. 

And  every  fragrant  hill. 
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Oh  !  ghre  me,  Lord,  by  this  sacred  w^Te^ 

Threefold  Thy  love  Divine, 
That  I  may  feed,  till  I  find  my  grave^ 

Thy  flock— both  Thine  and  mine. 


OUR  INDEBTEDNESS  TO  CHRIST. 

When  this  passing  world  is  done, 
When  has  sunk  yon  glaring  sun. 
When  we  stand  with  Christ  in  glory. 
Looking  o*er  life*s  finished  story. 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — ^how  much  I  owe. 

When  I  hear  the  wicked  call 
On  the  rocks  and  hills  to  fall ; 
When  I  see  them  start  and  shrink. 
On  the  fiery  deluge  brink  ; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — ^how  much  I  owe. 

When  I  stand  before  the  throne. 
Dressed  in  beauty  not  my  own. 
When  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art. 
Love  Thee  with  unsinnlng  heart. 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — ^how  much  I  owe. 

When  the  praise  of  heaven  I  hear. 
Loud  as  thunder  to  the  ear. 
Loud  as  many  waters*  noise. 
Sweet  as  harp's  melodious  voice. 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — how  much  I  owe. 

Even  on  earth,  as  through  a  glass. 
Darkly  let  Thy  glory  pass. 
Make  forgiveness  feel  so  sweet. 
Make  Thy  Spirit's  help  so  meet. 
Even  on  earth,  Lord,  make  me  know 
Something  of  how  much  I  owe. 
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Chosen  not  for  good  in  me, 
Wakened  up  from  wratli  to  flee^ 
Hidden  in  the  Saviour^s  side^ 
By  the  Spirit  sanctified  ! 
Teach  me,  Lord,  on  earth  to  show, 
By  my  love,  how  much  I  owe. 

Oil  I  walk  beneath  the  cloud. 
Dark  as  midnight's  gloomy  shroud  ; 
But  when  fear  is  at  tlie  height, 
Jesus  comes,  and  all  is  light 
BlessM  Jesus  !  bid  me  show 
Doubting  saints  how  much  I  owe. 

When  in  flowery  paths  I  tread, 

Of\  by  sin  Fm  captive  led ; 

Oft  I  fall— but  still  arise ; 

The  Spirit  comes — ^thc  tempter  flies  ; 

BlessM  Spirit !  bid  me  show 

Weary  sinners  all  I  owe. 

Oft  the  nights  of  sorrow  reign — 
Weeping,  sickness,  sighing,  pain  ; 
But  a  night  Thine  anger  bums — 
Morning  comes  and  joy  returns ; 
God  of  comforts  !  bid  me  show 
To  Thy  poor  how  much  I  owe. 


WILLIAM   McCOMB. 

William  McComb  was  born  at  Coleraine.  in  the  county  of  Londoadeny,  In  1793.  For 
nuny  years  he  carried  on  busine<>s  as  a  bootcseller  in  Belfast.  He  has  retinrd  firom  trade:  Mr. 
McComb  publiiJied  in  181 7.  "  The  Dir{fe  of  O'Neill ;"  in  laas.  "  The  School  of  the  Sat^Mth ;' 
and  in  1&49.  the  "  Voice  of  a  Year,  with  other  Poems.*  In  X864,  the  whole  of  his  p9*HF^ 
works  were  published  in  a  handsome  octavo  volume. 

THE  STILL,  SMALL  VOICE, 
z  Kings  xix.  iz,  zs. 

He  Cometh,  He  cometh,  the  Lord  passeth  by  ; 
The  mountains  are  rending,  the  tempest  is  nigh  ; 
The  wind  is  tumultuous,  the  rocks  are  o*ercast ; 
But  the  Lord  of  the  prophet  is  not  in  the  blast 
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He  oometh  He  oometh,  the  Lord,  He  is  near ; 
The  earth  it  is  reding,  all  Natnre's  in  fear ; 
The  earthquake's  approaching  with  terrible  form  ; 
But  the  Lwd  of  Sal»oth  is  not  in  the  storm. 

He  Cometh,  He  cometh,  the  Lord  is  in  ire ; 
The  smoke  is  ascending,  the  mount  is  on  fire  ; 
Oh  say,  is  Jehovah  revealing  His  name  ? 
He  is  near,  but  Jehovah  is  not  in  the  flame. 

He  cometh.  He  cometh,  the  tempest  is  o'er ; 

He  is  come,  neither  tempest  nor  storm  shall  be  more. 

All  Nature  reposes  ;  earth,  ocean,  and  sky. 

Are  still  as  the  voice  that  descends  from  on  high. 

How  sweet  to  the  soul  are  the  breathings  of  peace, 
"When  the  still  voice  of  pardon  bids  sorrow  to  cease ; 
"When  the  welcome  of  mercy  falls  soft  on  the  ear, 
**  Come  hither,  ye  laden, — ye  weary,  draw  near  I" 

There  is  rest  for  the  soul  that  on  Jesus  relies  ; 
There's  a  home  for  the  homeless  prepared  in  the  skies  ; 
There's  a  joy  in  believing,  a  hope  and  a  stay. 
That  the  world  cannot  give  nor  the  world  take  away. 

O  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove,  I  would  fly, 

And  mount  on  the  pinions  of  faith  to  the  sky. 

Where  the  still  and  small  breathing  to  earth  that  was  given. 

Shall  be  changed  to  the  anthem  and  chorus  of  heaven. 


CHRIST  IS  ALL. 

Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be, 
Jesus  shed  His  blood  for  me  ; 
Died,  that  I  might  live  on  high ; 
Lived,  that  I  might  never  die. 
As  the  branch  is  to  the  vine, 
I  am  His  and  He  is  mine. 
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Oh  !  the  height  of  Jesus*  love  ! 
Higher  than  the  heavens  above^ 
Deeper  than  the  depths  of  sea. 
Lasting  as  eternity ; 

Love  that  found  me,  wondrous  thought  I 
Found  me  when  I  sought  Him  not. 

Jesus  only  can  impart 
Balm,  to  heal  the  smitten  heart ; 
Peace  that  flows  from  sin  forgiven, 
Joy  that  lifts  the  soul  to  heaven. 
Faith  and  hope  to  walk  with  God, 
In  the  way  that  Enoch  trod. 

Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be, 
Christ  is  all  in  all  to  me  ; 
All  my  wants  to  Him  are  known. 
All  my  sorrows  are  His  own  : 
Safe  with  Him  from  earthly  strife, 
He  sustains  the  hidden  life. 

O  my  Saviour,  help  afford, 
By  Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  Word  ; 
When  my  wayward  heart  would  stray. 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way  ; 
Grace  in  time  of  need  supply — 
While  I  live,  and  when  I  die. 


JOHN  ROSS  MACDUFF,  D.D. 

The  Rev.  John  Ross  Macduff,  D.D.  was  ordained  minister  of  Kettins*  Forteshire.  fa 
1849.  He  was  subsequently  translated  to  the  parish  of  St  Madoes,  and,  in  185S,  was  invfted  10 
undertake  the  pastoral  duties  in  connection  witK  the  newly-erected  church  at  Sandyford. 
Glaai^ow.  Dr.  Macduff  is  author  of  numerous  religious  works.  His  more  esteemed  pabika- 
tions  are  "The  Memories  of  Gennesaret ; "  "  Memories  of  Bethany ;"  "  The  Story  of  Beth- 
lehem ;"  "  Footsteps  of  St.  Paul ;  •*  •*  The  Bow  in  the  Cloud ; "  "  Grapes  of  Eshcol ;"  ••  The 
Prophet  of  Fire;"  "Sunsets  on  the  Hebrew  Mountains;"  "The  FaithfiU  Promiacr;*  and 
"  Morning  and  Night  Watches."  He  has  published  a  small  rohime  of  hymas,  entitled  **  Akar 
Stones." 

BETHLEHEM. 

What  are  these  ethereal  strains 
Floating  o'er  Judaea's  plains  ? 
Burning  spirits  throng  the  sky 
With  their  lofty  minstrelsy. 
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Haik !  diej  break  the  midni^  trance 
With  the  joyous  atterance — 
"  GI017  to  God,  and  peace  to  men, 
Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem  ! " 

Quench,  ye  types,  your  feeble  ray ; 
Shadows,  ye  may  melt  away ; 
Prophecy,  your  work  is  done; 
Gospel  ages  have  began  ! 
Temple,  quench  your  altar-fires ; 
For  these  radiant  angel  •choirs 
To  a  ruin*d  world  proclaim — 
'*  Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem  I  ** 

PilloVd  is  His  infant  head 
On  a  borrowed  manger-bed  ; 
He,  around  whose  throne  above 
Angels  hymn'd  their  songs  of  love. 
Now  is  wrapt  by  virgin  hands 
In  earth's  meanest  swaddling  bands ; 
Once  adored  by  seraphim. 
Now  a  babe  of  Bethlehem. 

Eastern  sages  from  afar. 
Guided  by  a  mystic  star, 
FoIlowM,  till  its  lustre  mild 
Brought  them  to  the  heavenly  Child. 
May  each  providence  to  me 
Like  a  guiding  meteor  be, 
Bringing  nearer  unto  Him, 
Once  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem  I 


OLIVET. 

Oft  as  the  day-light  hours  were  gone, 
When  friends  forsook,  and  foes  beset, 

The  Saviour  of  the  world,  alone, 
Retired  to  pray  on  Olivet. 

c  c 
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And  still,  by  faith,  I  climb  its  steep, 
A  respite  from  earth's  cares  to  find  ; 

To  hush  dbtracting  thoughts  asleep 
Amid  the  Sabbath  of  the  mind. 

The  saint  in  glory  owns  and  sees 
A  brother  in  the  man  of  prayer ; 

The  little  infant  on  his  knees 
Is  kinsman  to  each  seraph  there. 

Oh,  may  I  cherish  more  and  more 
The  shelter  of  this  calm  retreat. 

And  realize  the  bliss  in  store 
For  those  who  love  the  mercy-seat ! 

When  ends  at  last  life's  little  day, 
Its  waning  sun  about  to  set. 

My  soul  would 'soar  to  heaven  away, 
On  wings  of  prayer  from  Olivet. 


^ 


JERUSALEM. 

Tell  me,  O  thou  captive  daughter. 
Why  the  sackcloth  on  thy  brow  ? 

Why  thy  children  given  to  slaughter, 
Made  in  servitude  to  bow  ? 

Heaven  proclaims  the  awful  story, 
She  has  slain  the  Lord  of  glory  I" 


<( 


She  who  once,  in  peerless  splendour, 
'Mid  the  kingdoms  sat  enthroned. 

Alien  now,  without  defender, 
Scom'd,  rejected,  and  disown'd  ! 

Nations,  read  the  thrilling  story. 

Lest  ye  scorn  the  Lord  of  glory  I 

Zion  I  shall  there  then  be  spoken 
"  Glorious  things  of  thee  "  no  more  ? 

Does  thy  God — thy  ramparts  broken — 
Still  forbid  thee  to  restore  ? 

Go,  and  wail  with  tears  the  story 

How  ye  slew  the  Lord  of  glory. 


JOHN  ROSS  BfACDUFFy  D.D. 

Lord,  make  bare  Thine  arm  to  safe  her, 
Let  her  exiles  cease^to  roam  ; 

Let  the  promised  time  to  &Tom>, 
Yea,  the  set  time,  let  it  come  ! 

Heralds,  spread  the  joyful  story, 

Jndah  owns  the  Lord  of  glory  ! 

Rise,  ye  prostrate  sons  of  Salem, 
God  once  more  is  on  your  side  ; 

Weeping  aliens,  come  and  hail  Him 
Whom  your  fathers  crucified. 

Teach  a  wondering  world  the  story 

How  ye  Urue  the  Lord  of  glory  ! 
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THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  SALVATION. 

Christians  !  hark  what  heavenly  chorus 

Wakes  the  echo  of  the  sky  I 
What  bright  spirits,  these  before  us, 

Throng  the  blissful  realms  on  high  ? 


Once  they  were  in  tribulation ; 

Sin  obscured  their  bright  array. 
Till  the  Fountain  of  salvation 

Wash'd  their  guilty  stains  away. 

Still  that  Fountain,  full  as  ever. 

All  alike  are  free  to  share ; 
Nor  can  guilty  sinners  ever 

Come  too  heavy-laden  there. 

Come  !  all  ye  whose  souls  are  dreary, 
Toss'd  with  fears,  with  doubts  distress'd  ; 

Here  is  shelter  for  the  weary, 
To  the  heavy-lade^  rest  I 

Lord,  we  come,  not  one  awanting  ; 

By  Thy  grace  our  souls  redeem  ; 
Like  the  hart  for  water  panting. 

All  would  drink  the  sacred  stream. 


C  C  2 
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We  come,  to  hear  the  joyous  story, 
And  to  vrash  ouitgannents  white, — 

Free  to  all  the  realms  of  glory. 
Endless  day  which  kno¥rs  no  ni^t. 


MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

Hasten,  Lord,  that  mora  of  gloiy 
When  the  worl4  shall  groan  no  more^ 

When  the  Gospel's  joyous  stoiy 
Shall  be  spread  from  shore  to  shore. 

Speed  the  glorious  proclamation ; 

Let  Messiah's  power  increase  ; 
Every  tribe,  and  tongue,  and  nation. 

Welcome  in  the  Prince  of  peace. 

Wake  your  echoes,  rocks  of  Kedar  ! 

Midian  !  Ephah  !  own  His  grace. 
"  Fir,  and  pine,  and  box,  and  cedar. 

Beautify  His  holy  place  ! " 

BlessM  time,  when  every  dwelling 
Shall  one  joyful  anthem  raise  ; 

Every  heart,  with  rapture  swelling. 
Thrilling  every  tongue  with  pndse. 

When  the  leopard  and  the  lion 
With  the  lamb  in  peace  shall  lie. 

And  within  the  earthly  Zion 
Dwell  the  love  that  reigns  on  high  ! 

I 

Firmament,  now  glowing  o'er  us. 
Mountains,  rivers,  isles,  and  sea. 

All  combine  to  swell  the  chorus 
That  will  ring  earth's  jubilee  I 
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MRS.  MACKAY. 

tCA&ST  MaCXAY  li  r1«n>titcr  of  Captain  Robert  Madoqri  vkiH  aftw  n/twnkag  from 
,MttledatHedff«ftflld.iievlBvenMMb  U  xtaow  dM  wm  niiad  la  bmrIv*  to 
Madcar.  of  IIm  Mth  Light  Influitnr.  afterwards  T  WMtaoaitf  ColoaaL  Mr*. 
kayhMpttbHshed**  The  Family  at  Heatherdale:''  "Sabbath  Moii^s;''  *'11m  Wydlff. 
i" -Lays  of  Laiiare  Hows;"  "False  Appearances ;"  and  soaMfti|fthr«piaon.  Her 
dar  lyilc,  "Asleep  hi  Jesas,"  waa  contributed,  hi  x^sa,  to  Tkt  ^assO^yH  am  anaaal 


ASLEEP  IN  JESUS. 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  blessM  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep» 
A  calm  and  widisturb'd  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes  ! 

Asleep  Jn  Jesus  1  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet  I 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 
That  death  hath  lost  his  veaom'd  sting. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  peaceful  rest. 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe  shall  dim  that  hour, 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be  ; 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high  ! 

Asleep  m  Jesus  I  time  nor  space 
Debars  this  precious  *' hiding  place  ;** 
On  Indian  plains,  or  Lapland  snows, 
Believers  find  the  same  repose* 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  far  from  thee 
Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be  ; 
But  thine  is  still  a  blessM  sleep. 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep  ! 
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TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Glorious  Spirit !  from  on  high. 
Sent  to  show  a  Saviour  nigh  ; 
In  the  darkest  hours  of  night 
Cheer  me  with  Thy  quenchless  light. 

By  Thine  holy  office  led. 
Testify  of  Him  who  bled ; 
Testify  how  Jesus  slain 
Rose,  revived,  and  reigns  again  I 

Turn  the  sinner  fipom  his  sin. 
Teach  him  how  the  crown  to  win. 
Bring  him  to  Immanuel's  feet. 
Lead  him  to  the  mercy-seat 

Thou  canst  make  the  soul  to  feed 
On  the  ever-living  bread  ; 
Thou  canst  calm  his  new-bom  fears, 
Dry  his  penitential  tears. 

Bid  him  hear  the  Shepherd's  voice. 
Think  of  Jesus  and  rejoice  ; 
Daily,  though  earth's  woes  increase. 
Thou  canst  sweetly  whisper  peace. 

While,  in  just  avenging  ire, 
God  is  **  a  consuming  fire," 
Yet,  Thou  new  life  giving  Dove, 
Thou  canst  show  how  God  is  love. 
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NORMAN  MACLEOD,  D.D. 

JISHBD  nriaister  of  die  Scottish  Church,  NORUAN  MACLROD  wu  bora  at 
1,  Argyleshire,  in  i8ts.  His  father,  who  bore  the  same  Christiaji  name,  was 
L  Cohunba's  church,  Glasgow,  and  Dean  of  the  Chapel  RoyaL  He  studied  at  tbtt 
of  Glasgow  and  Edinburgh,  also  in  Germany.  In  1838,  he  was  ordainal  minister 
,  Aynhire;  he  was  translated  to  Dadkeith  in  1&43,  and  to  the  Barony  parish, 
:85t.  In  1858,  he  received  the  degree  of  D.D.  His  principal  pubUcations  are 
St  Student,"  1854,  8vo ;  "  The  Home  School."  1856.  8vo ;  "  Deborali,'*  1857, 8vo ; 
Thread,"  x86x,  8vo ;  "  The  Old  Lieutenant  and  his  Son,"  z86a.  8vo;  and  "Eas^ 
9iro.  Dr.  Madeod  edited  The  Edittburgk  Christian  MaguMuu,  He  has  con* 
its  origin  Good  Words,  a  serial  of  which  the  remarkable  success  is  In  no  small 
to  the  popularity  of  the  editor.    Dr.  Madeod  is  one  of  Her  Majes^s  «'»*»p»»»i«f, 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 

Courage,  brother !  do  not  sttimble, 
Though  thy  path  is  dark  as  night ; 

There's  a  star  to  guide  the  humble : 
«*  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Let  the  road  be  long  and  dreary, 

And  its  ending  out  of  sight ; 
Foot  it  bravely,  strong  or  weary  ; 

"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Perish  "policy"  and  cunning. 
Perish  all  that  fears  the  light ! 

Whether  losing,  whether  winning, 
**  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right-*' 

Trust  no  forms  of  guilty  passion, 
Fiends  can  look  like  angels  bright ; 

Trust  no  custom,  school,  or  fashion, 
"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Trust  no  party.  Church,  or  faction ; 

Trust  no  leaders  in  the  fight ; 
But,  in  every  word  and  action, 

"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Some  will  hate  thee,  some  will  love  thee, 
Some  will  flatter,  some  will  slight ; 

Cease  from  man,  and  look  above  thee ; 
"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 
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Simple  rule,  and  safest  goiding ; 

Inward  peace,  and  inward  light ; 
Star  upon  our  path  abiding : 

"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  rigjit" 


RICHARD  MANT,  D.D. 

Richard  Mant  was  bora  at  Sonthampton,  oa  the  zath  Febnasy,  1774.  RIs  ftOer.  Dr. 
Mant,  was  rector  of  All  Saints'  church,  Southampton,  and  possessed  <fistiiictkm  as  aa  a^bor 
and  goieral  scholar.  The  subject  of  this  sketch  was  plaosd  at  Whichestcr  School,  ta  1789; 
he  afterwards  entered  Trinity  CoIIeg-e,  Oxford.  He  graduated  If.A.  in  zSm,  and  la  the 
foUowingf  year  was  ordained  as  curate  to  his  father.  After  different  cliaagcs,  be  »»«»'—»*.  hi 
z8io.  Vicar  of  Coggeshall,  Essex.  In  18x3,  he  was  appolated  doneslic  *-^T»»fa»  to  dte  Ar^ 
bishop  of  Canterbury.  In  1816.  he  obtained  the  rectory  of  St.  Botolph,  Bisbo|Mgata.  la  sSbow 
he  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  KUIaloe.  Ireland.  He  was  traasbted  to  tiie  see  of  Dowa  aad 
Connor,  in  1893.  His  last  promotion  took  place  in  1849,  when  he  accepted  the  biahopric  of 
Dromore.  He  <fied  on  the  snd  Nonrember.  Z84&  Bishop  Mant  was  a  moat  tolumiw) 
His  edition  of  the  Bible,  prepared  in  conjunction  with  Dr.  Geor^  D'Oyley,  is  held  la  1 
esteem.  He  published  an  "  English  Metrical  Version  of  the  Book  of  Psahaa."  ' 
Hymns  from  the  Roman  Breriary,  for  domestic  use,"  etc.  and  other  vorfcs  fai  verse.  His 
hymns  are  spread  over  his  different  worlcs. 

HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR.* 

Saviour,  who,  exalted  high 
In  Thy  Father's  majesty, 
Yet  vouchsaf 'st  Thyself  to  show 
To  Thy  faithful  flock  below ; 
Foretaste  of  that  blissful  sight. 
When,  arrayed  in  glorious  light. 
Beaming  with  paternal  grace. 
They  shall  see  Thee  face  to  face. 
Saviour,  though  this  earthly  shroud 
Now  my  mortal  vision  cloud. 
Still  Thy  presence  let  me  see ; 
Manifest  Thyself  to  me  ! 

Son  of  God,  to  TTiee  I  cry : 
By  the  holy  mystery 
Of  Thy  dwelling  here  on  earth ; 
By  Thy  pure  and  holy  birth, 

*  We  have  foHowed  the  example  of  Sir  Rouodell  Palmer  in  prrftttmg  only  foor 
out  of  nine  stanzas  of  this  composition.    It  is  contained  in  Dr.  Maa^s  "  Holy 
of  the  Church.** 
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O&pring  of  (he  Virgin's  womb; 
By  the  light  throng  midnight  ^ooi 
Bunting  on  the  shepherds'  gue ; 
Sj  the  uieels'  song  of  praise ; 
By  the  leading  of  the  alar, 
lie  eastern  sages'  guide  from  br ; 
By  their  gifts,  *ilh  worship  meet, 
OfTer'd  at  Thy  infant  feel  i 
Lord,  Thy  presence  lei  me  see; 
Manifest  Thyself  to  me  I 


Man  of  sorrows,  hear  me  cry  1 

By  Thy  great  humility ; 

BjF  Thy  meekly  bowid  head ; 

By  Thy  geulle  Spirit,  fled 

To  the  mansions  of  the  dead ; 

By  the  wound,  whence  issuing  flow'4 

Water,  mingled  with  Thy  blood. 

By  Thy  breathless  iKxly,  laid 

In  the  rock's  sepulchral  shade. 

Where  man  ne'er  before  reposed, 

Straitly  watch'd,  securely  closed; 

Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  sec; 

Manifest  Thyself  to  me ! 


Lonl  of  gloiy,  God  most  high, 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky, 
God  and  man,  to  Thee  I  cry : 
With  Thy  love  my  bosom  fill ; 
Prompt  me  to  perform  Thy  will  ; 
Grant  me,  what  Thou  bidd'st  to  do, 
What  Thou  prolfer'st  to  pursue ; 
So  may  He,  the  Sire  above. 
Guard  me  with  a  parent's  love; 
So  may  He,  the  Spirit  blest, 
Whbper  comfort,  hope,  and  rest ; 
So  may'st  Thou,  my  Saviour,  come. 
Make  this  frowaid  heart  Thy  home. 
And  manifest  Thyself  to  me 
In  the  Triune  Deity. 
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JESUS  OUR  LIGHT  ASp  SAVIOUR. 

Son  of  man,  to  Thee  we  ay : 
By  the  wondrous  mystery 
Of  Thy  dwelling  here  on  earth, 
By  Thy  pure  and  holy  birth. 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  us  see : 
Thou  our  Light  and  Saviour  be. 

Lamb  of  God,  to  Thee  we  cry  : 
By  Thy  bitter  agony, 
By  Thy  pangs  to  us  unknown. 
By  Thy  Spirit's  partmg  groan. 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  us  sec : 
Thou  our  Light  and  Saviour  be. 

Prince  of  life,  to  Thee  we  cry  : 
By  Tliy  glorious  majesty, 
By  Thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 
By  Thy  power  to  help  and  save. 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  us  see  : 
Thou  our  Light  and  Sa\iour  be. 

Lord  of  glory,  God  most  high, 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky, 
With  Thy  love  our  bosom  fill ; 
Help  us  to  perform  Thy  will; 
Then  shall  we  Thy  glory  see, 
Heaven  our  home,  and  we  with  Thee. 
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JOHN   MARRIOTT. 

B  REV.  John  Marriott  was  bom  at  Cottesbach,  near  Lutterworth,  Leiceitvshire,  in 
year  1780^  He  was  the  youngest  son  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Marriott,  owner  and  incumbent  of 
twbfh.  He  studied  at  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  and  took  honours  at  the  examination  in 
;,  tfaelSrst  year  that  public  bonoun  were  awarded.  He  was  ordained  in  1803,  and  after 
thy  various  cnradcs  was  appointed  rector  of  Church  Lawford,  WarwidEshire.  ^is  latter 
rs  were  spcat  in  the  county  of  Devon.  He  died  on  the  3xst  March,  xSas.  in  Us  45th  year. 
:  foOowinflr  liymn,  wliich  originally  appeared  in  Dr.  Raffles'  collection,  i|  hare  pitted  fimn 
S.  sqn>tt^  ^  tl>c  author's  son. 

A  MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

Thou,  whose  almighty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  flight ; 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray. 
And  where  the  gospel's  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

"  Let  there  be  light." 

Thou,  who  didst  come  to  bring, 
On  Thy  redeeming  wing. 

Healing  and  sight, 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind. 
Oh,  now  to  all  mankind 

•*Let  there  be  light." 

Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  Thy  flight ; 
Move  o*er  the  waters*  face, 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace. 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 
Let  there  be  light." 


«( 


BlessM  and  holy 
And  glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might; 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride, 
Thro*  the  world,  far  and  wide, 

"Let  there  be  light." 
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JOHN  MASON. 

John  Mason  stwBed  at  Clare  Han.  Cambridire-    Taking  orden.  Iia  1 

Northamptonshire.    After  an  intermediate  preferment,  he  waa,  la  1674, 

rectory  of  Water-Stratford.  Burkinghamshire.    In  1683.  he  pabHabed  **So«ga  of 

wiiich  indades  a  paraphrase  of  the  Song  of  Solmnon,  and  a  poem  00  DhreaaDdLaanHb    Hla 

death  took  place  in  Z694.    His  "  Select  Remafau."  consisting  of  practical  aqriagt  aad  ChrlNlaa 

letters,  were  pnbUshed  shortly  after  his  decease.    Mason  was  »  peraon  of  fCTMifcattopie^. 

His  "Songs  of  Fnise**  have  passed  through  many  editions. 

A  HYMN,  FOR  THE  EVENING. 

Now,  from  the  altar  of  my  heart, 

Let  incense-flames  arise ; 
Assist  me,  Lord,  to  offer  up 

Mine  evening  sacrifice. 

Awake,  my  love;  awake,  my  joy; 

Awake,  my  heart  and  tongue ! 
Sleep  not :  When  mercies  loudly  call. 

Break  forth  into  a  song. 

Man's  life  's  a  book  of  history  ; 

The  leaves  thereof  are  days ; 
The  letters,  mercies  closely  join'd ; 

The  title  is  Thy  praise. 

This  day  God  was  my  sun  and  shield. 

My  keeper  and  my  guide ; 
His  care  was  on  my  frailty  shown. 

His  mercies  multiplied. 

Minutes  and  mercies  multiplied 

Have  made  up  all  this  day : 
Minutes  came  quick,  but  mercies  were 

More  fleet  and  free  than  they. 

New  time,  new  favour,  and  new  joys 

Do  a  new  song  require ; 
Till  I  shall  praise  Thee  as  I  would. 

Accept  my  heart's  desire. 

Lord  of  my  time,  whose  hand  hath  set 

New  time  upon  my  score ; 
Then  shall  I  praise  for  all  my  time, 

VTbieii  time  shall  be  no  more. 


SAMTTIL  HXDUr.  397 


SAMUEL  MEDLEY. 

:.  MSOLSrvMboraift  CiMrinBe,  R«rtfadiUre,€Bfht«pd>Mbinlil  B««M 
wdtetcfc— lnLoadoa;  but,aoeMMihlng  thhwnpiojiiit.  W<t»tdth 
drfpna.  AfetUip«kMlh««waalimiiccrlotkec«iDonsornmiaB.  A 
rfcich  te  mcalMd  !■  a  a»al  «wi«aMat  wMi  dM  FKBck.  off  Cap*  LagiQib  to , 
to  Miljiiat  touMwl  farwmal  ■otfca.  Ha  «w  aov  bn»i«M  to  «  mhm of  hit 
kd  to  doM  with  th*  otiar  of  athatkn.  Eatcriaf  thaaWMyorfha 
,  In  i76f ,  a  can  tnm  a  congrtgadMi  at  Watfard,  Rmta.  fm  177% 
rod  to  IJffWtpoel,  «b«%  to  ira^k  a  iiiiaji^|>il  to  Bynai  Strtat'  waa  aradad  ftr  fcto 
Voa^ntatiMk  After  a  period  of  dedUi«  health,  ha  dtodaa  iha  17th  Ja^,  sHQb 
th  vaaa  trhaaptaRt  Tfaidieatioaof  hblattar  WiB.  Mr.  M  edlayli  hyiBM  ot%toa|y 
atodoahroadridoa.  lBX7«5appavadaMcaadadlllo«of  hl••*HyHMoa8atoctta^ 
Scr1ptBrib''oaalatotoffthiftr4b«rhjmma.  Offlilaattlaa>oritathlrdaditlo«,co«latol^ 
MVCB  hjawi,  vaa  paWhhad  to  1769^  naao.  la  1794  ha  prtoled  a  anuB  collactko  of 
I  amf  amr  proacwaf  •  a  Tonana  or  ityaHa  iraai  na  poBr  oowantoi^ 
llfeMKvooaBpodtioMkappaaradtoiaoo.   tOsaeaMtoworapafalited  hf 


CHRIST  OUR  KING. 

Not  of  terrestrial  mortal  themes, 
Not  of  the  world's  delusive  dreams 

My  soul  attempts  to  sing : 
But  of  that  theme  Divinely  true, 
Ever  delightful,  ever  new — 

My  Jesus  and  my  King. 

Oh  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 
Oh  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 

"Which  in  my  Saviour  shine  ! 
Td  soar,  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings. 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 

In  notes  almost  Divine. 

Upon  the  theme  I'd  ever  dwell. 
And  in  transporting  raptures  tdl 

What  I  in  Jesus  see ; 
Td  sing  with  more  than  mortal  voice, 
And  lose  my  life  amidst  the  joys 

Of  what  He  is  to  me. 

Prostrate  before  His  throne  Td  fall, 
And  bless  His  holy  name  for  all 

The  riches  of  His  grace ; 
Td  sing  how  glorious  power  subdued, 
I'd  sing  how  sovereign  love  renew'd 

The  vilest  of  the  race. 
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rd  sing  the  precious  blood  He  spilt. 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  Divine  : 
rd  sing  His  glorious  righteousness^ 
In  which  all-perfect  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shines 

rd  sing  the  charncters  He  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  He  wears, 

Exalted  on  His  throne : 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  His  glories  known. 

But  ah  !  I'm  still  in  clay  confin'd. 
And  mortal  passions  dog  my  mind. 

And  downward  drag  me  still : 
O  when  shall  I  attain  the  skies. 
And  to  immortal  glories  rise 

On  Zion*s  heavenly  hill  ? 

Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come, 

When  He,  dear  Lord  !  will  bring  me  home, 

And  I  shall  see  His  face : 
There,  with  my  Saviour,  brother,  friend, 
A  bless'd  eternity  1*11  spend, 

Triumphant  in  His  grace. 


CHRIST  OUR  LIFE. 

Jesus,  my  Lord  !  my  life  !  my  all ! 
Prostrate  before  Thy  throne  I  fell ; 
Fain  would  my  soul  look  up  and  see 
My  hope,  my  heaven,  my  all  in  Thefe. 

Here,  in  this  world  of  sin  and  woe, 
I'm  fiird  with  tossings  to  and  fro, 
BurdenM  with  sin,  with  fear  oppressed ; 
And  nothing  here  can  give  me  rest 
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In  Tftin  from  crefttnres  help  I  seek  : 
Thou,  only  Thoo,  the  word  canst  speak. 
To  heal  my  wonnds,  and  calm  my  griei^ 
Or  g^ve  my  monmfhl  heart  relief. 

Lord,  I  am  vile,  and  poor,  and  weak; 
Yet  will  I  for  Thy  mercy  seek ; 
I  therefore  cannot  turn  away, 
But  wait  to  hear  what  Thou  wilt  say. 

Oh  speak,  and  bid  my  soul  rejoice  ; 
I  long  to  hear  Thy  pard*ning  voice : 
Say,  *'  Peace,  be  still !  look  up  and  live  ; 
Life,  peace,  and  heaven  are  mine  to  give.*' 

Without  Thy  peace  and  presence,  Lord, 
Not  all  the  world  can  help  afford : 
Oh,  do  not  frown  my  soul  away  : 
Lord,  smile  my  darkness  into  day. 

Then,  filled  with  grateful,  holy  love. 
My  soul  in  praise  shall  soar  above. 
And  with  delightful  joy  record 
The  wondrous  goodness  of  my  Lord. 


RESIGNATION. 

Let  me,  Thou  sov'reign  Lord  of  all, 
Low  at  Thy  footstool  humbly  fall ; 
And,  while  I  feel  affliction's  rod, 
"Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

When,  or  wherever  Thou  shalt  smite, 
I'll  own  Thee  kind,  I'll  own  Thee  right. 
And,  underneath  the  heaviest  load, 
"  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

Dost  Thou  my  earthly  comforts  slay. 

And  take  belovM  ones  away  ? 

Yet  will  my  soul  revere  Thy  rod, 

"  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 
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Then  be  my  trials  great  or  small, 
There's  sure  a  needs-be  for  them  all ; 
Thus  then  Thy  dealings  I'll  applaud, 
"Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

Let  me  not  murmur,  nor  repine 
Under  these  trying  strokes  of  Thine, 
But,  while  I  walk  the  mournful  road, 
*<  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

Still  let  this  truth  support  my  mind. 
Thou  canst  not  err,  nor  be  unkind ; 
And  thus  may  I  improve  the  rod, 
«  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

Thy  love  Thoult  make  in  heav'n  appear. 
In  all  I've,  borne,  or  sufTer'd  here  ; 
Let  me,  till  brought  to  that  abode, 
"  Be  stm,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

Then,  when  my  happy  soul  shall  rise 
To  joys  and  Jesus  in  the  skies, 
I  shall,  as  ransom'd  by  His  blood. 
For  ever  sing,  "  Thou  art  my  God." 


THE  LOVING-KINDNESS  OF  GOD. 

Awake,  my  soul,  in  joyful  lajrs. 
And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise  ; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me  ; 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  free  ! 

He  saw  me  ruin'd  in  the  fall. 
Yet  lov'd  me  notwithstanding  all. 
And  sav'd  me  from  my  lost  estate  ; 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  great ! 

When  I  was  Satan's  easy  prey. 
And  deep  in  debt  and  bondage  lay, 
He  paid  His  life  for  my  discharge  : 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  large. 
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Thio'  nighty  hosts  of  cruel  foes^ 
Where  earth  tnd  hell  my  wmy  oppose^ 
He  ssfidy  leads  my  soul  along ; 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  strong  I 

When  earthly  friends  forsake  me  quite^ 
And  I  have  neither  skill  nor  might. 
He's  sure  my  helper  to  appear ; 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  near. 

Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
Prone  from  my  Jesus  to  depart ; 
And  tho'  I  oft  have  Him  forgot. 
His  loving-kindness  changes  not  1 

So,  when  I  pass  death's  gloomy  vale, 
And  life  and  mortal  pow'rs  shall  fiedl. 
Oh  may  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death  I 

Then  shall  I  mount  and  soar  away 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day  ; 
Then  shall  I  sing  with  sweet  surprise 
His  loving-kindness  in  the  skies. 

There  with  their  golden  harps  I'll  join. 
And  with  their  anthems  mingle  mine, 
And  loudly  sound  on  ev'ry  chord 
The  loving-kindness  of  the  Lord. 


MISS  MENNEL. 

antbor  of  "  Life's  Morning ;"  "  Life's  Evening ; "  '*Simdny  Honn,'*  and  otber 
HIS,  cUefly  intended  for  the  young.  The  following  hymn,  hitherto  dcacribed 
Jie  collections,  wu  composed  by  Mia  Mennel,  and  included  by  her,  alonfr 
lyrics  from  her  pen,  in  her  volume  of  "  Life's  Morning,''  pubUihed  by  the 
>ciety.    Miss  Mennel  formerly  resided  at  Brighton. 

GOING  HOME. 

)  no  home  but  heaven  ;  a  pUgrim's  garb  we  wear; 
is  mark'd  by  changes,  and  strew'd  with  many  a  care; 
led  with  temptation,  by  varied  ills  oppress'd, 
^s  experience  warns  us  that  this  is  not  our  rest 
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We  have  no  home  but  heaven ;  then  wherefore  seek  one  here  ? 
Why  munnur  at  privation  ?  or  grieve  when  trouble  's  near? 
It  is  but  for  a  season  that  we  as  strangers  roam ; 
And  strangers  must  not  look  for  the  comforts  of  a  home.   * 

We  have  no  home  but  heaven ;  we  want  no  home  beside ; 
O  God,  our  Friend  and  Father,  our  footsteps  thither  guide. 
Unfold  to  us  its  glory ;  prepare  us  for  its  joy, 
Its  pure  and  perfect  friendship,  its  angel-like  employ. 

We  have  no  home  but  heaven.   How  cheering  is  the  thought ! 
How  bright  the  expectations  which  God's  own  word  has  taught ! 
With  eager  hearts  we  hasten,  the  promised  bliss  to  share ; 
We  have  no  home  but  heaven — Oh,  would  that  we  were  there ! 


JAMES  MERRICK. 


James  Merrick  was  born  about  the  year  17x8.  In  1736,  he  entered  Trinity  College,  Oxford. 
Of  that  colleg^e  he  became  a  probationer  fellow,  in  May.  1744.  He  published  a  number  of 
works,  these  consistinfi^  chiefly  of  sacred  poetry,  and  contributions  to  ezq^ctkal  theology.  His 
paraphrased  version  of  the  Book  of  Psahns  is  held  in  much  esteem.  He  died  at  Reading,  oo  the 
5th  January,  1769.  Bishop  Lowth  has  described  him  as  "  one  of  the  best  of  men,  and  most 
eminent  of  scholars."  The  following  is  transcribed  from  his  volume  entitled  "Poems  on 
Sacred  Subjects."    Oxford,  1763.    8vo. 


ADDRESS  TO  GOD. 

God  of  my  health,  whose  tender  care 

First  gave  me  pow'r  to  move. 
How  shall  my  thankful  heart  declare 

The  wonders  of  Thy  love ! 
While  void  of  thought  and  sense  I  lay. 

Dust  of  my  parent  earth, 
Thy  breath  informed  the  sleeping  clay. 

And  call'd  me  to  the  birth. 

From  Thee  the  parts  their  fashion  took, 

Ere  life  was  yet  begun. 
And  in  the  volume  of  Thy  book 

Were  written  one  by  one. 
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Thine  eye  bdidd  in  open  view 

The  yet  unfinished  plan ; 
The  shadowy  lines  Thy  pencil  drew. 

And  formed  the  futnie  man. 

Oh  !  may  this  frame,  that  rising  grew 

Beneath  Thy  plasUc  hands, 
Be  studious  ever  to  pursue 

Whate*er  Thy  will  commands. 
The  soul  that  moves  this  earthly  load. 

Thy  semblance  let  it  bear. 
Nor  lose  the  traces  of  the  God 

Who  stamped  His  image  there. 

Thou,  who  within  this  earthly  shrine 

Hast  pour*d  Thy  qulck'ning  ray, 
Oh !  let  Thy  influence  on  me  shine. 

And  purge  each  mist  away. 
With  curious  search  let  others  ask 

TThrough  nature's  depths  to  see  ; 
Oh  I  teach  my  soul  the  better  task. 

To  know  itself  and  Thee. 


Teach  me  to  know  how  weak  the  mind 

That  yields  to  erring  pride  ; 
And  make  my  doubting  reason  find 

Thy  word  its  safest  guide. 
Let  me  not,  lost  in  learning's  maze. 

Religion's  flame  resign  ; 
For  what's  the  worth  of  human  praise, 

Compar'd,  my  God,  to  Thine  ? 

Keep  in  my  soul  the  strong  delight. 

The  hopes  that  in  me  rise, 
While  faith  presents  before  my  sight 

The  bliss  that  never  dies. 
O  be  those  hopes  my  only  boast, 

That  faith  my  whole  employ  ; 
Till  faith  in  knowledge  shall  be  lost, 

And  hope  in  fullest  joy. 

1>  l>  % 
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Wherever  I  turn  my  wakdnl  though 

Unnumber'd  foes  I  see ; 
Guide  of  my  youth,  fomke  me  not. 

But  lead  me  safe  to  Thee. 
As  on  I  pre^  distrust  and  doubt 

Dissuasive  step  between ; 
While  pleasures  tempt  me  from  widuxit, 

And  passions  war  within. 

Yet,  fix'd  on  Thee,  I  lose  each  fear. 

Each  vain  assault  I  brave ; 
I  know  Thee,  Lord,  not  slow  to  hear. 

Nor  impotent  to  save. 
O  cast  my  errors  from  Thy  si^tstf 

And  let  them  pass  away 
Unheeded  as  a  watch  by  ni^t. 

Or  as  a  cloud  by  day. 

So,  while  in  secret  thought  arraign'd, 

0*er  my  past  life  I  go, 
And  mark  how  oft  I  urg'd  Thy  hand 

To  strike  th*  avenging  blow ; 
So  oft  shall  my  repeated  lays 

My  thankftd  heart  declare, 
And  joy  to  celebrate  Thy  praise. 

Whose  mercy  deign'd  to  spare. 


HENRY  HART   MILMAN,  D.D. 

The  Very  Rbv.  henry  Hart  Milman.  D.D.,  was  bom  in  Londan,  on  the  toth 
February,  1791.  Hb  fkther  was  Sir  Francis  Milman,  Bart.,  phyaidan  to  Geoig«  111.  He  was 
educated  at  Eton,  and  Brasenose  Collie,  Oxford.  In  z8x7,  he  obtained  orders,  and  soon 
after  was  appointed  Vicar  of  St  Mary's.  ReadiniT'  In  >8x>  ^^  ^"X  elected  rirrfii  biiii  of 
Poetry  in  the  university  of  Oxford.  He  was  afterwards  appointed  Rector  of  St.  Iinisai«t% 
Westminster.  Since  NoTcmber,  1849,  he  has  held  the  office  of  Dean  of  St.  FnTk.  Dean  MB* 
man  ha*  composed  a  "  History  of  Latin  Christianity,'*  and  a  "  History  of  tlw  Jews ;"  Ike  ha* 
been  an  extoisiTe  contributor  to  TM4  Qumrter/jf  Revitw,  His  poedcal  worla  ware  patiiiihfrt 
in  z8|9,  in  three  volumes,  zamo. 

THE  CRUCIFIXION. 

Bound  upon  th'  accursM  tree. 
Faint  and  bleeding,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  eyes  so  pale  and  dim, 
Stxesjnm^  bloody  and  writhing  limb ; 
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Bf  tbeBesh,  with  soomges  torn ; 
By  tbe  trawn  of  twisted  thorn  ; 
By  the  side  10  deeply  pierced ; 
By  the  baffled,  bimiiiig  thirtt ; 
By  the  drooping  death-dew'd  brow  ; 
Son  of  man,  'tis  Thou !  'tis  Thou  I 

Bound  upon  th'  accnrsid  tree, 
Dread  and  awful,  who  is  Het 
By  the  sun  at  noon-day  pale^ 
Shivering  rocks,  and  rending  veil ; 
By  earth,  that  trembles  at  His  doom ; 
By  yonder  saints  who  burst  their  iomh ; 
By  Eden  promised,  ere  He  died. 
To  the  felon  at  His  side ; 
Lord,  our  suppliant  knees  we  bow, 
Son  of  God,  'tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou  t 

Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree. 
Sad  and  dying,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  last  and  bitter  cry ; 
The  ghost  given  up  in  agony  ; 
By  the  lifeless  body  laid 
In  the  chamber  of  the  dead  ; 
By  the  mourners  come  to  weep 
Where  the  bones  of  Jesus  sleep  ; 
Crucified  !  we  know  Thee  now  : 
Son  of  man,  'tis  Thou  t  'tis  Thou  I 

Bound  upon  th'  accursM  tree, 
Dread  and  awful,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  prayer  for  them  that  slew, — 
"  Lord,  they  know  not  what  they  do  I" 
By  the  spoil'd  and  empty  grave ; 
By  the  souls  He  died  to  save ; 
By  the  conquest  He  hath  won ; 
By  the  saints  before  His  throne  ; 
By  the  rainbow  round  His  brow  : 
Son  of  God,  'tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou  t 
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THE  LAST  DAY. 

The  chariot  1  the  chariot !  its  wheels  roll  on  Bxt, 
As  the  Lord  cometh  down  in  the  pomp  of  His  ire  ; 
S^-moving,  it  drives  on  its  pathway  of  dond. 
And  the  heavens  with  the  burden  of  Godhead  are  bow'd. 

The  glory !  the  glory  !  By  mjrriads  are  pooi'd 
The  hosts  of  the  angels  to  wait  on  their  Lord  ; 
And  the  glorified  saints,  and  the  martyrs  are  there^ 
And  all  who  the  palm-wreath  of  victory  wear. 

The  trumpet !  the  trumpet  1    The  dead  have  all  heard. 
Lo  I  the  depths  of  the  stone-cover'd  chamds  are  stirr'd ; 
From  the  sea,  from  the  land,  from  the  south  and  the  north. 
The  vast  generations  of  man  are  come  forth  I 

The  judgment !  the  judgment !    The  thrones  are  aU  set, 
Where  the  Lamb  and  the  white-vested  elders  are  met ; 
All  flesh  is  at  once  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord, 
And  the  doom  of  eternity  hangs  on  His  word  I 

Oh  mercy  !  oh  mercy  !  look  down  from  above. 
Creator  !  on  us,  Thy  sad  children,  with  love  ; 
When  beneath  to  their  darkness  the  wicked  are  driven, 
May  our  sanctified  souls  find  a  mansion  in  heaven. 


INVOCATION  OF  THE  REDEEMER. 

When  our  heads  are  bow*d  with  woe, 
When  our  bitter  tears  o*erflow, 
When  we  mourn  the  lost,  the  dear, — 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  1 

Thou  our  throbbing  flesh  hast  worn ; 
Thou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne ; 
Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear ; 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  I 

When  the  sullen  death-bell  tolls 
For  our  own  departed  souls ; 
When  our  final  doom  is  near. 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  1 
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Tbou  hftst  bow'd  the  dying  head. 
Thou  the  blood  of  life  hast  shed ; 
Thou  hast  filFd  a  mortal  bier  ; 
Gracious  Son  of  Maiy,  hear  I 

When  the  heart  is  sad  within, 
With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin  ; 
When  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear, 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  1 

Thou  the  shame,  the  grief  hast  known. 
Though  the  sins  were  not  Thine  own ; 
Thou  hast  deign'd  their  load  to  bear : 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  I 
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FUNERAL  ANTHEM. 

Brother,  thou  art  gone  before  us, 

And  thy  saintly  soul  is  flown 
Where  tears  are  wiped  from  every  eye, 

And  sorrow  is  unknown. 
From  the  burden  of  the  flesh. 

And  from  care  and  fears  released  ; 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

The  toilsome  way  thou  *st  travelled  o'er. 

And  borne  the  heavy  load  ; 
But  Christ  hath  taught  thy  languid  feet 

To  reach  His  blest  abode. 
Thou  'rt  sleeping  now,  like  Lazarus, 

Upon  His  Father's  breast. 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

Sin  can  never  taint  thee  now. 

Nor  doubt  thy  faith  assail. 
Nor  thy  meek  trust  in  Jesus  Christ 

And  the  Holy  Spirit  fail. 
And  there  thou  'rt  sure  to  meet  the  good 

Whom  on  earth  thou  lovedst  best ; 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 
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*'  Earth  to  earth,"  and  **  dnt  to 

The  solemn  priest  hath  nid  ; 
So  we  lay  the  turf  above  thee  bov. 

And  we  seal  thy  narrow  bed. 
Bat  thy  spirit,  brother,  soars  wmmf 

Among  the  iaithfol  bkst. 
Where  the  wicked  cease  finom  niwTJM^ 

And  the  weary  are  at  resL 

And  when  the  Lord  shall  snmmon  vs, 

Whom  thou  hast  left  bdiind. 
May  we,  untainted  by  the  world. 

As  sure  a  welcome  find. 
May  each,  like  thee,  depart  in  peaoe^ 

To  be  a  glorious  guest. 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 


JOHN  S.  B.  MONSELL,  LL.D. 


Thr  Rrv.  John  Samuel  Bemtt.ry  Motcsbll,  LL.D..  an  < 
was  born  at  St  Columb«i.  Deny,  on  the  and  March,  i8ix.  Hb  lather  was  Archdeaooa  of 
Derry,  and  Precentor  of  Christ  Church  Cathedral  He  studied  at  Trinity  College,  Dnblin.  od 
took  orders  in  1836.  He  became  Examininsr  Chaplain  to  Bishop  Maat,  aad  nftqwaids  was 
appointed  Rector  of  Ranona.  and  ChanceOor  of  the  diocese  of  Coanor.  In  iSsa.  be  was  pt«> 
■ented  to  the  ricaraffe  of  EKhatn.  Surrey.  He  is  one  of  the  Roral  Deans  in  the  see  of  Win. 
Chester.  Dr.  Monsell  has  published  several  volonies  of  sacred  lyric*.  These  arc  desi|;naced 
••Pariah  Muslnca;"  ** Spiritual  Sonfrs;"  "His  PreKncc  boC  Hit  Meawcy;*  -The  Beati- 
tudes ;"  and  "  Hymns  of  Love  and  lYoise.** 


GETHSEMANE. 

WouLD*ST  thou  learn  the  depth  of  sin. 
All  its  bitterness  and  pain  ? 

What  it  cost  thy  God  to  win 
Sinners  to  Himself  again  ? 

Come,  poor  sinner,  come  with  me  ; 

Visit  sad  Gethseman^. 
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Woold'st  thon  know  God's  wondrous  lore  ? 

Seek  it  not  beside  the  throne  ; 
List  not  angels'  praise  abore, 

But  come  and  hear  the  heavy  groan 
By  the  Godhead  heaVd  for  thee, 
Sinner,  in  Gethsemane. 

When  His  tears  and  bloody  sweat, 

When  His  passion  and  His  prayer, 
When  His  pangs  on  Olivet, 

Wake  within  thee  thoughts  of  care, — 
Remember,  sinner,  'twas  for  thee 
He  suffer'd  in  Gethsemane  ! 

Hate  the  sin  that  cost  so  dear  ; 

Love  the  God  that  loved  thee  so  ; 
Weep,  if  thou  wilt — but  likewise  fear 

To  bid  that  fountain  freshly  flow. 
That  gush'd  so  freely  once  for  thee 
In  sorrowful  Gethsemane. 


REDEEMING  GRACE. 

In  every  season,  every  hour. 
In  every  leaf,  in  every  flower. 
In  every  scene,  and  every  sound. 
Amid  creation's  wonders  found, 

My  soul  Thy  providence  discerns  ; 
And  whensoe'er  I  walk  abroad. 

To  Thee  involuntar'ly  turns, — 
To  Thee,  my  God  !  to  Thee,  my  God  ! 

The  glories  of  the  midnight  sky. 
The  evening  insect  humming  by. 
The  mightiest  and  the  meanest  prove 
Alike  Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  love  ; 

While  heav'n  and  earth  thus  both  combine 
To  raise  the  heart,  and  point  the  road 

That  leads,  thro'  blessings  so  Divine, 
To  Thee,  my  God  I  to  Thee,  my  God  ! 
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Bat  O,  bow  much  more  dear  to  txaoe 
The  wonders  of  Thy  world  of  grace  ! 
The  soul  that  by  the  cross  can  kneel. 
And  all  that  cross's  comfort  feel. 

Upon  the  Saviour's  healing  wings, 
Wasb'd  in  the  Saviour's  precious  blood — 

Redeem'd — regenerated  springs, 
To  Thee,  my  God  !  to  Thee,  my  God  I 


REST. 

Rest  of  the  weary, 

Joy  of  the  sad, 
Hope  of  the  dreary. 

Light  of  the  glad; 
Home  of  the  stranger. 

Strength  to  the  end. 
Refuge  from  danger, 

Saviour  and  Friend  ! 

Pillow  where,  lying. 

Love  rests  its  head. 
Peace  of  the  dying. 

Life  of  the  dead ; 
Path  of  the  lowly, 

Prize  at  the  end. 
Breath  of  the  holy. 

Saviour  and  Friend ! 

When  my  feet  stumble, 

I'll  to  Thee  cry  ; 
Crown  of  the  humble, 

Cross  of  the  high. 
When  my  steps  wander, 

Over  me  bend. 
Truer  and  fonder. 

Saviour  and  Friend  1 
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Ever  oon£sssing 

Thee,  I  will  raise 
Unto  Thee  blessings 

Glory,  and  praise  ; 
All  my  endeavour, 

World  without  end. 
Thine  to  be  ever. 

Saviour  and  Friend. 


"SOON  AND  FOR  EVER." 

"  Soon  and  for  ever :" 

Such  promise  our  trust. 
Though  ashes  to  ashes, 

And  dust  unto  dust ; 
"  Soon,  and  for  ever," 

Our  union  shall  be 
Made  perfect,  our  glorious 

Redeemer,  in  Thee  : 
When  the  sins  and  the  sorrows 

Of  time  shall  be  o*er. 
Its  pangs  and  its  partings 

Remembered  no  more. 
Where  life  cannot  fail,  and  where 

Death  cannot  sever. 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 

"Soon  and  for  ever." 

"  Soon  and  for  ever  " 

The  breaking  of  day 
Shall  drive  all  the  night-clouds 

Of  sorrow  away : 
"  Soon  and  for  ever" 

We*ll  see  as  we're  seen, 
And  learn  the  deep  meaning 

Of  things  that  have  been  : 
When  fightings  without  us, 

And  fears  from  within, 
Shall  weary  no  more  in 

The  ¥rariare  of  sin ; 
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Where  fears,  and  where  tears,  and  where 

Death  shall  be  never, 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 

"  Soon  and  for  ever.*' 

"  Soon  and  for  ever  '* 

The  work  shall  be  done  ; 
The  warfare  accomplish'd, 

The  victory  won ; 
** Soon  and  for  ever" 

The  soldier  la3rs  down 
His  sword  for  a  harp,  and 

His  cross  for  a  crown  : 
Then  droop  not  in  sorrow. 

Despond  not  in  fear, 
A  glorious  to-morrow 

Is  brightening  and  near ; 
When  (blessed  reward  of  each 

Faithful  endeavour) 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 

"  Soon  and  for  ever." 


INVOCATION  OF  CHRIST. 

Birds  have  their  quiet  nest. 
Foxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed  ; 

All  creatures  have  their  rest : 
But  Jesus  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 

Winds  have  their  hour  of  calm. 
And  waves — ^to  slumber  on  the  voiceless  deep  ; 

Eve  hath  its  breath  of  balm. 
To  hush  all  senses  and  all  sounds  to  sleep  ; 

The  wild  deer  hath  his  lair. 
The  homeward  flocks  the  shelter  of  their  shed  ; 

All  have  their  rest  from  care  : 
But  Jesus  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 
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And  yet  He  cune  to  fjbft 
The  wemiy  and  the  heavy  laden  lest^ 

To  bid  the  sinner  live^ 
And  ioothe  our  griefs  to  slumber  on  His  bfcast 

What  then  am  I,  my  God, 
Permitted  thus  the  path  of  peace  to  tread? 

Peace,  pnrchas'd  by  the  blood 
Of  Him  who  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head  I 

I — who  once  made  Him  grieve, 
I — ^who  once  bid  Hi^  gentle  spirit  monni, 

Whose  hand  essay'd  to  weave 
For  His  meek  brow  the  cruel  crown  of  thorn  I 

Oh,  why  should  I  have  peace  ? 
Why  ? — ^but  for  that  unchanged  undying  love 

Which  would  not,  could  not  cease^ 
Until  it  made  me  heir  of  joys  above? 

Yes  ;  but  for  pardoning  grace, 
I  feel  I  never  should  in  glory  see. 

The  brightness  of  that  face 
That  once  was  pale  and  agoniz'd  for  me. 

Let  the  birds  seek  their  nest. 
Foxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed ; 

Come,  Saviour !  in  my  breast 
Deign  to  repose  Thine  oft-rejected  head. 

Come,  give  me  rest,  and  take 
The  only  rest  on  earth  Thou  loVst,  within 

A  heart  that  for  Thy  sake 
Lies  bleeding,  broken,  penitent  for  sin. 


INGRATITUDE. 
Luke  xvu.  17,  z8. 

There  are  ten  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour ; 

In  wearisome  sickness  they  pine  ; 
They  are  whole,  but  is  this  their  behaviour  ? 

"  Ten  deansM ! — but  where  are  the  nine  ?" 
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Theycame^  all  one  sorow  ooiifesriiig ; 

Thej  kndt  with  ooe  pnjrer  at  Hii  shrine ; 
He  sent  them  all  bade  with  one  btesstag ; 

"  Ten  deansid  I— but  whae  are  tiie  ninet" 

They  were  one  in  the  season  of  dai:^er: 
How  many  own  mercy  Divine  ? 

Only  one  I  and  that  one  is  a  **  strtnger  ;" 
*'Ten  deansM  I— but  where  axe  the  nhie?" 

O  Savioiir !  how  oftenfo  sadness 
Oar  steps  to  Thine  altar  indine ; 

But  return  not  in  smishine  and  gladness : 
**  Ten  deansM  !— bat  where  are  the  nine?" 

We  shrink  from  the  pain  of  displeasure^ 
•WiU  not  study  its  loving  design ; 

All  we  want  seems  the  leisure  of  pleasure  : 
"  Ten  deansM  ! — ^but  where  are  the  nine  ?" 

The  vows  that  in  sidcness  and  sorrow 
Bound  us  over  tenfold  to  be  Thine, — 

Will  they  live  thro*  the  joy  of  to-morrow  ? 
**  Ten  deansM  ! — ^but  where  are  the  nine  ?** 

Better  far  our  afflictions  remaining, 
If  grace  with  the  chastening  combme. 

Than  to  call  forth  Thy  gentle  complaining, 
"  Ten  deansM  ! — ^but  where  are  the  nine  ?" 
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S  MONTGOmntY  was  bora  at  Trvine,  Aynhlre,  on  the  4th  Norembov  177X.  Rb  athar, 
Montgomery,  a  nathre  of  Ireland,  was  a  conrert  of  John  Cennkk,  and  a  preacher  fai  con* 
Ml  with  the  Morarlans.  In  his  sixth  year,  Montgomery  was  placed  at  the  Moravian  settle* 
of  FiUneck.  Yorkshire.  After  occupying  a  number  of  uncongenial  sitoatiaQS.  he  became, 
1  twenty-fint  year,  assistant  to  a  bookseller  in  Sheffield.  He  acquired  the  property  of  a 
newspaper,  wUch  he  successfully  conducted.  Having  incidentally  printed  a  patriotic 
for  a  street-hawker,  he  was,  in  1794.  subjected  to  three  months'  imprisonment  in  York 
e,  on  the  charge  of  conspiring  against  the  Government.  He  was  subsequently  confined 
irk  Castle  for  poblishiiy  an  account  of  a  riot  at  Sheffield.  It  was  on  this  occasion  that  he 
tosed  his  first  volume  of  poems,  which,  in  1797,  appeared  under  the  tHle  of  "  Prison 
sements.*  He  died  at  Sheffidd,  in  April,  1854,  in  his  eighty-second  year.  For  a  number 
srs  Mr.  Montgomery  enjoyed  a  (ivil  list  peaskm  of  £150.  He  is  one  of  the  most  graceftil 
itisfa  hymn-writers. 


PSALM  SEVENTY-SECOND. 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed  ! 

Great  David's  greater  Son  I 
Hail,  in  the  tiny  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begun  ! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression, 

To  let  the  captive  free ; 
To  take  away  transgression. 

And  rule  in  equity. 

He  comes,  with  succour  speedy 

To  those  who  suffer  wrong ; 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy. 

And  bid  the  weak  be  strong ; 
To  give  them  songs  for  sighing. 

Their  darkness  turn  to  light, 
"Whose  souls  conderan'd  and  dying, 

"Were  precious  in  His  sight. 

By  such  shall  He  be  feared, 

"While  sun  and  moon  endure, 
Beloved,  obey*d,  reverM  ; 

For  He  shall  judge  the  poor, 
Through  changing  generations, 

"With  justice,  mercy,  truth, 
"While  stars  maintain  their  stations, 

Or  moons  renew  their  youth. 
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He  shaU  come  down  lUce  ibowen 

UpoD  tbe  Ehiitflil  «arth  ; 
And  love,  joj,  hope,  like  flowa^ 

Sprii^  In  His  path  to  birth ; 
Before  Hicn,  on  the  mountains. 

Shall  Peace,  the  herald,  go  ; 
And  righteousness,  in  Ibuntaiiis, 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 
Arabia's  desert  ranger 

To  Him  shall  bow  the  knee ; 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

Hisglory  come  tosee; 
With  ofleiings  of  devotion 

Ships  from  the  bics  shall  meet. 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  Ocean 

In  tribute  at  His  feet. 
Kings  shall  fall  down  before  Him, 

And  gold  and  incense  bring ; 
All  nations  shall  adore  Him, 

His  praise  all  people  sing  ; 
For  He  shall  have  dominion 

O'er  river,  sea,  and  shore. 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion 

Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar. 
For  Him  shall  prayer  unceasing 

And  daily  vows  ascend, — 
His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end ; 
The  mountain -dews  shall  nourish 

A  seed  in  weakness  sown, 
Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flourish 

And  shake  like  Lebanon. 
O'er  every  foe  victorious. 

He  on  His  throne  shall  rest. 
From  age  to  age  more  glorious. 

All  blessing  and  all-blest; 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove; 
HUn! 
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GLORY  TO  GOD. 

Luke  ii.  13. 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang. 
When  Jehovah's  work  b^un. 
When  He  spake  and  it  was  done. 

Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  mom. 
When  the  Prince  of  peace  was  bom ; 
Songs  of  praise  arose  when  He 
Captive  led  captivity. 

Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day. 
God  will  make  new  heavens,  new  earth ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

And  can  man  alone  be  dumb 
Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 
No ;  the  Church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms,  and  hymns,  and  songs  of  praise. 

Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice ! 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

Borne  upon  their  latest  breath. 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death ; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 


GOOD  TIDINGS. 

Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory, 
Wing  your  flight  o*er  all  the  earth ; 

Ye  who  sang  creation's  story. 
Now  prodaim  Messiah's  birth; 

Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ  the  new-bom  King. 
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Shepherds,  in  the  field  abiding, 
Watching  o'er  your  flocks  by  night, 

God  with  man  is  now  residing, 
Yonder  shines  the  infant-light ; 

Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ  the  new-bom  King. 

Sages,  leave  your  contemplations, 
Brighter  visions  beam  afar ; 

Seek  the  great  Desire  of  nations; 
Ye  have  seen  His  natal  star. 

Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-bom  King. 

Saints,  before  the  altar  bending. 
Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear. 

Suddenly  the  Lord,  descending. 
In  His  temple  shall  appear; 

Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-bora  King. 

Sinners,  wrung  with  true  repentance. 
Doomed  for  guilt  to  endless  pains, 

Justice  now  revokes  the  sentence, 
Mercy  calls  you — break  your  chains ; 

Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 

DEPARTING  FRIENDS. 

Friend  after  friend  departs: 
Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  ? 

There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts, 
That  finds  not  here  an  end. 

Were  this  frail  world  our  only  rest. 

Living  or  dying,  none  were  blest. 

Beyond  the  flight  of  time. 
Beyond  this  vale  of  death. 

There  surely  is  some  blessM  dime. 
Where  life  is  not  a  breath. 

Nor  life's  affections  transient  fire. 

Whose  sparks  fly  upward  to  expire. 
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There  is  a  world  above, 

Where  parting  is  unknown  ; 
A  whole  eternity  of  love, 

Form'd  for  the  good  alone; 
And  £uth  beholds  the  dying  here 
Translated  to  that  happier  sphere. 

Thus  star  by  star  declines. 

Till  all  are  pass'd  away ; 
As  morning  high  and  higher  shines 

To  pure  and  perfect  day : 
Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  nig^t, 
They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light 


THE  PREPARATION  OF  THE  HEART. 

Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  aright. 
With  reverence  and  with  fear : 

Though  dust  and  ashes  in  Thy  sight. 
We  may,  we  must  draw  near. 

We  perish  if  we  cease  from  prayer ; 

Oh  grant  us  power  to  pray  ; 
And  when  to  meet  Thee  we  prepare. 

Lord,  meet  us  by  the  way. 

Burdened  with  guilt,  convinced  of  sin, 
In  weakness,  want,  and  woe. 

Fightings  without  and  fears  within. 
Lord,  whither  shall  we  go  ? 

God  of  all  grace,  we  bring  to  Thee 

A  broken,  contrite  heart  ; 
Give  what  Thine  eye  delights  to  see, — 
Truth  in  the  inward  part. 

Give  deep  humility  ;  the  sense 

Of  godly  sorrow  give  ; 
A  strong  desiring  confidence 

To  hear  Thy  voice,  and  live. 
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Faith  in  the  only  sacrifice 

That  can  for  sin  atone  ; 
To  cast  our  hopes,  to  fix  our  eyes, 

On  Christ,  on  Christ  alone. 

Patience,  to  watch,  and  wait,  and  weep, 

Though  mercy  long  delay  ; 
Courage,  our  Minting  souls  to  keep. 

And  trust  Thee  though  Thou  slay. 

Give  these, — and  then  Thy  will  be  done 
Thus  strengthened  with  all  might. 

We,  through  Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  Son, 
Shall  pray,  and  pray  aright. 


PRAYER. 

Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire. 

Uttered  or  unexpressed; 
The  motion  pf  a  hidden  fire 

That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh. 

The  falling  of  a  tear. 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye. 

When  none  but  God  is  near. 

Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 

That  infant  lips  can  try ; 
Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 

The  Majesty  on  high. 

Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice. 

Returning  from  his  ways, 
WhUe  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice^ 

And  cry,  **  Behold  he  prays  I " 

Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath. 

The  Christian's  native  air ; 
His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death,- 

He  enters  heaven  with  prajer. 
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The  saints,  in  prayer,  appear  as  one 

In  word,  and  deed,  and  mind  ; 
While  with  the  Father  and  the  Son 

Sweet  fellowship  they  find. 

Nor  prayer  is  made  by  man  alone  ; 

The  Holy  Spirit  pleads  ; 
And  Jesus  on  the  eternal  throne 

For  sinners  intercedes. 

O  Thou,  by  whom  we  come  to  God  ! 

The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way  ! 
The  path  of  prayer  Thyself  hast  trod. 

Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  ! 


ON  OPENING  A  PLACE  FOR  WORSHIP. 

Lord  of  hosts  !  to  Thee  we  raise. 
Here  an  house  of  prayer  and  praise ; 
Thou  Thy  people's  hearts  prepare. 
Here  to  meet  for  praise  and  prayer. 

Let  the  living  here  be  fed 
With  Thy  word,  the  heavenly  bread  ; 
Here,  in  hope  of  glory  blessed. 
May  the  dead  be  laid  to  rest. 

Here  to  Thee  a  temple  stand. 
While  the  sea  shall  gird  the  land ; 
Here  reveal  Thy  mercy  sure. 
While  the  sun  and  moon  endure. 

Hallelujah  !  earth  and  sky 
To  the  joyful  sound  reply  ! 
Hallelujah  !  hence  ascend 
Prayer  and  praise,  till  time  shall  end. 
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HENRY  MOORK 

TKB  REV.  HENRY  MOORB  was  born  at  Plymouth,  on  the  joth  March,  173s.  From  hfe  fiidker. 
who  was  pastor  of  a  dissenting  congregation,  he  received  liis  dementaiy  edacaliaB.  He  sai>- 
sequently  studied  at  the  academy  of  Dr.  Doddridge,  at  Northamptoo.  He  *M«^»"*t  iiiiw<«>fr  of 
a  congr^jration  at  Dulverton,  Somersetshire,  about  the  year  175$,  but  sooa  after  was  tms- 
lated  to  Modbury,  Devonshire.  In  1788,  he  removed  to  a  ministerial  charjge  at  U^eanl. 
ComwalL  He  died  at  Lislceard,  on  the  and  November,  iSoa.  After  his  decease.  Us  poetkal 
compositions,  along  with  a  memoir,  were  published  by  Dr.  Aikin,  under  the  tide  of  ** ) 
Lyrical  and  Miscellaneous,  by  the  late  Rev.  Henry  Moore;"*  London,  z8d6^ 


DIVINE  LOVE. 

My  God,  Thy  boundless  love  I  praise  ; 
How  bright  on  high  its  glories  blaze  ! 

How  sweetly  bloom  below  I 
It  streams  from  Thine  eternal  throne ; 
Thro*  heaven  its  joys  for  ever  run, 

And  o'er  the  earth  they  flow. 

*Tis  love  that  paints  the  purple  mom. 
And  bids  the  clouds,  in  air  upborne, 

Their  genial  drops  distil ; 
In  ev'ry  vernal  beam  it  glows. 
And  breathes  in  ev*ry  gale  that  blows. 

And  glides  in  ev*ry  rill. 

It  robes  in  cheerful  green  the  ground. 
And  pours  its  flow*ry  beauties  round, 

"Whose  sweets  perfume  the  gale  ; 
Its  bounties  richly  spread  the  plain. 
The  blushing  fruit,  the  golden  grain. 

And  smile  on  ev'ry  vale. 
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But  in  Thy  gospel  see  it  shine 
With  grace  and  glories  more  Divine, 

Proclaiming  sins  foi^ven  ; 
There  faith,  bright  cherub,  points  the  way 
To  realms  of  everlasting  day. 

And  opens  all  her  heaven. 
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Then  let  the  love  that  makes  me  blest 
With  cheerful  praise  inspire  my  breast, 

And  ardent  gratitude ; 
And  all  my  thoughts  and  passions  tend 
To  Thee,  my  Father  and  my  Friend, 

My  soul's  eternal  g^ood. 

Dart  from  Thine  own  celestial  flame 
One  vivid  beam,  to  warm  my  frame 

With  kindred  energy  ; 
Mark  Thine  own  image  on  my  mind  ; 
And  teach  me  to  be  good  and  kind, 

And  love  and  bless  like  Thee. 

ENDLESS  PRAISE. 

Hail  to  the  sovereign  power  that  broke 
The  strength  of  sin's  tyrannic  yoke, 

And  freed  our  captive  race, — 
Did  all  the  rage  of  hell  confound, 
And  gave  to  death  its  fatal  wound  ! 

All  hail,  victorious  grace  ! 

Hail  to  the  Friend  of  human  kind, 
Who  His  celestial  throne  resign'd 

To  succour  man  distrest  ; 
Who  could  unnumber'd  wrongs  forgive  ; 
Who  groan'd  the  rebel  to  relieve, 

And  bled  to  make  him  blest. 

To  Thee  our  lives,  our  souls  we  owe, 
Our  peace  and  sweetest  joy  below. 

And  brighter  hope  above  ; 
Then  let  our  lives,  and  all  that's  ours. 
Our  souls,  our  passions,  and  our  powers, 

Be  sacred  to  Thy  love. 

O  when  shall  that  dear  day  arise, 
When,  in  full  glories,  to  our  eyes 

Thy  beauties  shall  appear  ! 
Then,  with  a  far  sublimer  strain. 
We'll  praise  Thee  on  the  blissful  plain. 

Through  heaven'*  eternal  year. 
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THOMAS  MOORK 

THOMAS  MOORB  was  bom  In  Dublin,  on  the  aSth  May.  X779.  He  aftwfied  at  Trinity  CoQege. 
where  he  graduated  B.  A.  in  1798.  In  the  same  year  he  proceeded  to  Loadon,  and  with  a  view 
to  the  legal  profession  entered  himself  at  Middle  Temple.  In  1804,  he  was  appointed  regtstiar 
of  Bermuda ;  but.  not  relishing  the  situation,  he  committed  his  duties  to  a  deputy.  He  prose- 
cuted henceforth  a  literary  life.  His  brilliant  career  as  a  poet  was  acknowledged.  In  jBss,  by 
his  receiving  a  civil^ist  pension  of  iJjoo.  He  died  on  the  35th  Febmary.  tSsa.  His  memoir 
and  correspondence  have  been  published  in  eight  octavo  volumes,  under  the  editorial  care  of 
EarlRusselL 

MIRIAM'S  SONG. 

Exodus  zv.  90. 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o*er  Egypt's  dark  sea ! 
Jehovah  has  triumphed.  His  people  are  free  : 
Sing, — for  the  pride  of  the  tyrant  is  broken, — 

His  chariots,  his  horsemen,  all  splendid  and  brave — 
How  vain  was  their  boast,  for  the  Lord  hath  but  spoken. 

And  chariots  and  horsemen  are  sunk  in  the  wave. 
Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea  ! 
Jehovah  has  triumph'd  :  His  people  are  free. 

Praise  to  the  Conqueror  !  praise  to  the  Lord  I 

His  word  was  our  arrow,  His  breath  was  our  sword. 

Who  shall  return  to  tell  Egypt  the  story 

Of  those  she  sent  forth  in  the  hour  of  her  pride  ? 
For  the  Lord  hath  looked  out  from  His  pillar  of  glory. 

And  all  her  brave  thousands  are  dashed  in  the  tide. 
Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea  ; 
Jehovah  has  triumph'd :  His  people  are  free ! 


GOD  THE  ONLY  COMFORTER. 

Oh  Thou  !  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear. 
How  dark  this  world  would  be, 

If,  when  deceiv'd  and  woxmded  here. 
We  could  not  fly  to  Thee  ! 

The  friends,  who  in  our  sunshine  live. 
When  winter  comes,  are  flown  ; 

And  he  who  has  but  tears  to  give 
Must  weep  those  Irars  alone. 
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But  Thou  wilt  heal  that  broken  heut, 

Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw 
Their  fragnmoe  frcnn  the  wounded  part. 

Breathes  sweetneai  oat  of  woe, 

When  jogr  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers^ 

And  even  the  hope  that  threw 
A  moment's  spaikle  o'er  our  tears. 

Is  dimm'd  tad  vanished  too  I 

Oh,  who  would  bear  life's  stormy  doom. 

Did  not  Thy  wing  of  love 
Come,  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom 

Oar  peace-branch  from  above  I 

Then  sonow,  touch'd  by  Thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray ; 
As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day. 


THE  GLORY  OF  GOD  IN  HEAVEN. 

Thou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 
Of  aU  this  wondrous  world  we  see  ; 

Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night, 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  Thee : 

Where'er  we  turn,  Thy  glories  shine. 

And  all  things  frdr  and  bright  are  Thine. 

When  day,  with  farewell  beam,  delays 
Among  the  op'ning  clouds  of  even. 

And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 
Through  golden  vistas  into  heaven  : 

Those  hues,  that  make  the  sun's  decline 

So  soft,  so  radiant.  Lord,  are  Thine. 

When  night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom 
O'ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skies. 

Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plume 
Is  sparkling  with  unnumber'd  eyes  : 

That  sacred  g^oom,  those  fires  Divine, 

So  grand,  so  countless^  Lord,  are  Thine. 
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When  youthful  spring  around  us  breathes, 
Thy  Spirit  warms  her  fragrant  sigh  ; 

And  every  flower  the  summer  wreathes 
Is  bom  beneath  that  kindling  eye  : 

Where'er  we  turn  Thy  glories  shine. 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine. 


k. 


HANNAH  MORK 

Hannah  More  was  bom  at  Stapleton.  Gloucestershire,  in  1744.  Her  taAer,  who  was  i& 
orders,  conducted  a  foundation  school  in  her  native  town.  With  her  three  sistets,  Hasaab 
opened  a  boardinf^-sdiool  for  young  ladies,  first  at  Stapleton.  and  afterwards  at  Bristol  la 
her  seventeenth  year,  she  composed  a  pastoral  drama,  entitled  "  The  Search  after  Happsness." 
She  subsequently  devoted  her  pen  to  the  cause  of  religion  and  morals.  Her  works  became 
abundantly  popular,  and  realized  her  upwards  of  /TjOiOOo.  A  third  of  this  sum  she  bequeathed 
to  charitable  purposes.  She  died  at  Clifton,  on  the  7th  September,  1833.  Her  monairs  and 
correspondence,  in  four  volumes,  appeared  In  1834. 


CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 

Oh  how  wondrous  is  the  story 
Of  our  blest  Redeemer's  birth  ! 

See,  the  mighty  Lord  of  glory 
Leaves  His  heaven  to  \Tsit  earth. 

Hear  with  transport,  every  creature, 
Hear  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound  : 

Christ  appears  in  human  nature, — 
In  our  sinflil  world  is  found. 

Comes  to  pardon  our  transgression ; 

Like  a  cloud  our  sins  to  blot  ; 
Comes  to  His  own  favoured  nation, 

But  His  own  receive  Him  not. 

If  the  angels  who  attended 
To  declare  the  Saviour's  birth. 

Who  from  heaven  with  songs  descended 
To  proclaim  good-will  on  earth  : 
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I^  in  pity  to  our  blindness, 
They  had  brought  the  pardon  needed. 

Still  Jehovah's  wondrous  kindness 
Had  our  wannest  hopes  exceeded. 

If  some  prophet  had  been  sent 

With  salvation's  joyful  news. 
Who  that  heard  the  blest  event 

Could  their  warmest  love  refuse  ? 

But  'twas  He  to  whom  in  heaven 

Hallelujahs  never  cease  ; 
He,  the  mighty  God,  was  given — 

Given  to  us — a  Prince  of  peace. 

None  but  He  who  did  create  us 

Could  redeem  from  sin  and  hell ; 
None  but  He  could  reinstate  us 

In  the  rank  from  which  we  fell. 

Had  He  come,  the  glorious  Stranger, 
Deck'd  with  all  the  world  calls  great ; 

Had  He  lived  in  pomp  and  grandeur, 
Crown'd  with  more  than  royal  state, — 

Still  our  tongues,  with  praise  o'erflowing. 
On  such  boundless  love  would  dwell ; 

Still  our  hearts,  with  rapture  glowing. 
Feel  what  words  could  never  tell. 

But  what  wonder  should  it  raise. 

Thus  our  lowest  state  to  borrow ! 
O  the  high  mysterious  ways, 

God's  own  Son  a  child  of  sorrow  ! 

'Twas  to  bring  us  endless  pleasure 

He  our  suffering  nature  bore  ; 
'Twas  to  give  us  heavenly  treasure 

He  was  willing  to  be  poor. 

Come,  ye  rich,  survey  the  stable 

Where  your  infant  Saviour  lies  ; 
From  your  full,  o'erflowing  table. 

Send  the  hungry  good  supplies. 
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Boast  not  your  ennobled  stations  ; 

Boast  not  that  you*re  highly  fed ; 
Jesos — ^hear  it  all  ye  nations  ! — 

Had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 

Learn  of  me,  thus  cries  the  Saviour, 
If  my  kingdom  you'd  inherit ; 

Sinner,  quit  your  proud  behaviour, 
Learn  my  meek  and  lowly  spirit 

Come,  ye  servants,  see  your  station 
Freed  from  all  reproach  and  shame  : 

He  who  purchased  your  salvation 
Bore  a  servant's  humble  name. 

Come,  ye  poor,  some  comfort  gather ; 

Faint  not  in  the  race  you  run  ; 
Hard  the  lot  your  gracious  Father 

Gave  His  dear,  His  only  Son. 

Think  that  if  your  tiumbler  stations 
Less  of  worldly  good  bestow. 

You  escape  those  strong  temptations 
Which  from  wealth  and  grandeur  flow. 

See,  your  Saviour  is  ascended  : 
See,  He  looks  with  pity  down  1 

Trust  Him,  all  will  soon  be  mended  ; 
Bear  His  cross,  you'll  share  His  crown. 


MRS.  ELIZA  FANNY  MORRIS. 

Eliza  Fanny  GOFFR  is  a  native  of  London.  In  1849.  she  married  Mr.  Josiah  Mnris, 
now  sub-editor  of  The  MeUvfrn  Aews.  Mrs.  Morris  published,  in  1853,  **  The  Voice  a 
Reply,"  a  collection  of  ori^al  poems.  She  lately  issued  a  second  volume  of  verse,  < 
"  Life  Lyrics." 

THE  FATHER'S  VOICE. 

Poor  child  of  sin  and  woe, 
Now  listen  to  thy  Father's  pleading  voice ; 

No  longer  need'st  thou  go 
Without  a  friend  to  bid  thy  heart  rejoice. 
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I  know  thou  canst  not  rest 
Until  thou  art  from  guilt  and  sorrow  free ; 

Earth  cannot  inake  thee  blest ; 
Come,  bring  thy  soffering,  bleeding  heart  to  me. 

How  often  hi  the  hour 
Of  weariness  would  I  have  succoured  ^ee  ! 

But  thou  didst  spurn  the  power. 
And  scorn  the  heart  that  loved  so  tenderly. 

Oh,  what  on  earth  appears 
To  comfort  thy  distress  and  heal  thy  grief^ 

To  dry  thy  bitter  tears, 
And  offer  thy  poor  sinking  soul  relief? 

Thy  life  of  sin  has  been 
A  toilsome  path,  without  one  cheering  ray  ; 

Now  on  thy  Father  lean. 
And  He  will  guide  thee  in  a  better  way. 

Come,  leave  the  desert  land 
And  all  the  husks  on  which  thy  soul  has  fed. 

And  trust  the  faithful  Hand 
That  offers  thee  a  feast  of  living  bread. 

O  sinner  !  *tis  the  voice 
Of  One,  who  long  has  loved  and  pitied  thee ! 

He  would  thy  heart  rejoice, 
And  set  thee  from  all  sin  and  suffering  fr^e. 

Oh,  canst  thou  turn  away  ? 
It  is  thy  Father  that  invites  thee  near  I 

Nay,  sinner,  weep  and  pray  ! 
And  heaven  shall  hail  the  penitential  tear ! 
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JOHN  MORRISON,  D.D. 


The  Rev.  John  Morrison.  D.D.,  minister  of  Caaisbqr. 
with  Logan  and  others  in  preparing  the  Paraphrases  from  lacrcd  Sui|if«  wUdi  at 
used  by  the  Scottish  National  Church.  The  two  following  hymns  have  been  SKsibed  is 
Morrison.    He  died  in  1799.  » 


REPENTANCE. 

Come,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our  God 
With  contrite  hearts  return  ; 

Our  God  is  gracious,  nor  will  leave 
The  desolate  to  mourn. 

His  voice  commands  the  tempest  forth. 
And  stills  the  stormy  wave  ; 

And  though  His  arm  be  strong  to  smite, 
*Tis  also  strong  to  save. 

Long  hath  the  night  of  sorrow  reign*d ; 

The  dawn  shall  bring  us  light  ; 
God  shall  api:)car,  and  we  shall  rise 

With  gladness  in  His  sight. 

Our  hearts,  if  God  we  seek  to  know, 
Shall  know  Him  and  rejoice  ; 

His  coming  like  the  mom  shall  be. 
Like  morning  songs  His  voice. 

As  dew  upon  the  tender  herb, 

Diffusing  fragrance  round  ; 
As  showers  that  usher  in  the  spring. 

And  cheer  the  thirsty  ground  : 

So  shall  His  presence  bless  our  souls, 

And  shed  a  joyful  light  ; 
That  liallow'd  mom  shall  chase  away 

The  sorrows  of  the  night. 
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THE  SAVIOUR'S  ADVENT. 

Th£  race  that  long  in  darkness  pined 
Haye  seen  a  glorious  light ; 

The  people  dwell  in  day,  who  dwelt 
In  death's  snrronnding  night. 

To  hail  Thy  rise,  Thou  better  Sun, 
The  gathering  nations  come, 

Joyous  as  when  the  reapers  bear  v 
The  harvest-treasures  home. 

For  Thou  our  burden  hast  removed. 
And  quelled  the  oppressors'  sway  ; 

Quick  as  the  slaughtered  squadrons  fell 
In  Midlands  evil  day. 

To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  bom. 

To  us  a  Son  is  given  ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey. 

Him  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  peace, 

For  evermore  adored, 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 

His  power  increasing  still  shall  spread  ; 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know  ; 
Justice  shall  guard  His  throne  above. 

And  peace  abound  below. 
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JOHN  MOULTRIE. 


DBSCBXDBD  finon  a  Scottish  fiunOj  settled  for  several  geaeratlaM  at  Ckariolaa,  la , 
the  sul^ect  of  thb  notice  was  bora  cariy  In  the  ccntwy.  in  Great  Portkad  Street 
Square,  Loodon.  His  father,  the  Rev.  Geoive  Mooi^le.  held,  froa  ilBoto  rSis  tl>*  1^*^^ 
Cleobunr-lfortfancr.  Shropshire.  He  was  educated  drictf  at  Euo,  whew,  hi  iML  Mi  <Bt 
popular  poem,  "  Mjr  Brother's  GrmTe,"  was  written  and  pnbBshed  in  rkr  Etmitu.  Fna 
Eton  he  proceeded  to  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  where  he  obtafawd  a  schotarMp  ia  itt, 
and  graduated  in  1883.  He  took  orden  in  tflas.  and  in  the  same  jcar  was  appointed  ts  Ae 
rectory  of  Rugby,  his  pre^nt  office.  Mr.  Moultrie  has  pabOshed  **  The  Dnam  of  Ufe;' 
"Lays  of  the  English  Church;"  "Altars.  Hcartfis,  and  Graves;"  and  other  vohmes.  He«s 
a  contributor  to  Knit^*  QuarttHj  Magmtim.  The  following  hymns  by  Mr.  Moetok 
are  transcribed,  with  his  pet  million,  from  a  coUectloo  of  "FulmtaBd  Hyaas"  prcpvedbf 
him  for  the  use  of  Ms  congregathm. 

THE  CHURCH. 

Meek  to  suffer,  strong  to  save 
From  the  chambers  of  the  graye, 
Christ  the  steep  ascent  hath  trod. 
Up  to  the  right  hand  of  God. 

With  all  power  invested,  thence 
He  His  Spirit  doth  dispense, 
To  His  faithful  people  still. 
Quickening  whomsoever  He  will. 

Some  apostles,  prophets  some. 
At  His  gracious  bidding  come ; 
Pastors,  teachers  still  He  sends 
To  His  children  and  His  friends  ; 

For  the  help  of  those  who  faint. 
For  the  strengthening  of  the  saint ; 
That  the  Church  increased  may  be. 
For  the  body's  ministry : 

Till,  in  unity  and  love, 
Faith  and  hope  in  Him  above. 
To  the  measure  and  the  span 
Come  we  of  a  perfect  man ; 

Be  no  longer  to  and  fro 
TossM  by  all  the  winds  that  blow  ; 
Keep  the  truth,  nor  let  it  slip  ; 
Keep  the  Christian  fellowship. 
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By  no  cunning  sldght  enticed 
From  our  perfect  trust  in  Christ ; 
Close,  compact  in  joint  and  limb 
May  we  all  grow  up  in  Him. 


A  SUNDAY-SCHOOL  HYMN. 

O  Lord,  a  wondrous  story 

Our  ears  have  heard  of  Thee, 
How  Thou  didst  leave  Thy  glory 

A  little  child  to  be  ; 
And  here  in  lowly  station 

Didst  suifer  childhood's  woes. 
And  feel  each  sharp  temptation 

Which  e'en  our  childhood  knows. 

And,  in  Thy  manhood's  meekness. 

Thy  hands  were  spread  to  bless 
Sweet  childhood's  smiling  weakness 

With  many  a  mild  caress. 
Young  babes  Thou  lov'st  to  cherish, 

As  on  a  parent's  knee  ; 
Nor  would'st  that  one  should  perish, 

But  all  be  taught  of  Thee. 

Help  then  our  weak  endeavour 

To  make  Thy  gospel  known. 
And  seal,  O  Lord,  for  ever. 

These  little  ones  Thine  own. 
Thy  Church's  nurslings  gather 

Beneath  Thy  sheltering  wing  ; 
Be  Thou  their  Friend  and  Father, 

Redeemer,  Guide,  and  King. 


CHILDREN'S  HYMN. 

Source  of  wisdom,  past  and  present. 
Fount  of  love  which  ne'er  shall  cease, 

Thou,  whose  ways  are  always  pleasant. 
Thou,  whose  paths  are  perfect  peace ; 


¥  ¥ 
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Though  our^ongues,  which  lisp  and  fiUter, 
Thy  transcendent  praise  bedim. 

Hear  tis  now,  before  Thine  altar, 
Chant  our  artless  infant  hymn. 

Vain,  without  Thy  aid,  the  teaching 

E'en  by  Christian  kindness  given; 
Hear  us  now  that  aid  beseeching, 

Help  us  from  Thy  highest  heaven. 
Grant  us,  in  ungrudging  measure, 

Grace,  whereby  all  good  is  wrought; 
Guide  us  to  Thy  heavenly  treasure, 

Bless  Thy  teachers  and  Thy  taught. 

So  from  homes  of  humble  gladness, — 

So  from  hearths  by  wealth  despised. 
Where,  alike  in  joy  and  sadness, 

Wisdom-s  word  is  known  and  prized, — 
From  the  plough,  the  loom,  the  spindle. 

Hymns  of  praise  shall  still  be  pour'd ; 
Hearts  with  grateful  love  shall  kindle 

Toward  their  Saviour  and  their  Lord. 


JOHN   MASON   NEALE,  D.D. 

THE  Rbv.  John  Mason  Nbale,  D.D.,  was  bom  about  the  year  zSit.  He  stoded  at  TrWtj 
College.  Cambridge,  where  he  graduated  in  184a.  He  was  elected  warden  of  SackriUe  CoOcfe. 
East  Grinstead,  an  appointment  which  he  retained  to  the  period  of  hb  decease.  At  CaabrUce 
he  obtained  the  Members'  Price,  in  1838,  and  gained  on  nine  several  fwxaiiotw  the  Statooiia 
Prize  for  the  best  English  poem  on  a  sacred  subject.  He  published  "  Hjnnns  for  Childrcs.* 
and  "  Hymns  for  the  Sick  ;"  abo  two  volumes  of  metrical  translatiaos,  entitled  **  Mediaeval 
Hymns'*  and  "Hymns  of  the  Eastern  Church."  Among  his  extensive  prose  wiidiigs  are 
"  Ayton  Priory,"  "  Shepperton  Manor,"  "  Agnes  de  Tracey,"— worics  of  ftctioa ;  and  many 
historical  works,  chiefly  intended  for  the  young.  His  "  Histocy  of  the  Holy  Eastern  aHtrch." 
and  "  History  of  the  Patriarchate  of  Alexandria,"  are  well  known.  Dr.  NmIc  died  <m  the 
8th  August,  z866. 

EVENING. 

The  day,  O  Lord,  is  spent ; 
Abide  with  us,  and  rest ; 
Our  hearts'  desires  are  fully  bent 
On  making  Thee  our  guest 
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We  have  not  reach'd  that  land, 
That  happy  land,  as  yet. 
Where  holy  angels  round  Thee  stand. 
Whose  son  can  never  set 

Our  son  is  sinking  now; 
Our  day  is  almost  o'er; 
O  Son  of  righteousness,  do  Thoa 
Shine  on  us  evermore  ! 

From  men  below  the  skies, 
And  all  the  heavenly  host, 
To  God  the  Father  praise 
The  Son  and  Holy  Ghost 


CHRIST  HATH  RISEN. 

The  foe  behind,  the  deep  before. 

Our  hosts  have  dared  and  past  the  sea; 
And  Pharaoh's  warriors  strew  the  shore, 
And  Israel's  ransom'd  tribes  are  free. 
Lift  up,  lift  up  your  voices  now  ! 
The  whole  wide  world  rejoices  now  I 
The  Lord  hath  triumph'd  gloriously ! 
The  Lord  shall  reign  victoriously  ! 
Happy  morrow. 
Turning  sorrow 

Into  peace  and  mirth  ! 
Bondage  ending, 
Love  descending 
O'er  the  earth  I 
Seals  assuring, 
Guards  securing, 

Watch  His  earthly  prison ; 
Seals  are  shattered, 
Guards  are  scatter'd, 
Christ  hath  risen. 

No  longer  must  the  mourners  weep. 
Nor  call  departed  Christians  dead ; 

For  death  is  hallow'd  into  sleep. 
And  every  grave  becomes  a  bed. 

Y  Y  % 


^ 
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Now,  once  more^ 

Eden's  door 
Open  stands  to  mortal  eyes; 
For  Christ  hath  risen,  and  men  shall  rise. 

Now,  at  last, 

Old  things  past, 
Hope  and  joy  and  peace  begin  ; 
For  Christ  hath  won,  and  man  shall  win. 

It  is  not  exile,  rest  on  high ; 

It  is  not  sadness,  peace  from  strife  ; 
To  fall  asleep  is  not  to  die ; 
To  dwell  with  Christ  is  better  Hfe. 
Where  our  banner  leads  us. 

We  may  safely  go ; 
When  our  Chief  precedes  us, 

We  may  face  the  foe. 
His  right  arm  is  o'er  us. 

He  will  guide  us  through  ; 
Christ  hath  gone  before  us  ; 
Christians,  follow  you ! 

He  shall  soon  deliver 
From  every  woe, 
Alleluia  ! 
If  His  paths  ye  tread. 
Pleasures  as  a  river 
Shall  round  you  flow  ; 
Alleluia  ! 
When  ye  see  your  Head. 


With  loins  upgirt,  and  staff  in  hand. 
And  hasty  mien  and  sandaled  feet. 

Around  the  paschal  feast  we  stand. 
And  of  the  paschal  Lamb  we  eat. 


So  shall  He  collect  us,  direct  us,  protect  as, 

From  Egypt's  strand ; 
So  shall  He  precede  us,  and  feed  us,  and  lead  us, 

To  Canaan's  land. 
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Toils  tad  htM  anailiiig^  friaids  quaiUog^  hearts  fidlin^ 

Shsll  threat  in  vain. 
If  He  he  proridin^  presidfaig^  and  guidfaig 

To  Him  again. 

Christ,  our  Leader,  Monarch,  Pleader,  Isteroeder, 

Praise  we^  and  adore ; 
Exaltatiop,  Tenerstion,  gratohttion 

Bringing  erennore  I 

Once  despised  and  .once  rejected 
Was  this  stone,  that  now,  elected 
To  a  comer-stone,  perfected. 
As  a  ^orioos  trophy  stands  erected. 

Amen* 


JOHN  NEEDHAM. 


BV.  JOHN  Nbbdham  was  dected  co-pastor  of  the  Fldi^r  Bapdat  dmrch,  Bristol, 
^  year  1747.  In  175a,  he  proceeded  to  another  church  in  that  dty.  He  pubHshed 
«•  Devotiooal  and  Moral,  on  Tsrioua  subjects,**  ^fo.,  in  ijt8.  His  death  took  plac*  la 
eyear. 

THE  LOST  SHEEP  FOUND. 

When  some  kind  shepherd  from  his  fold 

Has  lost  a  straying  sheep, 
Through  vales,  o'er  hills,  he  anxious  roves, 

And  dimhs  the  mountain's  steep ; 

Bnt  O,  the  joy !  the  transport  sweet  I 

When  he  the  wand'rer  finds ; 
Up  in  his  arms  he  takes  his  charge^ 

And  to  his  shoulders  binds. 

Homeward  he  hastes  to  tell  his  joys. 

And  make  his  bliss  complete ; 
The  neighbonrs  hear  the  news,  and  aU 

The  joyful  shepherd  greet 
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Such  and  much  greater  is  the  joy 
When  but  one  sinner  turns  ; 

When  the  poor  wretch,  with  broken  heart, 
His  sins  and  errors  mourns. 

Pleas'd  with  the  news,  the  saints  below 
In  songs  their  tongues  employ; 

Beyond  the  skies  the  tidings  go, 
And  heaven  is  fill*d  with  joy. 

Well  pleased,  the  Father  sees  and  hears 
The  conscious  sinner  weep ; 

Jesus  receives  him  in  His  arms, 
And  owns  him  for  His  sheep. 

Nor  angels  can  their  joys  contain. 

But  kindle  with  new  fire ; 
A  wandering  sheep  's  retum'd,  they  sing, 

And  strike  the  sounding  lyre. 


JOHN   NEWTON. 


John  Nbwton  was  born  In  London,  on  the  a4th  July,  1735.  In  his  deroidi  ytiar.  Us  fiid«r, 
who  was  a  commander  in  the  Mediterranean  trade,  took  him  with  him  to  sea.  With  nrrari'r*' 
Interludes  of  reflection,  he  pursued  a  course  of  licentiousness.  In  1743.  he  was  pressed  into  the 
naTy.  He  subsequently  became  a  slave  purchaser  at  Sierra  Leone.  He  reCumed  to  Eaglsad 
In  1748.  During  the  voyage  hb  vessel  was  in  the  most  imminent  peril  in  a  storm,  and  he  was 
led  to  cry  earnestly  to  God  for  deliverance.  The  prayer  was  heard ;  he  becaaae  a  dfligcBt 
student  ck  the  Scriptures,  and  a  sincere  penitent.  After  a  few  voyages,  he  abaadaned  the 
nautical  profession,  and  entered  the  ministry.  He  was  ordained  cnrate  of  dney  in  1764,  and 
there  composed  his  hymns,  which,  along  with  those  written  by  Cowper.  were  pabHdied  andcr 
the  title  of  "  Olney  Hymns."  In  1780,  he  was  preferred  to  the  rectory  of  SL  Marf  Woolaoch. 
Lombard  Street,  London.  His  death  took  place  on  the  sist  December,  1807.  Ncwtoal 
theological  writings,  and  many  of  his  hymns  are  held  ia  high 


"ASK  WHAT  I  SHALL  GIVE  THEE." 

Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  city  of  our  God ; 
He,  whose  word  cannot  be  broken, 

Form'd  thee  for  His  own  abode. 
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On  the  Rock  of  ages  founded, 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose  ? 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded, 

Thou  may'st  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

See,  the  streams  of  living  waters^ 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters. 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove. 
Who  can  faint,  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  t'assuage  ; 
Grace  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  Giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age  t 

Round  each  habitation  hov'ring, 

See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear, 
For  a  glory  and  a  covering — 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near. 
Thus  deriving  from  their  banner 

Light  by  night,  and  shade  by  day, 
Safe  they  feed  upon  the  manna 

Which  He  gives  them  when  they  pray. 

Blest  inhabitants  of  Zion, 

Wash*d  in  the  Redeemer's  blood  ! 
Jesus,  whom  their  souls  rely  on. 

Makes  them  kings  and  priests  to  God. 
'Tis  His  love  His  people  raises 

Over  self  to  reign  as  kings ; 
And  as  priests.  His  solemn  praises 

Each  for  a  thank-offering  brings. 

Saviour,  if  of  Zion's  city 

I,  through  grace  a  member  am. 
Let  the  world  deride  or  pity : 

I  will  glory  in  Thy  name. 
Fading  is  the  worldling's  pleasure. 

All  his  boasted  pomp  and  show  ; 
Solid  joys  and  lasting  treasure 

None  but  Zion's  children  know. 
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"THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare ; 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer ; 
He  Himself  has  bid  thee  pray. 
Therefore  will  not  say  thee  nay. 

Thou  art  coming  to  a  King, — 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring  ; 
For  His  grace  and  power  are  sncfa. 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much. 

With  my  burden  I  begin  ; 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin  ; 
Let  Thy  blood,  for  sinners  spOt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  guilt. 

Lord,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest  ; 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 
There  Thy  blood -bought  right  mflmta^n^ 
And  without  a  rival  reign. 

As  the  image  in  the  glass 
Answers  the  beholder's  face. 
Thus  imto  my  heart  appear ; 
Print  Thine  own  resemblance  there. 

WhOe  I  am  a  pilgrim  here. 

Let  Thy  love  my  spirit  cheer ; 

As  my  Guide,  my  Guard,  my  Friend, 

Lead  me  to  my  joume/s  end. 

Show  me  what  I  have  to  do, 
Ev'ry  hour  my  strength  renew  ; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith. 
Let  me  die  Thy  people's  death. 

THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 

Day  of  judgment !  day  of  wonders  I 
Hark  the  trumpet's  awful  sound. 

Louder  than  a  thousand  thunders, 
Shakes  the  vast  creation  round  I 

How  the  summons 
Will  the  sinnei^s  heart  confomid  I 


JOHN  NEWTON.  44I 

See  the  Judge,  our  natnre  wearing^ 

Cloth*d  in  majesty  Divine  I 
You,  who  long  for  His  appearing, 

Then  shall  say,  «*  This  God  is  mine" 
Gracious  Saviour, 

Own  me  in  that  day  for  Thine. 

At  His  call  the  dead  awaken. 

Rise  to  life  from  earth  and  sea ; 
All  the  pow'rs  of  nature,  shaken 

By  His  looks,  prepare  to  flee. 
Careless  sinner, 

What  will  then  become  of  thee  ! 

Horrors  past  imagination 

Will  surprise  your  trembling  heart, 
When  you  hear  your  condemnation — 

"Hence,  accursed  wretch,  depart! 
Thou,  with  Satan 

And  his  angels  have  thy  part" 

Satan,  who  now  tries  to  please  you. 

Lest  you  timely  warning  take. 
When  that  word  is  past,  will  seize  you, — 

Plunge  you  in  the  burning  lake. 
Think,  poor  sinner. 

Thy  eternal  all's  at  stake. 

But  to  those  who  ]iave  confessM, 

Loved,  and  served  the  Lord  below. 
He  will  say,  **  Come  near,  ye  bless^ 

See  the  kingdom  I  bestow. 
You  for  ever 

Shall  my  love  and  glory  know." 


Under  sorrows  and  reproaches. 
May  this  thought  your  courage  raise  ! 

Swiftly  God's  great  day  approaches. 
Sighs  shall  then  be  changed  to  praise. 

We  shall  triumph 
When  the  world  is  in  a  blaze. 
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NONE  DESIRED  BESIDE  JESUS. 

How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  honrs. 

When  Jesus  no  longer  I  see  ; 
Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds,  and  sweet  flow'rs 

Have  lost  all  their  sweetness  with  me. 
The  midsummer  sun  shines  but  dim^^ 

The  fields  strive  in  vain  to  look  ga^ 
But  when  I  am  happy  in  Him, 

December's  as  pleasant  as  May. 

His  name  yields  the  richest  perfume, 

And  sweeter  than  music  His  voice  ; 
His  presence  disperses  my  gloom. 

And  makes  all  within  me  rejoice; 
I  should,  were  He  alwa3rs  so  nigh. 

Have  nothing  to  wish  or  to  fear  ; 
No  mortal  so  happy  as  I, 

My  siunmer  would  last  all  the  year. 

Content  with  beholding  His  face. 

My  all  to  His  pleasure  resigned  ; 
No  changes  of  season  or  place 

Would  make  any  change  in  my  mind ; 
While  blessed  with  a  sense  of  His  love, 

A  palace  a  toy  would  appear  ; 
And  prisons  would  palaces  prove. 

If  Jesus  would  dwell  with  me  there. 

Dear  Lord,  if  indeed  I  am  Thine, 

If  Thou  art  my  sun  and  my  song ; 
Say,  why  do  I  languish  and  pine, 

And  why  are  my  winters  so  long  ? 
Oh,  drive  these  dark  clouds  from  my  sky. 

Thy  soul-cheering  presence  restore  ; 
Or  take  me  imto  Thee  on  high, 

Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more. 

SIN  AND  PARDON. 

On  man  in  His  own  image  made. 
How  much  did  God  bestow  I 

The  whole  creation  homage  paid. 
And  own'd  him  lord  below. 
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He  dwelt  in  Eden's  garden,  stored 

With  sweets  for  ev*ry  sense  ; 
And  there,  with  his  descending  Lord, 

He  walk'd  in  confidence. 

But  oh  !  by  sin  how  quickly  changed  ! 

His  honour  forfeited ; 
His  heart  from  God  and  truth  estranged. 

His  conscience  fill*d  with  dread  1 

Now  froni  his  Maker's  voice  he  flees, 

Which  was  before  his  joy  ; 
And  thinks  to  hide,  amidst  the  trees, 

From  an  all-seeing  eye. 

Compell'd  to  answer  to  his  name, 

With  stubbornness  and  pride 
He  cast  on  God  himself  the  blame. 

Nor  once  for  mercy  cried. 

But  grace,  unask'd,  his  heart  subdued. 

And  all  his  guilt  forgave  ; 
By  faith  the  promised  Seed  he  viewed. 

And  felt  His  pow*r  to  save. 

Thus  we  ourselves  would  justify. 

Though  we  the  law  transgress ; 
Like  him,  imable  to  deny. 

Unwilling  to  confess. 

But  when,  by  faith,  the  sinner  sees 

A  pardon,  bought  with  blood  ; 
Then  he  forsakes  his  foolish  pleas, 

And  gladly  turns  to  God. 


THE  BELIEVER'S  SAFETY. 
Psalm  xcL 

That  man  no  guard  or  weapons  needs, 
Whose  heart  the  blood  of  Jesiis  knows ; 

But  safe  may  pass,  if  duty  leads, 
Through  burning  sands,  or  moimtain-snows. 


444  L^^'^  BRITANNICA. 

Rdeas'd  finom  guilt,  he  feek  no  fear, 
Redemption  is  his  shield  and  toVr ; 

He  sees  his  Saviour  always  near. 
To  help  in  every  trying  hour. 

Though  I  am  weak,  and  Satan  strongs 
And  often  to  assault  me  tries ; 

When  Jesus  is  my  shield  and  song, 
AbashM  the  wolf  before  me  flies. 

His  love  possessing,  I  am  blest. 
Secure  whatever  change  may  come  ; 

Whether  I  go  to  east  or  west, 
With  Him  I  still  shall  be  at  home. 

If  plac*d  beneath  the  northern  pole, 
Though  winter  reigns  with  rigour  there, 

His  gracious  beams  would  cheer  my  soul. 
And  make  a  spring  throughout  the  year. 

Or  if  the  desert's  sun-burnt  soil 
My  lonely  dwelling  e'er  should  prove, 

His  presence  would  support  my  toil. 
Whose  smile  is  life,  whose  voice  is  love. 


THE  NAME  OF  JESUS. 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  SQimds 

In  a  believer's  ear ! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds. 

And  drives  away  his  fear. 

It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 

'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul. 
And  to  the  weary  rest 

Dear  Name  1  the  rock  on  which  I  build. 
My  shield  and  hiding-place  ; 

My  never-failing  treasmy  fill'd 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 
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By  Thee  my  prayers  acceptance  gain. 

Although  with  sin  defil'd ; 
Satan  accuses  me  in  vain. 

And  I  am  own*d  a  child. 

Jesus !  my  Shepherd,  Husband,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 

Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart. 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 
But  when  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 

I'll  praise  Thee  as  I  ought 

Till  then  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 

With  ev*ry  fleeting  breath ; 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  name 

Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 


FRIEND  THAT  STICKETH  CLOSER  THAN  A 

BROTHER." 

One  there  is,  above  all  others, 
Well  deserves  the  name  of  friend ; 

His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end ; 

They  who  once  His  kindness  prove, 

Find  it  everlasting  love. 

Which  of  all  our  friends  to  save  us, 
Could  or  would  have  shed  their  blood? 

But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconcil'd  in  Him  to  God. 

This  was  boundless  love  indeed, 

Jesus  is  a  friend  in  need. 

Men,  when  rais'd  to  lofty  stations, 
Often  know  their  friends  no  more ; 

Slight  and  scorn  their  poor  relations, 
Though  they  valued  them  before  ; 

But  our  Saviour  always  owns 

Those  whom  He  redeemed  with  groans. 
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Wben  He  Wd  on  outh  abuM, 
Friend  of  sliuien  wn  His  name; 

Now,  above  all  glory  nfaidp 
He  rqoioei  in  the  same: 

Still  He  calls  them  brethren,  hkah^ 

And  to  an  their  wants  attends. 

Coold  we  bear  firom  one  another 
What  He  daily  bears  from  nst 

Yet  this  glorious  Friend  and  Brother 
Loves  us,  though  we  treat  Him  tims: 

Though  for  good  we  render  ill. 

He  accounts  us  brethren  stilL 

Oh!  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften ; 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love 
We,  alas  !  forget  too  often, 

What  a  Friend  we  have  above ; 
But  when  home  our  souls  are  brougifat. 
We  will  love  Thee  as  we  ought 


THE  REFUGE,  RIVER,  AND  ROCK  OF  THE  CHUR 

He,  who  on  earth  as  man  was  knovm. 
And  bore  our  sins  and  pains. 

Now  seated  on  th*  eternal  throne. 
The  God  of  glory  reigns. 

His  hands  the  wheels  of  nature  guide 

With  an  unerring  skill ; 
And  countless  worlds,  extended  vnde. 

Obey  His  sovereign  will. 

While  harps  unnumbered  sound  His  praise 

In  yonder  world  above. 
His  saints  on  earth  admire  His  ways. 

And  glory  in  His  love. 

His  righteousness,  to  fidth  revealed. 
Wrought  out  for  guilty  worms. 

Affords  a  hiding-place  and  shield 
From  enemies  and  storms. 
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This  land  througli  which  His  pilgrims  go 

Is  desolate  and  dry ; 
But  streams  of  grace  from  Him  o'erflow, 

Their  thirst  to  satisfy. 

When  troubles,  like  a  burning  sun. 

Beat  heavy  on  their  head. 
To  this  almighty  rock  they  run. 

And  find  a  pleasing  shade. 

How  glorious  He,  how  happy  they, 

In  such  a  glorious  Friend  I 
Whose  love  secures  them  all  the  way. 

And  crowns  them  at  the  end. 


GERARD  THOMAS  NOEL. 

cond  SOD  of  Sir  Gcnrd  Nod,  baronet,  and  the  Baronen  Barham,  tlie  Hon.  ud  Rev 
D  Thomas  Noel  was  born  on  the  and  December,  1780.  He  studied  at  the  imtventties 
boTKh  and  Cambridge.  Taking  orders,  he  was  ordained  to  the  curacy  of  RadweH, 
dshire ;  he  was  latterly  Ticar  of  Romsey.  and  a  canon  of  Winchester.  In  z8ao  he  pub> 
A  Selection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns."  A  selection  from  his  "  Sermons  preached  at 
',"  was  published  posthttmoualy.  with  a  preface  by  Samuel,  Bishop  of  Oxford.  London 
X    Mr.  Noel  died  at  Romsey,  on  the  a4th  February,  18$^ 

"THIS  DO  IN  REMEMBRANCE  OF  ME." 

If  human  kindness  meets  return, 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie ; 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  bum. 

To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh  : 

O  f  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  Him  who  died  our  fears  to  quell, 

Our  more  than  orphan's  woe! 

While  yet  His  anguish'd  soul  surve/d 

Those  pangs  He  would  not  flee  ; 
What  love  His  latest  words  display'd — 

**  Meet,  and  remember  Me ! " 
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Remember  Thee !  Thy  destfa,  Thj  shame^ 
Oar  sinfiil  hearts  to  share ! 

O  memory,  leave  no  other  mune 
But  His  recorded  there ! 


HOPE  AND  TROUBLE. 

When  musing  sorrow  weeps  the  past 
And  mourns  the  present  pain. 

How  sweet  to  think  of  peace  at  last. 
And  feel  that  death  is  gain. 

'Tis  not  that  murm'ring  thoughts  arise, 
And  dread  a  Father's  will ; 

'Tis  not  that  meek  submission  flies, 
And  would  not  suffer  still ; 

It  is  that  heav*n-taught  faith  surveys 
The  path  that  leads  to  light ; 

And  longs  her  eagle  plumes  to  raise, 
And  lose  herself  in  sight. 

It  is  that  hope  with  ardour  glows. 

To  see  Him  face  to  face, 
"Whose  dying  love  no  language  knows 

Sufficient  art  to  trace. 

It  is  that  harassed  conscience  feels 
The  pangs  of  struggling  sin  ; 

Sees,  though  afar,  the  Hand  that  heals 
And  ends  her  war  within. 

O  let  me  wing  my  hallow*d  flight 
From  earth-bom  woe  and  care. 

And  soar  above  these  clouds  of  night, 
My  Saviour's  bliss  to  share  ! 
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MARIANNE  NUNN, 

lOfBNUMfvwbofB  at  Coldwater.aboatdM  few  1779b  WiMalMrbmfetr.lhtBiv. 
Mn.trMpr«pMfagMitdectlooof  **P!BJ«iMidHj«MWi,*riwcOBtitbwtedlo>i«tfct 
C  moipoiittBB.  vMi  dM  tiev  of  adapdaf  to  dM  Wddi  maMort,  Arl^y  mm,  Iht 
r  Jolm  Nawtoa.  htgfaialng  whh  the  nme  Bne.  We  hare  repradaced  tbm  I9MI  M 
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THE  LOVE  OF  CHRIST. 

"  BehoU  1k>w  He  lored  him  r— John  3d.  36. 

One  there  is  above  all  others : — 
Oh  how  He  loves  1 

His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's ; 

Oh  how  He  loves  I 

Earthly  friends  may  fiul  and  leave  us, 

This  day  kind,  the  next  bereave  us ; 

But  this  Friend  will  ne'er  deceive  us. 

Oh  how  He  loves  ! 

BlessM  Jesus  !  would'st  thou  know  Him  ? 
Give  thine  heart,  thine  all  unto  Him ; 
Is  it  sin  that  pains  and  grieves  thee  T 
Unbelief  and  trials  tease  thee  ? 
Jesus  can  from  all  release  thee. 

Love  this  Friend,  who  longs  to  save  thee  I 
Dost  thou  love  ?  He  will  not  leave  thee. 
Think  no  more  then  of  to-morrow, 
Take  His  easy  yoke  and  follow ; 
Jesus  carries  all  thy  sorrow. 

All  thy  dns  shall  be  forgiven. 
Backward  shall  thy  foes  be  driven  ; 
Best  of  blessings  He'll  provide  thee. 
Nought  but  good  shall  e'er  betide  thee^ 
Safe  to  gloiy  He  will  guide  thee. 
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THOMAS  OLIVERSw 

Thomas  OUVBKS  wm  bom  in  Trecixiaii.  MoBtfomcrjriilra,  fa  ifi^  Vnm  m 
profligate  yootli.  of  which  he  has  presented  a  nentiTe  in  mi  miMahJon.'nfkicti  iktltdk,ht9m 
con»erted  nader  the  ndnistiy  of  Whitefidd.  He  was  orisinaDy  appteatkad  to  a  ihuMihr, 
and  he  proeecnted  hit  trade  succesrircljr  at  Shrewsbury,  Wreachaai.  and  BridoL  b  175^  Joka 
Wedey  engaged  him  as  an  assistant ;  he  performed  the  duties  of  an  itinaraBt  aiaislqrfbrthe 
period  of  twenty^lYe  years.  He  afterwards  obtained  a  respectable  appoiadaeBt  in  coanediBa 
with  If  r.  Wesley's  printing-office.  Lattcriy  he  was  dependent  on  a  saaB  pearion.  alowedUB 
by  the  Wealeyan  Conference.  He  died  in  March,  1799,  and  Us  remains  were  deposited  is  the 
vauh  which  contatecd  those  of  John  Wesley,  in  the  City  Road  Cbspd  yard.  Loadoa.  Tie 
following  hymn  of  Olivers  has  long  been  a  fisvourite. 


THE  GOD  OF  ABRAHAM. 

The  God  of  Abraham  pndse. 
Who  reigns  enthroned  above ; 
Ancient  of  everlasting  days, 

And  God  of  love  ; 
.  Jehovah,  great  I  Am  I 

By  earth  and  heaven  confessed  ; 
I  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  name. 
For  ever  bless'd. 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise, 
At  whose  supreme  command 
From  earth  I  rise,  and  seek  the  joys 
At  His  right  hand  : 
I  all  on  earth  forsake, 
Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power, 
And  Him  my  only  portion  make. 
My  shield  and  tower. 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise, 
Whose  all-sufficient  grace 
Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days. 
In  all  His  ways  : 
He  calls  a  worm  His  friend  I 
He  calls  Himself  my  God  I 
And  He  shall  save  me  to  the  end 
Through  Jesus*  blood. 
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H(i  by  Himadf  hath  iwom; 
I  on  His  oftth  dqpend ; 
I  shaU,  on  eagles'  wings  np-borne  • 
To  heaven  ascend : 
I  shaU  bdiold  His  hce, 
I  shall  His  power  adore. 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  His  gimoe 
For  everuioie* 


PART  SICOND. 

Thoos^  natore's  strength  decay,' 
And  earth  and  hell  withstand. 
To  Canaan's  bounds  I  urge  my  way, 
At  His  command : 
The  watery  deep  I  pass, 
With  Jesus  in  my  ^ew. 
And  through  the  howling  wilderness 
My  way  pursue. 

The  goodly  land  I  see, 
With  peace  and  plenty  bless'd ; 
A  land  of  sacred  liberty 
And  endless  rest : 
There  milk  and  honey  flow, 
And  oil  and  wine  abound  ; 
And  trees  of  life  for  ever  grow. 
With  mercy  crown'd. 

There  dwells  the  Lord  our  King, 
The  Lord  our  righteousness, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  world  and  sin, 
The  Prince  of  peace  : 
On  Sion's  sacred  height 
His  kingdom  still  maintains. 
And  glorious,  with  His  saints  in  li£^t. 
For  ever  reigns. 

He  keeps  His  own  secure. 
He  guards  them  by  His  side. 
Arrays  in  garments  white  and  pure 
His  spotless  bride : 

Q  <^  a 
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With  streams  of  sacred  bliss^ 
With  groves  of  living  joys. 
With  all  the  fruits  of  paradise^ 
He  still  supplies. 


PART  THIRD. 

Before  the  Three  in  One, 
They  all  exulting  stand. 
And  tell  the  wonders  He  hath  done 
Through  all  their  land. 
The  listening  spheres  attend. 
And  swell  the  growing  fame. 
And  sing,  in  songs  which  never  end. 
The  wondrous  Name. 

The  God  who  reigns  on  high 
The  great  archangels  sing. 
And  "  Holy,  holy,  holy,"  cry, 
"  Ahnighty  King ! 
Who  was,  and  is  the  same^ 
And  evermore  shall  be  ; 
Jehovah — Father — great  I  Am  I 
We  worship  Thee." 

Before  the  Saviour's  face 
The  ransomed  nations  bow ; 
Overwhelmed  at  HisT  almighty  grace, 
For  ever  new : 
He  shows  His  prints  of  love  ; 
They  kindle  to  a  flame, 
And  sound,  through  all  the  worlds  above. 
The  slaughtered  Lamb. 

The  whole  triumphant  host 
Give  thanks  to  God  on  high  : 
Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
They  ever  cry : 
Hail,  Abraham's  God  and  mine ; 
I  join  the  heavenly  lays  ; 
All  might  and  majesty  are  Thine^ 
And  endless  praise. 
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RAY  PALMER,  D.D. 


RBV.  RAY  PalKBK,  D.D.,  wm  bora  at  Little  Conptea,  RlMdt  lilaid,  U.  SL.  bib* 
xSoSL  In  tigOt  he  graduated  at  Yale  CoUcge.  N«w  H«Tca,  CoBncctfcut  Iaa%^lMwaa 
ned  paatar  of  die  Third  Congregatioiul  Church  in  Bath,  Maineb  from  vriridi  1m  was 
lated,  in  2950,  to  Ua  pccMnt  diargfr— tlie  pastorate  of  tlie  Pint  Coogngatloaal  ClMrdir 
ajt  State  of  New  Yoric  Dr.  Fafaner  published  a  Tohime  of  **  Hynma  and  Sacred 
is''lnz86^  The  ibilowing  hjrnin  finom  his  pen  was  originally  printed  in  il^  I  It  i>mt 
shed  with  nnoic  Iqr  Dr.  Lowdl  llatoo  fai  zfl|3. 


LORD,  SAVE  ME ! 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary : 

Saviour  Divine  I 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away  ; 
Oh  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  Thine. 

May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  £dnting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire  1 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me. 
Oh  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire ! 

While  life's  dark  maze  I  tiead, 
And  grieis  around  me  spread. 

Be  Thou  my  guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day ; 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away ; 
*NoT  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 

When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold,  sidlen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, — 
Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love. 
Fear  and  distrust  remove ; 
Oh  bear  me  safe  above — 

A  ransomed  soul. 
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MRS.  EDGCUMBE  PARSON. 


M«&  EdcCUMBB  PAKSOH  it  dat«ltter  of  tte  Rer.  Wmtaa  Rooiker.  m  ahMcr  «r  ii 
Independent  Chorch.    She  Is  a  native  of  Tavtatock,  and  no«r  rcaidas  vlik  her  bnibnd 
Sntfeon,  Surrey.     Fonitccn  hymns  composed  by  Mis.  Fuaon  hcve  been  tednded  is  ti 
u  Sowfaj-SclMol  Hymn  Book." 

SABBATH  SERVICE. 

Jesus,  we  love  to  meet. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
We  worship  round  Thy  seat. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
Thou  tender,  heavenly  Friend, 
To  Thee  our  prayers  ascend  ; 
O'er  our  young  spirits  bend. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 

We  dare  not  trifle  now, 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
In  silent  awe  we  bow, 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
Check  every  wandering  thought. 
And  let  us  all  be  taught, 
To  serve  Thee  as  we  ought, 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 

We  listen  to  Thy  word. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
Bless  all  that  we  have  heard. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
Go  with  us  when  we  part. 
And  to  each  youthful  heart 
Thy  saving  grace  impart. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 

THE  SUFFERINGS  OF  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Is  there  one  heart,  dear  Saviour,  here, 

That  humbly  seeks  for  Thee  ? 
Now  with  Thy  promised  grace  appear. 

L^t  each  Thy  beauty  see. 
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We  read  Thy  power  where'er  we  turn, 

Around,  beneath,  above, 
But  to  Thy  cross  we  come  to  learn 

The  history  of  Thy  love. 

Thou  Man  of  sorrows,  hearts  like  ours 

Thy  griefs  can  never  know ; 
No  human  tongues,  no  mortal  powers. 

Can  utter  half  Thy  woe. 
Yet  'twas  for  us  Thy  tears  were  shed. 

For  us  they  pierced  Thy  side ; 
To  bring  us  help  the  Saviour  bled. 

To  give  us  life  He  died. 

Dear  suffering  Saviour,  let  us  stay 

To  gaze  and  think  of  Thee, 
And  never  coldly  turn  away 

From  sacred  Calvary. 
Oft  may  we  gather  round  Thy  feet, 

To  praise  Thy  dying  love, 
'Till  to  behold  Thy  face  we  meet 

In  purer  scenes  above. 


ALEXANDER  S.  PATTERSON,  D.D. 

THE  REV.  ALEXANDER  SIMPSON  PATTERSON,  D.D..  was  bom  at  Croft  House,  Alnwick. 
His  father,  Robert  Patterson,  was  owner  of  a  small  estate ;  his  mother  was  a  daufrhter  of  the 
celebrated  John  Brown,  of  Haddington.  His  education  was  conducted  at  the  High  School 
and  Univenity  of  Edinburgh.  Obtaining  licence  as  a  probationer  of  the  Scottish  Church,  he 
was,  in  X837.  ordained  to  the  ministry  at  Whitehaven.  In  1839,  he  was  translated  to  Hutche* 
sontown  chorch,  Glaagow.  He  adhered  to  the  Free  Church  in  1843.  Dr.  Patterson  has  pub. 
Hshed  Commentaries  on  a  portion  of  the  New  Testament ;  also  two  small  works,  entitled  "  The 
Cradle  and  the  Cross  of  Jesus,"  and  "  Poets  and  Preachers  of  the  Nineteenth  Century."  He 
is  D.D.  of  Cla%ow  UniTersity.  The  two  following  lyrics  have  been  kindly  contributed  by 
Dr.  FUterwa  to  this  work. 

MORNING  HYMN. 
(Contributed,) 

Morning  breaks  !  the  kingly  sun 
Issueth  forth,  a  glorious  one  ! 
Foimt  of  gladness,  nature's  crown, 
Now,  at  noon,  or  going  down  ! 
First  and  universal  light. 
Make  my  shadowy  spirit  bright  I 
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Morning  breathes  I  the  sleeping  flowen 
Wake  before  her  gentle  powen^ 
And  the  dewy  plants  inhale 
Blessings  from  the  sonny  gale : 
Thou  that  breakest  nature's  rest^ 
Stir  and  animate  my  breast 

Morning  calls  1  the  rustic  starts 
To  the  work  of  sturdy  hearts  ; 
Daily  toils  the  fields  shall  tell. 
Soon  begun,  hath  ended  weU. 
For  "  the  work  of  fiEuth,"  this  hour, 
Nerve  my  spirit,  God  of  power. 

Morning  smiles  I  the  dioral  bird 
And  the  shepherd's  chaunt  is  heard  ; 
Grazing  herds,  and  lambs  at  play, 
Welcome  in  the  rising  day. 
Gladdener  of  the  blissful  throng. 
Bid  me  join  the  general  song. 


SUNSET. 
(Contributed.) 

What  a  bright,  blessM  hour,  when  earth's  voices  repeat 

Their  anthems  at  close  of  the  day, 
And  the  waves  of  the  heaven  in  calm  loveliness  meet 

With  the  waters  which  borrow  its  ray  ; 

Sweet  season  of  parting,  bright  hour  of  farewell. 

Albeit  the  herald  of  gloom  ! 
With  his  eye  on  the  west,  who  would  think  of  the  knell. 

Or  the  shriek,  or  the  corse,  or  the  tomb  ! 

Yet  the  saint,  they  tell  truly,  sinks  sunlike  at  death. 
And  bright  is  the  cloud  that  arrays  him  ; 

From  the  home  of  his  spirit,  a  beam  and  a  breath 
Seem  to  hallow  the  spot  where  he  lays  him. 

When  the  sun  hath  evanished,  a  glory  declares 

He  shines,  though  to  us  he  hath  set ; 
So  a  radiance  proclaims  that  the  holy  man  bears, 

Far  away,  his  bright  loveliness  yet 
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*'  It  is  good  to  be  here,"  and  look  forth  on  the  flowers^ 

The  stars,  and  the  sunset  of  eve ; 
'*  It  is  good  to  be  here,"  and  from  this  world  of  dxxs 

Glowing  thoughts  of  a  better  receive. 

"Itisgoodtobehere!"  O  then  "here let  nsiaise" 

Memorials  of  the  thanks  to  the  Giver, 
And  then,  fiird  with  His  love,  and  inspired  with  His  praise, 

Go  to  bask  in  His  brightness  for  ever  t 


SAMUEL  PEARCE. 

HB  REV.  SAMVBI.  Pbarcb  was  bom  at  Flyinouth.  on  the  aoth  Joljr,  tj66.  Re  became  a 
eacher  of  the  Baptist  Church  in  November.  1786.  Havinir  attended  the  theolofkal  academy 
Bristol,  he  was  invited  to  the  ministry  of  the  Baptist  Church,  Cannon  Street,  Birmingham, 
AuKitst,  1790.  Consequent  on  incessant  literary  and  ministerial  labomrs,  he  cootracted  an 
Bess,  which  terminated  in  consimiption.  He  <Ued  on  the  xoth  October,  1799,  in  his  33rd 
ar.  Memoirs  of  his  life  were  published  by  the  Rev.  Andrew  Puller.  The  following  hymn 
Samuel  Pearce  has  hitherto  appeared  in  the  Collections  in  an  incorrect  form.  The  present 
rsion  b  transcribed  from  the  copy  included  by  Mr.  Fuller  in  the  author's  memdr.  Another 
ric  fixMn  hb  pen,  beginning  "  The  fabric  of  nature  is  fair,"  was  composed  in  the  Immediatft 
OQ)ectof  cJiwolution. 


HYMN  IN  A  STORM. 

In  the  floods  of  tribidation. 

While  the  billows  o'er  me  roll, 
Jesus  whispers  consolation, 

And  supports  my  fainting  soul: 
Thus  the  lion  yields  me  honey. 

From  the  eater  food  is  given; 
Strengthened  thus,  I  still  press  forward, 

Singing  as  I  wade  to  heaven — 
Sweet  affliction !  sweet  affliction. 

That  brings  Jesus  to  my  souL 

'Mid  the  gloom  the  vivid  lightnings 
With  increasing  brightness  play ; 

'Mid  the  thorn-brake  beauteous  flow'rets 
Look  more  beautiful  and  gay : 
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.  So,  in  darkest  dispensations 
Doth  my  faithful  Lord  appear. 
With  His  richest  consolations, 
To  reanimate  and  cheer : 

Sweet  affliction!  sweet  affliction. 
Thus  to  bring  my  Saviour  near ! 

Floods  of  tribidation  heighten. 

Billows  still  aroimd  me  roar  ; 
Those  that  know  not  Christ,  ye  frighten. 

But  my  soul  defies  your  poVr  : 
In  the  sacred  page  recorded. 

Thus  His  word  securely  stands — 
"  Fear  not,  I*m  in  trouble  near  thee. 

Nought  shall  pluck  thee  firom  my  hands.** 
Sweet  affliction!  sweet  affliction. 

That  to  such  sweet  words  lay  claim! 

All  I  meet  I  find  assists  me 

In  my  path  to  heavenly  joy  ; 
Where,  though  trials  now  attend  me. 

Trials  never  more  annoy : 
Wearing  there  a  weight  of  glory. 

Still  the  path  1*11  ne'er  forget  ; 
But,  reflecting  how  it  led  me 

To  my  blessid  Saviour's  seat. 
Cry,  "affliction,  sweet  affliction  I 

Haste,  bring  more  to  Jesus*  feet  !** 


V 
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EDWARD  PERRONET. 


tsv.  EDWARD  PUftONKT  mts  the  M»  of  the  Rer.  Vlaealt ! 
:enL  For  mom  time  aa  nndate  of  die  Wetleja,  he  eelnequeetiy  alwiidoaert  Iteir 
one,  sad  wm  emplofed  by  Lady  Hiinrinfdnn.  at  Cuterbiinr  and  Norwldk  He 
I  with  her  ledytU^  byhb  etrooir  oppoehkm  to  the  Chnrch  oT'Eagtead,  aad  hwiae 
of  a  dBwinlhif  coanregatton.  His  death  took  place  at  Caaterbwy,  ia  1791^  la  ifts. 
Oriied  a  nail  Toteme.  eatitled  "OccasiaaalVcnea,  Moral  aad  SodaL"  TUsvwfcis 
treaidly  fare ;  aoopyispreMrTediBthefibrBryoftheBrilidiki 
kooihli  pea  has  beea  aMipMd  to  I 


CHRIST  THE  LORD  OF  ALL. 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesu's  name ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  &11 ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 

To  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Let  hi^-bom  seraphs  tune  the  lyre, 

And  as  they  tune  it,  fall 
Before  His  face,  who  tunes  their  choir. 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Crown  Him,  ye  morning  stars  of  light. 
Who  fix'd  this  floating  ball ; 

Now,  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  your  God, 

Who  from  His  altar  call ; 
Extol  the  Stem  of  Jesse's  rod. 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

Ye  seed  of  Israel's  chosen  race^ 

Ye  ransom'd  of  the  fall. 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace^ 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Hail  Him,  ye  heirs  of  David's  line, . 

Whom  David  Lord  did  call ; 
T\^  God  incarnate,  man  Divine, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 
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Sinners !  whose  love  can  ne'er  foiget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 

Go — ^spread  yoifir  trophies  at  His  feet, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Let  every  tribe  and  every  tongne 
That  bound  creation's  call, 

Now  shout  in  universal  song, 
The  crownM  Lord  of  all. 


N 


MRS.  MARY  PETERS. 

THB  subject  of  tfds  notice  was  a  natlTe  of  Cirencester,  and  daagliter  of  Richard  Bevky. 
Esq.,  who  VoDg  resided  in  that  place.  She  married  the  Rev.  Mc  William  Peters,  rector  d 
Queunineton,  Gloucestershire.  She  died  at  Clifton,  Gloucestershire,  on  the  agth  Joljr,  ti^L 
Mrs.  Peters  composed  an  elegant  work,  in  seven  duodecimo  volumes,  entitled  '*  The  Woritfs 
History  from  the  Creation  to  the  accession  of  Queen  Victoria. "  In  Z846,  she  pabSshcd 
*'  Hymns  intended  to  help  the  Communion  of  Saints."  Lmidon,  1849.  Tliis  little  vofame 
contains  58  compositions. 

THE  NAME  OF  JESUS. 

Jesus,  how  much  Thy  name  unfolds 

To  every  opcn'd  ear  ! 
The  pardoned  sinner's  memory  holds 

None  other  half  so  dear. 

"Jesus," — it  speaks  a  life  of  love, 

And  sorrows  meekly  borne ; 
It  tells  of  sympathy  above, 

Whatever  makes  us  mourn. 

It  speaks  of  righteousness  complete, 

Of  holiness  to  God ; 
And,  to  our  ears,  no  tale  so  sweet 

As  His  atoning  blood. 

Jesus,  the  one  who  knew  no  sin. 

Made  sin  to  make  us  just ; 
Worthy  art  Thou  our  love  to  win. 

And  worthy  all  our  trust. 
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Thy  name  endrdes  every  gnce 

That  God  as  man  could  show  ; 
There  only  can  the  Spirit  trace 

A  perfect  life  below. 

The  mention  of  Thy  name  shall  bow 

Our  hearts  to  worship  Thee ; 
The  chiefest  of  ten  thousand,  Thou, 

The  chief  of  sinners,  we. 


ALL  IS  WELL. 

Through  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Free  and  changeless  is  His  favour, 

All,  aU  is  weU. 
Precious  is  the  blood  that  heal'd  us ; 
Perfect  is  the  grace  that  sealed  us ; 
Strong  the  hand  stretched  forth  to  shield  us ; 

All  must  be  well. 

Though  we  pass  through  tribulation. 

All  will  be  well ; 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation. 

All,  all  is  well. 
Happy  still,  to  God  con6ding, 
Fruitful,  if  in  Christ  abiding. 
Holy  through  the  Spirit's  guiding^ — 

All  must  be  well. 

We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow, 

All  will  be  well  ; 
Faith  can  sing,  through  days  of  sorrow. 

All,  all  is  well. 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying, 
Or  in  living  or  in  dying, 

All  must  be  welL 
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ALEXANDER  POPE.- 

ALBXANDBR  POPB  wu  born  In  London,  on  the  axdt  Majr,  ttm.    Hb 

Catholics.    Of  a  feeble  constitution,  and  somen^t  defonned  in  pcnoo,  he  < 

profession.    His  nomerous  poetical  writings,  which  rapidly  attracted  pohBc  aodoa^  aoqairad 

him  the  means  of  independence.    His  poetical  translation  of  Honacr  has  not  1 

fdidty  of  diction.   As  an  English  satirist,  he  stands  alone.   Hb  whole  works  faKw*  1 

more  frequently  tiian  those  of  any  other  British  writer,  with  the  *»««trft'm  ct ', 

Pope  died  at  his  Tilla,  Twickenham,  on  the  30th  May,  1744. 


THE  DYING  CHRISTIAN  TO  HIS  SOUL. 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame^ 
Quit,  oh,  quit  this  mortal  frame  I 
Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  Aying — 
Oh,  the  pain,  the  bliss  of  dying  I 

Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife, 

And  let  me  languish  into  life  I 

Hark !  they  whisper ;  angels  say, 

"  Sister  spirit,  come  away  ! " 

What  is  this  absorbs  me  quite. 

Steals  my  senses,  shuts  my  sight. 
Drowns  my  spirits,  draws  my  breath  ? 
Tell  me,  my  soul,  can  this  be  death  7 

The  world  recedes — ^it  disappears ; 
Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes ;  my  ears 

"With  sounds  seraphic  ring  I 
Lend,  lend  your  wings  !  I  mount  I  I  fly  ! 
O  Grave  I  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

O  Death  I  where  is  thy  sting  ? 


\ 
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EVENING  HYMN. 

The  shadows  of  the  evening  houn 

Fall  fh>m  the  darkening  sky  ; 
Upon  the  fragrance  of  the  flowers 

The  dews  of  evening  lie : 
Before  Thy  throne,  O  Lord  of  heaven. 

We  kneel  at  close  of  day ; 
Look  on  Thy  children  from  on  high, 

And  hear  us  while  we  pray. 

The  sorrows  of  Thy  servants,  Lord, 

O  do  not  Thou  despise ; 
But  let  the  incense  of  our  prayers 

Before  Thy  mercy  rise ; 
The  brightness  of  the  coming  night 

Upon  the  darkness  rolls ; 
With  hopes  of  future  gloxy  chase 

The  shadows  on  our  souls. 

Slowly  the  rays  of  daylight  fiide ; 

So  fade  within  our  heart 
The  hopes  in  earthly  love  and  joy. 

That  one  by  one  depart : 
Slowly  the  bright  stars,  one  by  one, 

Within  the  heavens  shine, — 
Give  us,  O  Lord,  fresh  hopes  in  heaven, 

And  trust  in  things  Divine. 
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Let  peace,  O  Lcxd-TI^  peME^  O  God*- 

Upon  oar  semis  descend; 
From  midnigbl  fean  and  pedb^  Thtm 

Oar  trembling  hearts  defien^ 
Give  OS  a  reqiite  fipom  oar  toA  ; 

Calm  and  sobdne  oar  woes  ; 
Throogfa  the  long  day  we  sailer^  Loidp 

Oh,  ghre  as  now  repoae. 


STRIVE,  WATT,  AND  PRAY. 

Strivb  !  yet  I  do  not  promiae 

The  priie  70a  dream  of  to-day 
Will  not  ftde  when  yoa  think  to  grasp  it. 

And  melt  in  yoor  hand  away  ; 
Bat  another  and  holier  treasare^ 

Yoa  would  now  perchance  disdahi. 
Will  come  when  your  toil  is  over. 

And  pay  you  for  all  your  pain. 

Wait  I  yet  I  do  not  tell  yoa 

The  hour  3rou  long  for  now. 
Will  not  come  with  its  radiance  vanished. 

And  a  shadow  upon  its  brow; 
Yet  far  through  the  misty  future. 

With  a  crown  of  stany  light. 
An  hour  of  joy  you  know  not 

Is  winging  her  silent  flight 

Pray  I  though  the  gift  yon  ask  for 

May  never  comfort  jrour  fears. 
May  never  repay  your  pleadings. 

Yet  pray,  and  with  hopeful  tears; 
An  answer,  not  that  you  long  for. 

But  diviner,  virill  come  one  day  ; 
Your  eyes  are  too  dim  to  see  it. 

Yet  strive,  and  virait,  and  pray. 
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THANKFULNESS. 

My  God,  I  thank  Thee  who  hast  made 

The  earth  so  bright ; 
So  foil  of  splendour  and  of  joy, 

Beauty  and  light ; 
So  many  glorious  things  are  here^ 

Noble  and  right 

I  thank  Thee,  too,  that  Thoa  hast  made 

Joy  to  abound ; 
So  many  gentle  thoughts  and  deeds 

Circling  us  round. 
That  in  the  darkest  spot  of  earth 

Some  love  is  found. 

I  thank  Thee  more  that  all  our  joy 

Is  touched  with  pain; 
That  shadows  fall  on  brightest  hours; 

That  thorns  remain ; 
So  that  earth's  bliss  may  be  our  guide, 

And  not  our  chain. 

For  Thou  who  knowest.  Lord,  how  soon 

Our  weak  heart  clings. 
Hast  given  us  joys,  tender  and  true. 

Yet  all  with  wings  : 
So  that  we  see,  gleaming  on  high. 

Diviner  things. 

I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  Thou  hast  kept 

The  best  in  store ; 
We  have  enough,  yet  not  too  much 

To  long  for  more — 
A  3reaming  for  a  deeper  peace. 

Not  known  before. 

I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  here  our  souls, 

Though  amply  blest, 
Can  never  find,  although  they  seek, 

A  perfect  rest — 
Nor  ever  shall,  until  they  lean 

On  Jesus*  breast 

"ft  ^ 
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WHAT  HAS  JESUS  DONE  ? 

When  with  loads  of  guilt  oppressed. 
Plunged  in  sin  and  misery ; 

Ask  thy  soul,  or  ask  thy  breast. 
What  has  Jesus  done  for  thee  T 

He  beheld  thee  from  above, 
Not  in  danger,  nor  in  scorn : 

But  in  tenderness  and  love, 
He  thy  deepest  guilt  has  borne. 

He  has  brought  thee  to  His  fold. 
Taught  thee  all  His  truth  to  know, 

Treasures  far  surpassing  gold. 
Which  from  Him  alone  could  flow. 

He  has  bid  thy  trembling  heart 
Look  in  faith  to  Him  and  live ; 

He  has  promised  to  impart 
Every  blessing  grace  can  give. 

Weak  and  erring  though  I  be, 
Yet  for  me  the  Saviour  dies  ; 

Help  me,  Lord,  from  sin  to  flee  ; 
Help  me  still  through  grace  to  rise. 

Help  me,  too,  to  ask  my  heart. 
What  hast  thou  for  Jesus  done  ? 

Then  Thy  heavenly  strength  impart, 
Every  evil  way  to  shun. 
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As  a  soldier  of  the  cross. 

Bold  and  fearless  lead  me  on ; 
Deeming  all  things  here  bat  dross, 

Till  the  glorious  crown  be  won. 

As  I  near  the  golden  prize. 

Brighter,  brighter  let  it  shine  : 
Let  no  mists  obscure  mine  eyes  ; 

Make  and  keep  me  ever  Thine. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  VIEW  OF  DEATH. 

Lkt  me  go  !   The  day  is  breaking  ; 

Morning  bursts  upon  mine  eye  ; 
Death  this  mortal  fiume  is  shaking, 

But  the  sold  can  never  die  ! 

Let  me  go  I   The  day-star  beaming 
Gilds  the  radiant  realms  above  ; 

Its  full  glory,  on  me  streaming. 
Lights  me  to  that  land  of  love. 

Let  me  go  !  No  more  a  stranger 
Pilgrim  would  I  wander  here  ; 

Now  exposed  to  sin  and  danger. 
Now  a  prey  to  doubt  and  fear. 

Let  me  go  I    May  Heaven's  best  favour 
Rest,  my  dearest  friends,  with  you  I 

Oh,  I  haste  me  to  the  Saviour  : 
Fair  but  fleeting  world,  adieu  ! 

Let  me  go  I    My  warfare's  ended  ; 

Night's  dark  shades  have  pass'd  away  ; 
All  in  view  is  glory  splendid. 

Boundless  and  eternal  day  ! 

Let  me  go  !  My  Master's  chariot 
Waits  in  state  to  bear  me  home — 

Purchase  of  His  grace  and  merit ! 
Hallelujah  I   Lord,  I  come  1 
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Now  Tm  Thine,  and  Thine  for  ever, 
WhUe  eternal  ages  roll ; 

Sense  and  sin  no  more  can  sever 
Thy  blest  presence  from  my  soul  t 

Now,  amid  the  sacred  splendour 
Of  the  glorious  hosts  above, 

Everlasting  praise  1*11  render 
To  that  God  whose  name  is  Love  ! 


THOMAS  RAFFLES,  D.D.,  LL.D. 
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THE  BELIEVER'S  HOPE. 

Thou  art  my  hiding-place,  O  Lord  ! 

In  Thee  I  put  my  trust ; 
Encouraged  by  Thy  holy  word, 

A  feeble  child  of  dust 
I  have  no  argument  beside, 

I  urge  no  other  plea  ; 
And  *tis  enough  my  Saviour  died — 

My  Saviour  died  for  me  ! 

When  storms  of  fierce  temptation  beat, 

And  furious  foes  assail. 
My  refuge  is  the  mercy-seat. 

My  hope  within  the  veil. 
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From  strife  of  tongiieiy  tnd  bitter  wocdi^ 

Mj  spirit  ases  to  Thee ; 
Jay  to  my  heart  the  thoo^  mfibrds— 

Mj  SaTiomr  died  fior  me  I 


liCid  trials  heavy  to  be  bome^ 

When  mortal  strength  is  vain, 
A  heart  with  grief  and  angnish  torn, 

A  body  racfc'd  with  pain: 
Ah  I  what  ootdd  give  Uie  sofferer  rest. 

Bid  erery  mnrmor  flee. 
Bat  this,  the  witness  in  my  breast 

That  Jesns  died  for  me  ? 

And  when  Thine  awinl  voice  conmiands 

This  body  to  decay ; 
And  life,  in  its  last  lingering  sands, 

Is  ebbing  fast  away : 
Then,  though  it  be  in  accents  weak, 

And  fidnt,  and  tremblingly, 
Oh  give  me  strength  in  death  to  speak, 

"My  Saviour  died  for  me !  *' 


THE  POWER  OF  GOD. 

Shall  mortal  man,  a  child  of  earth. 
Who  yesterday  received  his  birth 

From  God*s  all-bounteous  hand, — 
Shall  he,  while  sojourning  below. 
Presume  the  Almighty's  plans  to  know. 

His  ways  to  understand  7 

He  rides  upon  the  stormy  deep  ; 
His  watchfiil  eyes,  that  never  sleep, 

Wide  o'er  creation  roll. 
And  from  His  high,  empyreal  throne 
View  with  one  glance  the  torrid  zone 

And  ice-surrounded  pole. 
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His  paths  the  trackless  waters  are. 
The  wingM  whirlwind  is  His  car. 

His  wheels  the  hurricane  ; 
Qis  Bery  coursers,  bounding,  fly. 
Borne  rapid  through  the  ethereal  sky. 

Or  o*Q  the  foaming  main  I 

Earth,  as  He  passes,  shakes  with  fear  ; 
The  infernal  spirits,  when  they  hear. 

To  deeper  caverns  fly  ; 
Fierce,  blazing  lightnings  mark  His  way ; 
Behind  Him  pealing  thunders  play 

Their  dread  artillery  I 

His  wisdom,  infinite  and  rast. 
Shall  through  eternal  ages  last. 

Unchangeably  the  same ; 
While  in  the  dreary  shades  of  hell. 
His  justice,  so  inflexible. 

Proclaims  His  awful  name. 

Before  the  earth  or  worlds  were  made. 
His  vast,  eternal  plans  were  laid 

In  wisdom  and  in  love  ; 
And  what  the  Almighty  then  design'd 
Is  flnish'd  in  the  eternal  mind  ; 

His  purpose  cannot  move. 

Ah  then,  suppress  each  rising  sigh. 
Nor  dare  to  ask  the  Almighty  vrhy^ 

Or  what  His  hands  perform ; 
Submit  to  His  all -wise  decrees, 
Whose  power  can  calm  the  raging  seas. 

Or  raise  them  to  a  storm  ! 


THE  SAINTS  IN  GLORY. 

High  in  yonder  realms  of  light. 
Far  above  these  lower  skies, 

Fair  and  exquisitely  bright. 
Heaven's  unfading  mansions  rise; 


iTi- 


THOMAS  RAFFLES,  D.D.,  LL.D.  47 1 

Built  of  pure  and  massy  gold, 

Strong  and  durable  are  they ; 
Deck'd  with  gems,  of  worth  untold. 

Subjected  to  no  decay. 

Glad,  within  these  blest  abodes. 

Dwell  the  raptured  saints  above, 
Where  no  anxious  care  corrodes, 

Happy  in  Emmanuel's  love. 
Once  indeed  like  us  below. 

Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  tears  ; 
Torturing  pain  and  heavy  woe. 

Gloomy  doubts,  distressing  fears. 

These  alas  !  full  well  they  knew. 

Sad  companions  of  their  way ; 
Oft  on  them  the  tempest  blew, 

Through  the  long,  the  cheerless  day  ! 
Oft  their  vileness  they  deplored. 

Wills  perverse  and  hearts  imtrue ; 
Grieved  they  could  not  love  the  Lord, 

Love  Him  as  they  wish'd  to  do  1 

Oft  the  big,  unbidden  tear, 

Stealing  down  the  furrow*d  cheek, 
Told,  in  eloquence  sincere, 

Tales  of  woe  they  could  not  speak  ; 
But,  these  days  of  weeping  o'er, 

Pass'd  this  scene  of  toil  and  pain. 
They  shall  feel  distress  no  more. 

Never,  never  weep  agiin. 

'Mid  the  chorus  of  the  skies, 

'Mid  the  angelic  lyres  above, 
Hark  1  their  songs  melodious  rise. 

Songs  of  praise  to  Jesus*  love  ! 
Happy  spirits  I  ye  are  fled 

Where  no  grief  can  entrance  find, 
Lull'd  to  rest  the  aching  head, 

Sooth'd  the  anguish  of  the  mind. 


i  The  joun 
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Alllttnnqnil,  and  st^renc, 

Clint  and  nndiiiturb'd  repose  ; 
There  do  cloud  can  intervene. 

There  no  angry  tempest  blows  : 
ETCry  tear  k  »-iptd  away; 

Sighs  no  more  ihall  heare  the  brcul ; 
Ni^t  ts  lo(t  in  endless  d&jr, 

Sorrow  in  etenul  rest. 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 

Hy  Father,  the  goide  of  my  joaih. 

To  Thee  for  direction  1  fly  ; 
O  gianl  me  Thy  light  and  Thy  trath. 

Nor  ever  Thy  presence  deny. 
My  pUlor  of  cloud  and  of  lire, 

While  destined  to  journey  below — 
What  more  can  a  pilgrim  desire, 

Or  Thou  in  Thy  goodness  bestow  t 

My  pillar  of  clood  ihrougti  the  day, 

111  follow  where'er  Thoa  shalt  lead  ; 
My  heart  shall  not  yield  to  dismay, 

ThoDgh  nigged  the  path  that  I  tread. 
And  what  though  the  night  fall  In  gloom, 

In  darkness  I'll  not  be  afnid  ; 
Thy  light  shall  the  darkness  illume, 

Thy  presence  the  midnight  pervade. 

My  Father,  Jehovah,  Most  High  I 

Since  Thou  art  my  portion,  my  all. 
No  good  will  Thy  bounty  deny. 

Nor  evil  can  ever  befal ; 
The  price  of  my  calling  in  view. 

And  blest  with  Thy  care  and  Thy  low. 
The  journey  of  life  I'll  pursue, 

And  press  to  the  naosioiu  abore  I 
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CHRISTIAN  UNITY. 

Onb  in  Christ  His  people  are^ 

All  indissolubly  one ; 
Each  in  his  right  hand  a  star 

Bright  with  glories  not  his  own ; 
Each,  withdrawn  from  nature's  mine^ 

An  inestimable  gem, 
Destined  evermore  to  shine 

In  Emmanuel's  diadem. 

Mingled  hues  one  bow  compose| 

God's  own  sign  to  mortals  given  ; 
One  vast  ocean  ebbs  and  flows, 

Though  in  countless  billows  driven ; 
So  one  Church  the  ransom*d  prove, 

Though  from  varied  realms  they  come,- 
One  community  of  love. 

Bound  for  one  eternal  home. 

Then,  while  pilgrims  here  below, 

Why  should  they  divided  be  ? 
Why  should  sharp  contentions  grow 

To  disturb  their  unity  ? 
Why  apart  should  they  remain, 

Each  within  his  sect  confined  7 
Nor  their  Master's  law  maintain. 

Nor  display  His  heavenly  mind  7 

Was  not  this  His  fervent  prayer, — 

**  Father,  let  my  people  be 
One  in  us,  as  one  we  are, 

Thou  in  me,  and  I  in  Thee ; 
Then  shall  all  the  world  believe 

My  commission  is  Divine  ; 
All  my  Gospel  shall  receive. 

All  within  my  fold  recline  I" 

Happy  period  !  joyful  day  I 

When  shall  thy  bright  morning  rise  7 
Lo,  before  thy  kindling  ray, 

Every  fiend  of  discord  flies  : 
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Rise,  Thou  Son  of  lig^teousneai  I 
Wide  Thy  heiliiig  win^  ontspiead  ; 

With  Thy  light  the  natioiis  bkas, 
0*er  Thy  Church  Thhie  infliie&oe  abed. 

HaDoVd  influence  firom  above  I 

Source  of  concozd  and  of  peaoe^ 
Jn  Thy  bond  of  perfect  loTe 

Let  our  sad  divisions  cease : 
Heart  to  heart,  and  hand  to  hand. 

Each  shall  then  his  brother  own: 
An  indissoluble  band, 

Qhxistians  be  for  ever  one ! 

MARRIAGE. 

Sayiour,  let  Thy  sanction  rest 
On  the  union  wltness'd  now ; 

Be  it  with  Thy  presence  blest. 
Ratify  the  nuptial  vow ; 

Hallow'd  let  this  union  be 

With  each  other  and  with  Thee. 

Thou  in  Cana  didst  appear 
At  a  marriage-feast  like  this  : 

Deign  to  meet  us,  Saviour,  here, 
Fountain  of  unmingled  bliss  I 

Crown  with  joy  this  festive  board — 

Joy  that  earth  cannot  afford. 

We  no  miracle  require, 
Turning  water  into  wine  : 

All  our  panting  hearts  desire 
Is  to  taste  Thy  love  Divine  ; 

Holy  influence  from  above, 

Consecrating  earthly  love, 

Let  the  path  our  friends  pursue, 
From  this  hour  together  trod, 

Many  though  its  da3rs  or  few, 
Be  a  pilgrimage  to  God ; 

To  the  land  where  rest  is  given. 

To  our  Father's  house  in  heaven* 
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Happjr  thej  who  mch  that  plaoe^ — 

In  those  regions  find  their  home ; 
Tears  are  wiped  finom  every  fiioe ; 

Toil^md  danger  never  come. 
They  no  pain  nor  sorrow  know, 
Ransom'd  from  this  world  of  woe. 

To  that  festival  on  hi|^ 

To  that  banquet  of  the  skies, 
To  that  glorious  company 
.  May  we  all  at  length  arise  ; 
Mingle  with  the  joyfol  throng; 
Join  the  everlasting  song. 


ANDREW  REED,  D.D. 
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HYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 


Holy  Ghost,  with  light  Divine 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away. 
Turn  the  darkness  into  day. 
Let  me  see  my  Saviour's  £u:e. 
Let  me  all  His  beauties  trace  : 
Show  those  glorious  truths  to  me. 
Which  are  only  known  by  Thee. 
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Holj  Ghnt,  with  ptnrer  DMna 
Ckanie  thli  gnllt7  hcait  of  mine  t 
Long  bsi  ibt  wUhont  cootrol 
Hdd  dominioii  o'o  n^  lonL 
Oft  I  of  it*  power  comipl^n. 
Yet  I  live  beneath  in  reigii ; 
In  Thjr  mtKf  ptty  me, 
Ftom  thii  bondiige  set  me  free. 

Holy  Ghost,  with  joy  Divine 
Clieer  thii  ndden'd  heart  of  mine; 
Bid  my  niftny  woa  deput. 
Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heu^ 
Yield  a  sacred,  settled  peaces 
Bid  it  grow  and  still  Increase ; 
Till  each  utzioos  thought  ex^n% 
Till  my  joy  lo  heaven  aipires. 

Holy  Spirit,  all  Divine, 
Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Cost  down  evciy  Idol  Ihrooe, 
Reign  supreme,  and  reign  alone. 
See,  to  Thee  I  yield  my  heart  : 
Shed  Thy  life  through  every  part; 
A  pure  temple  I  would  be. 
Wholly  dedicate  to  Thee. 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Ah  1  Jesus,  let  me  hear  Thy  viidce 

Fatl  gently  on  mine  eac  ; 
Thy  voice  alone  can  soothe  my  grief, 

And  charm  away  my  fear. 

Ah  I  JesDs,  let  me  see  Thy  bee 
Beaming  with  truth  and  love ; 

I  ask  no  other  heaven  below, 
No  other  faeaven  above. 


^^ 
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Ah !  Jesus,  let  me  feel  Thy  grace; 

Now  hear  my  earnest  cry : 
If  Thou  art  absent,  oh  I  behold 

I  droop,  I  faint,  I  die  ! 

**  I  come,  I  come  !  **  the  Saviour  cries, 

"  To  give  you  full  repose  ; 
My  presence  shall  revive  your  joys. 

My  frown  confound  your  foes." 

I  hear  His  voice  !  I  see  His  huce ! 

I  feel  His  present  grace  t 
'Tis  life,  'tis  heaven,  *tis  transport,  thus 

To  rest  in  His  embrace. 


FOR  THE  OPENING  OF  A  CHURCH. 

Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayers. 
And  make  this  house  Thy  home  ; 

Descend  with  all  Thy  gracious  powers  : 
O  come.  Great  Spirit,  come  I 

Come,  as  the  /ig'A^;  to  us  reveal 

Our  emptiness  and  woe  ; 
And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 

Where  all  the  righteous  go. 

Come,  as  the  Jire,  and  purge  our  hearts 

Like  sacrificial  flame : 
Let  our  whole  soul  an  offering  be 

To  our  Redeemer's  name. 

Come,  as  the  if^Wf  and  sweetly  bless 

This  consecrated  hour ; 
May  barrenness  rejoice  to  own 

Thy  fertilizing  power. 

Come,  as  the  dove,  and  spread  Thy  wings, 

The  wings  of  peaceful  love  ; 
And  let  Thy  Church  on  earth  become 

Blest  as  the  Church  above. 
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Come,  as  the  windy  with  rushing  sonnd 

And  Pentecostal  grace, 
That  all  of  woman  bom  may  see 

The  glory  of  Thy  face. 

Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayers^ 
Make  a  lost  world  Thy  home ; 

Descend  with  all  Thy  gradous  powers  : 
O  come,  Great  Spirit,  come  ! 


MRS.  ELIZABETH   REED. 

MRS.  RBBD,  the  rdict  of  die  precedlnf  author,  is  elder  dcnghter  of  tfie  hte  \ 
Holmes,  Esq.,  oS  Castle  HiU.  Readingr.  She  was  united  ia  marriage  to  Dr.  Reed,  la  A|>iii> 
x8x6.  Several  hymns,  of  her  composition,  are  inserted  in  Dr.  Reed's  hymn^xiolt,  pnMil"*'  iB 
X84Z.    Mis.  Reed  has  kindly  contributed  the  following  verses  to  the  prescat ' 
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HYMN  FOR  ISRAEL. 

"  Is  it  nothing  to  you,  all  ye  that  pass  by  ?  **'^Lam.  L  xs. 

{Contributed.) 

Oh  say,  is  it  nothing  to  you  that  pass  by 

That  the  joy  of  the  earth  should  in  widowhood  lie, 

Her  cities  deserted,  her  dwellings  forlorn. 

And  all  her  bright  hues  of  prosperity  gone  ? 

Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  the  light  we  possess 
Was  borrow'd  from  those  who  are  now  in  distress  ? 
That  they  from  the  summit  of  favour  were  hurFd, 
Unknown  and  unloved  by  a  pitiless  world  ? 

Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  the  prophets  reveal 
A  time  when  the  Lord  shall  their  misery  heal. 
When  they  shall  be  gather'd  again  to  their  fold. 
And  stand  in  their  lot  as  in  seasons  of  old  ? 

Is  it  nothing  to  you  that,  whenever  they  pray, 
The  wrath  of  Jehovah  shall  vanish  away ; 
That  life  from  the  dead  shall  their  rising  appear. 
And  all  who  oppress'd  them  be  silent  in  fear  ? 
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Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  the  Gentile  and  Jew, 
For  ages  divided,  no  more  should  be  two, 
But  one  in  the  Saviour,  their  Shepherd  and  King, 
Together  for  ever  His  praises  to  sing  T 

Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  the  Lord  has  decreed 
Rich  blessings  to  those  who  for  Israel  plead ; 
That  they  who  the  way  of  His  coming  prepare. 
Shall  say  of  M^o/y,  "Jehovah  is  there?" 

Oh,  pray  that  the  days  of  their  mourning  may  cease. 
That  God  may  return  to  His  chosen  in  peace. 
That  glory  at  length  may  revisit  their  shores 
And  all  be  united,  to  wander  no  more ! 


ROBERT  ROBINSON. 

:T  Robinson  was  born  at  Swaffham.  Norfolk,  on  the  8th  October.  X73S>  In  vfi^  he 
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iistory  of  Baptism."  4to,  appeared  in  1790.  Robinson  published  "  A  Plea  for  the 
f  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,"  which  passed  through  several  editions.  But  his  theological 
ions  were  not  more  settled  than  his  ecclesiastical  opinions.  About  the  year  1780,  he 
o  incline  towards  Unitarianism,  though  he  did  not  obtrude  his  sentiments  in  his  pulpit 
kms.  At  length  his  people  deemed  it  essential  to  procure  his  resignation.  While 
ments  for  this  purpose  were  in  progress,  he  died,  suddenly,  at  Birmingham.  Thai 
>ok  place  on  the  8th  June,  1790.  In  his  pastoral  charge  he  was  succeeded  by  the  cele> 
Robert  Hall,  who  composed  an  elegant  epitaph  for  him,  as  a  tribute  to  his  eloquence 
jning.  The  two  following  hymns  were  written  by  Robinson.  An  attempt  has  lately 
ide  to  assign  the  former  to  Selina,  Coxmtess  of  Huntingdon.  We  refer  to  m  note  on 
iect  at  the  close  of  the  volume. 


HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Come,  Thou  Foimt  of  every  blessing, 
Tune  mine  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace  ; 

Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing. 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 
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Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet^ 
Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above ; 

Praise  the  mount ;  I*m  fix'd  upon  it  I 
Mount  of  God's  unchanging  love. 

Here  I  raise  my  Ebenezer ; 

Hither,  by  Thine  help,  I'm  come  ; 
And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure^ 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 

Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger. 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God ; 

He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger. 
Interposed  with  precious  blood. 

Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be  I 

Let  that  grace  now,  like  a  fetter, 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee. 

Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it ; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love  ; 
Here's  mine  heart — oh,  take  and  seal  it ! 

Seal  it  from  Thy  courts  above. 


CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 

Mighty  God,  while  angels  bless  Thee, 
May  an  infant  lisp  Thy  name  ? 

Lord  of  men,  as  well  as  angels, 
Thou  art  every  creature's  theme. 

Hallelujah  ! 
Hallelujah,  hallelujah.     Amen ! 

Lord  of  every  land  and  nation. 

Ancient  of  eternal  dajrs. 
Sounded  through  the  wide  creation 

Be  Thy  just  and  lawful  praise. 
Hallelujah,  etc 
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For  the  grandeur  of  Thy  nature^ 

Grand  beyond  a  seraph's  thought  ; 
For  created  works  of  power, 

Works  with  skill  and  kindness  wrought 
Hallelujah,  etc 

For  Thy  providence  that  governs 
Through  Thine  empire's  wide  domain; 

Wings  an  angel,  guides  a  sparrow  ; 
Blessed  be  Thy  gentle  reign. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

But  Thy  rich,  Thy  free  redemption, 

Dark  through  brightness  all  along  ; 
Thought  is  poor,  and  poor  expression ; 

Who  dare  sing  that  avrlul  song  7 

Hallelujah,  etc  . 

Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory, 

Shall  Thy  praise  unutter'd  lie  ? 
Fly,  my  tongue,  such  guilty  silence ; 

Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

Did  archangels  sing  Thy  coming  ? 

Did  the  shepherds  learn  their  lays? 
Shame  would  cover  me,  ungrateful, 

Should  my  tongue  refuse  to  praise. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

From  the  highest  throne  in  glory. 

To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe. 
All  to  ransom  guilty  captives ; 

Flow,  my  praise,  for  ever  flow. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

Go,  return,  immortal  Saviour ! 

Leave  Thy  footstool,  take  Thy  throne; 
Thence  return,  and  reign  for  ever  ; 
Be  the  kingdom  all  Thy  ovra. 
Hallelujah,  etc 

I  I 
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ALFRED  ROOKER. 


ALFIlBD  ROOKBR  b  the  Qolr  ton  of  tke  Itte  Rev. 
gstiooal  Chnrcfa.   He  was  bora  at  Tsvirtock. 
M  a  iottdtor,  at  Flynioath.    Mr.  Rookcr  haa 
coBactcd  kb  coopoaitioitt  into  a  TolmDc 


OPENING  OF  SABBATH  MORNING  SERYICL 

{CoHiribuUd,) 

Oh  be  with  us,  gradous  Father, 
Whilst  before  Thy  feet  we  bow ; 

Let  the  angel  of  Thy  presence 
Hover  o'er  Thy  temple  now. 

Here  are  hearts  that  Thoa  canst  soften ; 

Earthly  dross  to  purge  away  ; 
Darken'd  minds,  on  which  Thy  spirit 

Yet  may  pour  celestial  day. 

From  the  world's  entrancing  vision  ; 

P'rom  the  spirit's  sullen  night ; 
From  the  tempter's  dark  dominion, — 

Free  us,  by  Thy  saving  might. 

Let  Thy  Spirit's  glad  communion 
Waken  thoughts  of  peace  and  love. 

And  ])repare  us  for  Thy  presence. 
In  the  nobler  courts  above. 

There  to  join  in  perfect  worship, 
There  to  swell  the  angels'  song  ; 

And  in  higher,  sweeter  measure. 
Earth's  imperfect  praise  prolong. 

CLOSE  OF  SABBATH  EVENING  SERVICE. 

{Contributed,) 

*Tis  gone— the  sacred  day  is  o'er. 
And  we  must  leave  its  rest  awhile  ; 

Oh  !  may  our  waiting  hearts  once  more 
li^  ^Udd^u'd  with  the  Master's  smile. 
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So  shall  this  love  our  spirits  raise, 
While  at  the  cross  we  kneel  in  prayer ; 

Dear  Saviour,  Thine  be  all  the  praise 
If  we  have  left  our  burdens  there. 


Spirit  of  holiness  and  power  ! 

Spirit  of  truth  and  love'Divine  I 
Thy  presence  cheers  this  closing  hour ; 

Still  dwell  with  us,  for  we  are  Thine. 

For  the  pure  manna  of  Thy  word. 
And  streams  of  life  so  richly  given  ; 

As  pilgrims  here,  we  bless  Thee  Lord, 
But  wait  the  perfect  rest  of  heaven. 

Sweet  hope  !  a  few  more  changing  days 
And  weary  cares  our  faith  shall  try  ; 

Then  for  the  songs  of  nobler  praise. 
The  ceaseless  Sabbath  of  the  sky. 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

{Contributed,) 

Isaiah  be.  20. 

When  the  sky  is  overcast, 
And  the  cold  rain  driveth  fast ; 
When  the  soul  is  bow'd  with  fear, 
Jesus,  full  of  mercy,  hear  ! 

Dreary  clouds  are  hurrying  by. 
Moon  nor  star  is  in  the  sky  ; 
Saviour,  in  the  gloom  of  night. 
Give  Thy  waiting  children  light 

See  the  cross,  for  light  is  there  ; 
Kneel,  for  Jesus  answers  prayer  ; 
Is  the  spirit  sunk  with  grief? 
Saviour,  Thou  canst  bring  relief. 
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Christian,  bravely  hope  and  pnj ; 
Wait  the  dawning  of  the  day ; 
Clotids  are  drifting  from  the  sky  ; 
Christy  thy  hope  and  help,  is  nigh. 

See,  in  yonder  mountain  height,, 
Breaks  a  flood  of  glorious  light ; 
Rise,  and  with  a  song  confess^ 
'Tis  the  Sun  of  righteousness. 

Brighter  still  its  beams  shall  shine 
In  Uie  land  of  love  Divine  ; 
Where  no  clouds  of  sorrow  oomci 
In  the  saint's  eternal  home. 


\ 


MRS.  ELIZABETH   ROWK 
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9  vols.,  8vo,  fourth  edition. 


BEGIN  THE  HIGH  CELESTIAL  STRAIN. 

Begin  the  high  celestial  strain. 

My  ravish'd  soul,  and  sing 
A  solemn  hymn  of  grateful  praise 

To  heaven's  almighty  King. 

Ye  purling  foimtains,  as  ye  roll 

Your  silver  waves  along, 
Whisper  to  all  your  verdant  ^ores 

The  subject  of  my  song. 


MRS.  ELIZABETH  ROWE.  485 

Retain  it  long,  ye  echoing  rocks, 

The  sacred  sound  retain  ; 
And  from  your  hollow,  winding  Caves, 

Return  it  oft  again. 

Bear  it,  ye  winds,  on  all  your  wings 

To  distant  climes  away. 
And  round  the  wide  extended  world 

My  lofty  theme  convey. 

Take  the  glad  burden  of  His  name. 

Ye  clouds,  as  you  arise ; 
Whether  to  deck  the  golden  mom, 

Or  shade  the  ev'ning  skies. 

Let  harmless  thunders  roll  along 

The  smooth  ethereal  plain. 
And  answer  from  the  crystal  vault 

To  ev'ry  flying  strain. 

Long  let  it  warble  round  the  spheres, 

And  echo  through  the  sky ; 
Till  angels,  with  immortal  skill. 

Improve  the  harmony. 

While  I,  with  sacred  rapture  fir'd 

The  blest  Creator  sing, 
And  warble  consecrated  lays 

To  heaven's  almighty  King. 


HOU  DIDST,  O  MIGHTY  GOD,  EXIST. 

Thou  didst,  O  mighty  God,  exist 

Ere  time  begim  its  race  ; 
Before  the  ample  elements 

Fill'd  up  the  voids  of  space. 

Before  the  ponderous  earthly  globe 

In  fluid  air  was  stay'd ; 
Before  the  ocean's  mighty  springs 

Their  liquid  stores  display'd. 
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Ere  throagfa  the  gloom  ci  andent  v^ 
The  streaks  of  light  appeai'd ; 

Before  the  high  celestial  aidi 
On  starry  poles  was  reai'd. 

Before  the  lood,  mdodkyos  spheres 

Their  tuneful  round  begun  ; 
Before  the  shining  roads  of  heaVn 

Were  measui'd  by  the  sun. 

Eie  through  the  empyrean  courts 

One  hallelujah  rung ; 
Or  to  their  hajps  the  sons  of  light 

Ecstatic  anthems  sung. 

Ere  men  ador'd,  or  angels  knew. 
Or  prais'd  Thy  wondrous  name  ; 

Thy  bliss,  O  saared  spring  of  life  ! 
And  glory  was  the  same. 

And  when  the  pillars  of  the  world 

With  sudden  ruin  break. 
And  all  this  vast  and  goodly  frame, 

Sinks  in  the  mighty  wreck  ; 

When  from  her  orb  the  moon  shall  start. 
The  astonishM  sun  roll  back  ; 

And  all  the  trembling  starry  lamps 
Their  ancient  course  forsake  ; 

For  ever  permanent  and  fix'd, 

From  agitation  free, 
Unchanged  in  everlasting  years 

Shall  Thy  existence  be. 


IN  VAIN  THE  DUSKY  NIGHT. 

In  vain  the  dusky  night  retires, 

And  sullen  shadows  fly  ; 
In  vain  the  mom  with  purple  light 

Adorns  the  eastern  sky. 
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In  vain  the  gandy  rising  son. 

The  wide  horizon  gilds, — 
Comes  glittering  o'er  the  silver  streams, 

And  cheers  the  dewy  fields. 

In  vain,  dispensing  vernal  sweets, 

The  morning  breezes  play ; 
In  vain  the  birds  with  cheerful  songs 

Salute  the  new-bom  day. 

In  vain,  unless  my  Saviour's  fooe 

These  gloomy  clouds  control, 
And  dissipate  the  sullen  shades 

That  press  my  drooping  souL 

Oh  visit  then  Thy  servant,  Lord, 

With  favour  from  on  high ; 
Arise,  my  bright  immortal  Sun, 

And  all  these  shades  will  die. 

When,  when,  shall  I  behold  Thy  face 

All  radiant  and  serene, 
Without  these  envious,  dusky  clouds 

That  make  a  veil  between  ? 

When  shall  that  long-expected  day 

Of  sacred  vision  be, 
When  my  impatient  soul  shall  make 

A  near  approach  to  Thee? 


HEAVEN. 

Hail,  sacred  Salem,  placM  on  high, 

Seat  of  th'  almighty  King  I 
What  thought  can  grasp  the  boundless  bliss? 

What  tongue  Thy  glories  sing  ? 

Thy  crystal  towers  and  palaces 

Magnificently  rise. 
And  dart  their  beauteous  lustre  round 

All  the  empyrean  skies. 
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The  voice  of  triumph  in  thy  streets, 

And  acclamations  sound ; 
Gay  banquets  in  thy  splendid  coorts. 

And  nuptial  joys  abound. 

Bright  smiles  on  ev'ry  face  iqipear. 

Rapture  in  ev'ry  e3re ;  • 
From  ev'ry  mouth  glad  anthems  flow, 

And  charming  harmony. 

Illustrious  day  for  ever  diere, 
Streams  from  the  face  Divine  : 

No  pale-fac'd  ipoon  e*er  glinuners  forth. 
Nor  stars,  nor  sun  decline. 

• 

No  scorching  heats,  no  piercing  colds, 
The  changing  seasons  bring  ; 

But  o'er  the  fields  mild  breezes  there 
Breathe  an  eternal  spring. 

The  flow'rs  with  lasting  beauty  shine, 
And  deck  the  smiling  ground  ; 

While  flowing  streams  of  pleasure  all 
The  happy  plains  surround. 


JOHN  RYLAND,  D.D. 


The  rev.  John  RyLAND  was  boni  at  Warwick,  on  the  agth  Janoaiy.  1753.  His  firtber.  Jcta 
Collett  Ryland,  was  a  distinguished  pastor  of  the  Baptist  denominatiod.  In  1770,  he  begaa  to 
preach.  For  a  period  he  assisted  his  father  at  Northampton,  whither  he  had  removed  in  X75». 
In  1786,  when  lUs  father  removed  to  London,  he  obtained  the  foil  charge  of  the  BaiKia  coa- 
gregation  at  Nortluunpton.  He  removed  to  Bfistol  in  1794,  to  become  president  of  the  B«|Hii* 
Academy  there,  and  pastor  of  Broadmead  Chapel.    He  died  on  tiie  *5th  Mayv  x8»$. 

Dr.  Ryland  was  a  profound  Oriental  scholar.  He  was  one  of  the  founders  of  the  B^tist 
Missionary  Society.  His  "  Hymns  and  Verses  on  Sacred  Subjects."  haTe  latdy  been  rcpraited 
by  Mr.  Sedgwick,  in  his  "  Library  of  Spiritual  Songs,"  accompanied  with  a  btognphkal  sketch. 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 

Sovereign  Ruler  of  the  skies, 
Ever  gracious,  ever  wise  ! 
All  my  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 
All  events  at  Thy  command. 
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His  decree  that  form'd  the  earth, 
Fix'd  my  first  and  second  birth ; 
Parents,  native  place,  and  time, — 
All  appointed  were  by  Him.  - 

He  that  form'd  me  in  the  womb. 
He  shall  guide  me  to  the  tomb  ; 
All  my  times  shall  ever  be 
Ordered  by  His  wise  decree. 

Times  of  sickness,  times  of  health, 
Times  of  penury  and  wealth  ; 
Times  of  trial  and  of  grief ; 
Times  of  triumph  and  relief. 

Times  the  tempter's  power  to  prove  ; 
Times  to  taste  a  Saviour's  love  ; 
All  must  come,  and  last,  and  end, 
As  shall  please  my  heavenly  Friend. 

Plagues  and  deaths  around  me  fly  ; 
Till  He  bids,  I  cannot  die  ; 
Not  a  single  shaft  can  hit. 
Till  the  God  of  love  sees  fit. 

0  Thou  gracious,  wise,  and  just. 
In  Thy  hands  my  life  I  trust ; 
Have  I  somewhat  dearer  still  ? 

1  resign  it  to  Thy  will. 

May  I  always  own  Thy  hand — 
Still  to  the  surrender  stand  ; 
Know  that  Thou  art  God  alone  ; 
I  and  mine  are  all  Thy  own. 

Thee  at  all  times,  will  I  bless  ; 
Having  Thee  I  all  possess  : 
How  can  I  bereaved  be, 
Since  I  cannot  part  with  Thee. 
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LORD,  I  WOULD  DELIGHT  IN  THEE. 

O  Lord,  I  would  delight  in  Thee^ 
And  on  Thy  care  depend  ; 

To  Thee,  in  every  trouble  flee, — 
My  best,  my  only  Friend  ! 

When  all  created  streams  are  dried, 

Thy  fulness  is  the  same ; 
May  I  with  this  be  satisfied, 

And  glory  in  Thy  name  ! 

Why  should  the  soul  a  drop  bemoan, 
Who  has  a  fountain  near, — 

A  fountain  which  will  ever  run 
W^ith  waters  sweet  and  dear  ? 

• 

No  good  in  creatures  can  be  found, 
But  may  be  found  in  Thee ; 

I  must  have  all  things,  and  abound, 
While  God  is  God  to  me. 

Oh,  that  I  had  a  stronger  faith. 
To  look  within  the  veil, — 

To  cretlit  what  my  Sa\iour  saith. 
Whose  Word  can  never  fail ! 

He  that  has  made  my  heaven  secure, 
Will  here  all  good  provide  ; 

While  Christ  is  rich,  can  I  be  poor  ? 
What  can  I  want  beside  ? 

O  Lord,  I  cast  my  care  on  Thee, 

I  triumph  and  adore  : 
Henceforth  my  great  concern  shall  be 

To  love  and  please  Thee  more. 
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ROBERT  SEAGRAVE,  M.A. 

KAVB  was  born  at  Twyford.  (.eiceatersliire,  on  the  and  Noreoiber,  1699. 
Jare  riiall.  Cambridge,  where  he  graduated  in  xjxB.  In  1739,  he  teems  to  have 
Sunday  Evening  Lecturer  at  Larimer's  HaO,  London.  Heidteiwarda  preached 
Je,  in  connection  with  the  CalTinistic  Methodists.  The  date  of  his  death  Is 
rare  cooipoaed  sereral  treatises  on  doctrinal  subfects,  and  on  the  duties  of  the 
jr.  In  1743,  lie  published  "Hymns  for  Christian  Wordiip;"  London,  8*0.  Thit 
d  a  number  of  original  hynms,  others  being  selected.  Fifty  hynni,  from  Us 
:h  of  his  Hfe  and  writings,  were  published  by  Mr.  Sedgwick  bk  ia6o. 


THE  PILGRIM'S  SONG. 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings ; 

Thy  better  portion  trace  ; 
Rise  from  transitory  things, 

Towards  heaven  thy  native  place. 
Sun  and  moon  and  stars  decay, 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove  ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 

Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course  ; 
Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun  : 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source. 
So  my  soul,  derived  from  God, 

Pants  to  view  His  glorious  fece  ; 
Forward  tends  to  His  abode. 

To  rest  in  His  embrace. 

Fly  me  riches,  fly  me  cares, 

Whilst  I  that  coast  explore  ; 
Flattering  world,  with  all  thy  snares, 

Solicit  me  no  more. 
Pilgrims  fix  not  here  their  home  ; 

Strangers  tarry  but  a  night ; 
When  the  last  dear  mom  is  come. 

They'll  rise  to  joyful  light. 

Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn, 
Press  onward  to  the  prize  ; 

Soon  our  Saviour  will  return 
Triumphant  in  the  skies. 
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Yet  a  season,  and  yoa  know 
Happy  entrance  will  be  glvcDt 

All  our  sorrows  left  below, 
And  earth  exchanged  for  heanren. 


AARON  CROSSLEY  HOBART  SEYMOUR. 


THIS  gcBtkniaa  b  deacended  from  the  great  bouee  of  Seymour,  so  memotiblr  !■  the  cfOdU 
tiroes  of  Henry  VIII.  and  Edward  VI..  for  the  rapidity  of  to  rise,  the  vaattcK  of  its  po«« 
and  the  depth  of  to  &U.  He  b  UaeallydeKended  from  Sir  Henry  Seymoor.brather  of  ike 
fint  Dulce  of  Somenet,  and  Jane  Seytnour.  the  Queen  of  HeniyVXIL  HebtheddotMBcf 
the  Rev.  John  Cromley  Seymour,  vicar  of  Cahlretly,  in  die  dioceee  of  CaaM,  nd  vwbonii 
the  county  of  Limerick,  oo  the  xjlh  December.  1719.  Kb  mocbcr  «■*  giiil  liibff  d 
William  Ilobart.  Esq..  of  Hi|{hmouBt.  county  of  Waterfocd.  In  i9txt,  hb  fim  ««k  •» 
published,  entitled  "Vital  Chrlstiattity."  in  a  series  of  letters  mWiwml  to  yooaf  pa«ai: 
It  contained  several  hymns  and  early  poetical  effusions.  In  iSotL  he  made  hb  int  apponve 
in  The  Evanjpetical  MajpaMttte  in  a  poem  on  Christmas  Day.  and  coBtinned  far  a  Mriaaf 
years  as  a  contributor  to  that  popular  seriaL  In  1611.  hb  editikM  of  Dr.  COEc^  lA  flf 
Whitefield  was  published.  ThU  was  foUowed,  in  1616,  by  a  lengthened  memoir  of  SG* 
Brooke,  prefixed  to  her  tnuulation  of  the  "  Relicks  of  Ancient  Irish  Poetry,"  in  the  cca- 
pilatiun  of  which  he  was  asMSted  by  Miss  Ed^eworth.  In  1839.  appeared  his  intcftsc^ 
worlc.  "  The  1  Jfe  and  Times  of  the  Countess  of  Huntingdon,"  in  two  octavo  voIomc».  11:^ 
valuable  publication  occupied  the  attention  of  the  author  for  upwards  of  thirty  years. 

Mr.  Seymour  has  been  a  contributor  to  the  poetical  department  of  Tkt  Christian  Gmdri**^ 
Tht  Wultyan  Methodist  Ma^axinc,  The  youths'  Ma^agiite,  and  other  periodicals. 
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HYMN  FOR  THE  ORDINATION  OF  MISSIONARIES. 

Awake  !  all  conquering  arm,  awake  ! 

And  lift  the  Saviour's  standard  high  ; 
Oh  cause  TKy  cheering  face  to  shine, 

And  call  Thy  chosen  people  nigh. 

Baptize  benighted  nations.  Lord, 
And  let  Thy  saving  truth  be  known  ; 

Arise,  Thy  royal  power  assume. 
And  claim  the  kingdoms  for  Thine  own. 

Bless  those  who  now  in  distanb  lands 

Bid  the  untutor'd  heathen  live  ; 
Be  Thou  their  guard,  their  God,  their  friend ; 

Success  to  every  effort  give 

*  This  was  written  by  Mr.  Seymour  in  1805.    A  portion  of  the  hymn  appears 
anonymously  in  the  collections. 
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Eternal  God,  their  hearts  inspire ; 

Let  each  Thy  sacred  presence  prove  ; 
Bid  them  go  forth  with  holy  zeal. 

And  loud  proclaim  Thy  dying  loTt. 

Mountains  of  unbelief  and  sin 

Shall  hll  before  Thy  sacred  word ; 
And  millions,  saved  firom  death  and  hell, 

Shall  own  the  Saviour  as  their  Lord. 


HYMN  FOR  THE  SPREAD  OF  THE  GOSPEL.* 

Jesus,  immortal  King,  arise  I 

Assume,  assert  Thy  sway  ; 
Till  earth,  subdued,  its  tribute  brings, 

And  distant  lands  obey. 

Ride  forth,  victorious  Conqueror,  ride  ! 

Till  all  Thy  foes  submit. 
And  all  the  powers  of  hell  resign 

Their  trophies  at  Thy  feet. 

Send  forth  Thy  word,  and  let  it  fly 

This  spacious  earth  around. 
Till  every  soul  beneath  the  sun 

Shall  hear  the  "joyful  sound." 

Oh  may  the  dear  Redeemer's  name 
Through  every  clime  be  known, 

And  heathen  gods,  like  Dagon,  fall. 
And  Jesus  reign  alone. 

Oh  hasten.  Lord,  that  happy  time. 

That  long  expected  day  ; 
-When  every  kingdom,  tribe,  and  tongue 
Shall  own  Thy  gentle  sway. 

When  all  th*  untutor'd  heathen  tribes 

Shall  the  Redeemer  own, 
And  crowds  of  willing  converts  come 

To  worship  at  Thy  throne. 


n  the  New  Congregational  Hymn-book  this  hymn  is  ascribed  to  '*  Burder. 
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From  sea  to  sea,  from  shore  to  sliorc;^ 

May  Jesus  be  adored  ; 
And  earth,  with  all  her  millions,  shout 

Hosannas  to  the  Lord. 


MISSIONARY  HYMN/ 
(CantriAuted,) 

Great  Captain  of  salvation,  rise 
In  Thy  resistless,  saving  might ; 

Send  Thine  anointed  servants  forth. 
To  spread  abroad  Thy  glorious  light 

Heralds  of  God !  proclaim  the  cross, 
Display  the  glorious  banner  high  ; 

Go,  spread  the  joyful  news  abroad. 
And  bid  a  guilty  world  draw  nigh. 

On  Afric^s  shores,  to  Indians  sons 
Your  sacred  embassy  declare  ; 

And  may  untutor'd  heathen  tribes. 
And  earth,  the  mighty  blessings  share. 

**  Zion's  King  shall  reign  victorious," 
In  heaven  and  earth  the  Lord  of  all ; 

Nations  shall  bow  before  His  throne. 
And  low  **  before  His  footstool  (all." 

Roll  swiftly  round,  ye  wheels  of  time. 
And  bring  the  long-expected  day. 

When  realms  that  now  in  darkness  lie. 
Shall  own  and  bless  Thy  sovereign  sway. 

*  Composed  in  2805,  l>ut  hitherto  unpubU&hed. 
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MRS.  ANNE  SHEPHERD. 

HOULDITCH  was  born  at  Cowes.  Isle  of  Wi^ht.  Her  fiither,  the  Rer.  Edward  Houl- 
iteld,  fbr  many  yean,  the  UtIi^  of  Speen,  Berkshire.  By  oiaiTJage  she  became  Mrs. 
•rd.  She  died  at  Bhckheath,  Kent,  to  1857.  Mrs.  Shepherd  was  pocaesaed  of  a  vigorous 
t,  which  had  been  much  improved  by  culture.    Two  religious  novds,  from  her  pen, 

I  **  Ellen  Seymour"  and  "  Reality,"  attracted  considemble  attention.    But  her  reputa- 

II  chiefly  rest  on  her  hymn*book,  entitled  "  Hymns  adapted  to  the  Comprdiensian  of 
Minds."  These  compositions,  sixty-four  in  number,  are  admhabiy  adapted  far  interast- 
ithfiil  readers  in  the  predous  truths  of  salvation. 


FOR  A  SUNDAY  SCHOOL. 

Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven 
Thousands  of  children  stand ; 

Children,  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band, 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

In  flowing  robes  of  spotless  white, 

See  every  one  array*d  : 
Dwelling  in  everlasting  light, 

And  joys  that  never  fade. 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

Once  they  were  little  things  like  you. 

And  lived  on  earth  below. 
And  could  not  praise  as  now  they  do 

The  Lord  who  loved  them  so. 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

What  brought  them  to  that  world  above. 
That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair. 

Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  : 
How  came  those  children  there. 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory  ? 

Because  the  Saviour  shed  His  blood 

To  wash  away  their  sin. 
Bathed  in  that  precious  purple  flood. 

Behold  them  white  and  clean. 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 
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On  earth  they  sought  the  Savionr's  paee, 
Od  eaith  they  loved  His  name  ; 

So  DOW  Ihejr  lee  His  blessM  face. 
And  ttand  before  the  Lamb, 
SEn^ng  glory,  glory,  glory. 


A  MESSAGE  OF  LOVE. 

Heke's  a  messiige  of  love 

Come  down  from  above 
To  iavite  little  children  to  heaven ; 

In  God's  blessM  book 

Poor  sinners  may  look, 
And  see  how  all  ^  is  rorgiven. 

For  there  they  may  read 

How  Jesus  did  bleed, 
And  die  for  His  dear  little  ones  ; 

How  clean  He  first  makes  them, 

And  afterwards  takes  them 
To  be  His  own  daughters  and  sons. 

And  then  when  they  die. 

He  takes  them  on  high, 
To  be  with  Him  in  heaven  above ; 

For  so  kind  is  His  heart. 

That  He  never  will  part 
From  a  child  that  has  tasted  His  lore. 

And  O  !  what  delight 

In  heaven  so  bright. 
To  see  the  dear  Saviour's  bee  ; 

On  His  beauty  to  gaie. 

And  to  sing  to  His  praise 
For  ever  in  that  happy  place  ! 


THE  GARDEN  OF  THE  LORD. 
Christ  has  a  garden  here  below, 
Where  pleasant  fhiils  and  spins  grow; 
The  trees  and  flowers  therein  thU  itond 
Are  planted  by  His  gentle  hand. 
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This  may,  perhaps,  sound  strange  to  you ; 
But  yet  the  Bible  says  'tis  true  : 
God's  children  in  His  holy  word 
Are  called  the  garden  of  the  Lord. 

By  nature,  rude  and  wild  the/re-bom, 
Just  like  the  brier  or  the  thorn ; 
But  when  they're  in  this  garden  put, 
They  turn  to  trees  producing  fruit. 

Jesus  upon  His  garden  shines, 
And  props,  and  rears  His  tender  vines  ; 
His  grace  like  gentle  rain  is  shed 
On  every  little  drooping  head. 

Do  any  children  long  to  be 
Planted  and  water'd,  Lord,  by  Thee  ? 
O  let  them  hear  Thy  loving  calls. 
And  come  within  Thy  garden  walls. 

Such  children  are  the  tender  plants 
Of  whom  the  Lord  supplies  the  wants  ; 
The  little,  thirsty,  drooping  flowers. 
On  whom  He  pours  His  choicest  showers. 


THE  FAMILY  OF  GOD. 

God  has  a  family  on  earth 

Of  daughters  and  of  sons ; 
His  Holy  Spirit  gave  them  birth. 

They  are  His  little  ones. 

He  watches  over  them  for  good, 
And  hears  their  smallest  cries  ; 

He  gives  them  house,  and  clothes,  and  food. 
And  all  their  wants  supplies. 

He  knows  their  weak  and  tender  frame, 

Pities  their  griefs  and  fears ; 
And  calls  them  every  one  by  name, 

And  wipes  away  their  tears. 
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And  witj  da«9  God  such  ItiDdness  show 

To  things  so  mean  and  base  ! 
Wbj  doe*  He  more  on  them  bestow 

Than  others  of  their  race. 

'Tis  all  becatise  that  Jesus  bled 

For  them  upon  the  tree  ; 
And  dweh  awhile  among  the  dead 

To  set  His  children  free. 
To  what  the  Lamb  of  God  has  done 

They  all  theii  blessings  owe; 
'Tis  for  the  sake  of  His  dear  Son, 

The  Father  loves  them  so. 

Let  children,  then,  redeem'd  and  bought 

With  Jesus'  precious  blood. 
Sing  the  sweet  praise  of  Him  who  brooght 
Such  little  ones  to  God. 


WALTER   SHIRLEY. 


\ 


THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST. 
Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend ; 
Life  and  health  and  peace  possessing 

From  the  tinner's  dying  Frknd. 
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Here  I'll  sit,  for  ever  viewing 

Mercy's  streams  in  streams  of  blood : 
Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 

Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 

Truly  blessed  is  this  station. 

Low  before  His  cross  to  lie  ; 
While  I  see  Divine  compassion 

Floating  in  His  languid  eye. 
Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven. 

While  upon  the  Lamb  I  gaze  ; 
Love  I  much  ?  I've  much  forgiven, 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

* 
Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing. 

With  my  tears  His  feet  I'll  bathe  ; 
Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding. 

Life  deriving  from  His  death. 
May  I  still  enjoy  this  feeling. 

In  all  need  to  Jesus  go ; 
Prove  His  woimds  each  day  more  healing, 

And  Himself  most  deeply  know  I 


DISMISSION. 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing  ; 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  ; 
Let  us  each,  Thy  love  possessing, 

Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  : 
Oh  refresh  us, 

Trav'lling  through  this  wilderness. 

Thanks  we  give  and  adoration 
For  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound  ; 

May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  Uves  aboimd  I 

Ever  faithful 
To  the  truth  may  we  be  found  I 
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So,  whene'er  the  signal's  given 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 

Borne  on  angel's  wing  to  heaven. 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey. 

May  we  ever 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day  ! 


MISSIONARY   HYMN.* 

Go  !  destined  vessel,  heavenly  freighted,  go  ! 

For  lo  !  the  Lord's  ambassadors  are  there  ; 
Faith  sits  at  helm,  and  Hope  attends  the  prow, 

While  thousands  swell  the  sails  with  balmy  prayer. 

Jesus,  thy  Guardian,  walks  the  briny  wave. 

Or  on  the  whirlwind  rides  and  rules  the  storm  ; 

His  eye  regards  thee,  vigilant  to  save. 
Though  danger  varies  its  terrific  form. 

Black  gathering  tempests,  awed  by  His  command. 
Their  hideous  roar  in  lowly  murmurs  cease  ; 

Whilst  o'er  the  monstrous  surge  He  waves  His  hand. 
Or  spreads  the  silky  mantle  of  His  peace. 

The  Lord  of  elements  is  Lord  of  men. 
He  stills  the  menace  of  the  hostile  mind  ; 

His  servants,  soon  as  the  glad  port  they  gain. 
In  hearts  prepared  shall  friendly  welcome  find. 

Lo !  India's  tawny  sons  incline  the  ear, 
And  pause,  attentive  to  the  sacred  word  ; 

Heralds  of  God,  your  embassy  declare, 
And  win  obedient  nations  to  the  Lord. 

Proclaim  the  cross.  His  banner  lifted  high. 
And  bid  a  guilty  world  find  refuge  there  ; 

So  shall  the  praise  of  myriads  rend  the  sky. 
And  heaven  and  earth  the  mighty  blessings  share. 

*  These  lines,  printed  from  the  original  MS.,  were  written  by  Mr.  Shtriey, 
the  first  Missionaries  were  sent  to  America,  in  1772,  by  the  Countess  of  Huntiqg' 
.  don,  under  the  Rev.  Wm.  Percy  as  their  President. 
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Gleams  the  glad  mom !  arise,  O  King  of  kings ! 

Assume,  exert  Thine  universal  sway  ; 
Till  earth,  subdued,  its  willing  tribute  brings, 

And  distant  regions  cheerfully  obey. 

Then,  big  with  conquest,  bring  Thy  glories  down ; 

Let  those  that  love  Thy  name  Thy  person  view ; 
Friends  of  Thy  cross,  they  soon  shall  share  Thy  crown 

In  peaceful  rest,  with  bliss  for  ever  new. 


EASTER  HYMN.* 

From  heaven  the  loud,  th'  angelic  song  began. 
It  shook  the  skies,  and  reached  astonished  man  ; 
By  man  re-echoed,  it  shall  mount  again. 
While  fragrant  odours  fill  the  blissful  plain. 

Worthy  the  Lamb  of  boundless  sway. 
In  heaven  or  earth  the  Lord  of  all ; 

Ye  princes,  rulers,  powers,  obey. 
And  low  before  His  footstool  fall. 

The  deed  was  done ;  the  Lamb  was  slain  ; 

The  groaning  earth,  the  burden  bore  : 
He  rose.  He  lives.  He  lives  to  reign. 

Nor  time  shall  shake  His  endless  power. 

Riches,  and  all  that  deck  the  great. 
From  worids  unnumbered  hither  bring  ; 

The  tribute  pour  before  His  seat. 
And  hail  the  triumphs  of  our  King. 

Wisdom  and  strength  are  His  alone  ; 

He  raised  the  tqp-stone,  shouting  Grace  ; 
Honour  has  built  His  lofly  throne, 

And  glory  shines  upon  His  face. 

From  heaven,  from  earth,  loud  bursts  of  praise 
The  mighty  blessings  shall  proclaim  J 

Blessings  that  earth  to  glory  raise  ; 
The  purchase  of  the  wounded  Lamb. 

*  The  music  of  this  piece  is  by  Millgrove. 
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Higher,  still  higher  swell  the  strain  ; 

Creation's  voice,  the  note  prolong  ; 
The  LAmb  shall  ever,  ever  reign : 

Let  hallelujahs  crown  the  song. 

Hallelujah. 


WILLIAM  SHRUBSOLE,  Sen. 

WILLIAM  SHRUBSOLE  was  born  at  Sandwich,  on  tho  7th  April,  1799.  In  X743.  be  was 
apprenticed  to  a  shipwright  at  Sheemess.  About  his  twentiedi  year,  he  experienced  a  freai 
spiritual  change.  He  be-j^an  to  Join  a  few  persons  for  Scripture  readily  and  prajrei ;  be  sd>- 
sequently  engaged  in  theological  studies.  After  a  period  of  subordinate  .eaaploymert  la 
Sheemess  dockyard,  he  was  appointed  master-mastmaker  in  1773.  He  cootiBaed  to  retak 
that  office  till  his  death.  In  1766,  he  undertook  the  ministry  of  an  ladepeDdeat  ^apel  at 
Sheemess.  His  pastoral  services  were  much  valued.  He  died  on  the  7th  Febnuuy,  1797.  is 
his  sixty  .eighth  year.  In  1776,  Mr.  Shmbsole  published  "  Christian  Memoirs,  a  Review  of  the 
present  state  of  Religion  iu  England."  A  third  edition  of  that  worit  was  pub&abed  in  iSt?. 
accompanied  with  a  memoir  of  the  author,  by  his  son.  The  fcdkiwlng  hyno,  by  Mr.  Shrobaole. 
rst  appeared  in  1780. 

MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

Arm  of  the  Lord  !  awake  !  awake  ! 
Put  on  Thy  strength,  the  nations  shake  ; 
And  let  the  world,  adoring,  see 
Triumphs  of  mercy  wrought  by  Thee. 

Say  to  the  heathen  from  Thy  throne, 
**  I  am  Jehovah,  God  alone  !" 
Thy  voice  their  idols  shall  confound. 
And  cast  their  altars  to  the  ground. 

No  more  let  human  blood  be  spilt. 
Vain  sacrifice  for  human  guilt ; 
But  to  each  conscience  be  applied 
The  blood  that  flow'd  from  Jesus*  side. 

Arm  of  the  Lord,  Thy  power  extend  ; 
Let  Mahomet's  imposture  end  ; 
Break  papal  superstition's  chain. 
And  the  proud  scoffer's  rage  restrain. 
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Let  Zion's  time  of  favour  come  : 
Oh  bring  the  tribes  of  Israel  home  : 
And  let  our  wondering  eyes  behold 
Gentiles  and  Jews  in  Jesus'  fold. 

Almighty  God,  Thy  grace  proclaim 
In  every  clime  of  every  name ; 
Let  adverse  powers  before  Thee  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  A"  all. 


WILLIAM  SHRUBSOLE,  Jun. 

AM  SHRUBSOLB.  Jun.,  Son  of  the  preceding,  was  born  at  Sheeraess,  on  the  azst 
iber.  1759.  He  was  originally  employed  as  a  shipwright.  In  1785.  he  proceeded  to 
n,  aud  became  a  clerk  in  the  accountants'  division  of  the  Bank  of  England.  In  the 
lis  position  gradoally  Improved ;  he  latterly  held  the  responsible  post  of  secretary  of  the 
ttee  of  treasury.  He  connected  himself  with  the  principal  religious  and  charitable 
tions  in  the  metropolis,  and  occasionally  contributed,  both  in  prose  and  verse,  to  the 
itions  of  the  Religious  Tract  Society.  His  death  took  place  on  the  ayrd  August,  1809. 
>llowing  compositions  of  Mr.  Shnibsole  have  been  Icindly  supplied  by  a  member  of 
lily.    In  the  collections,  the  two  latter  are  attributed  to  others. 

LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS. 

In  all  the  paths  my  feet  pursue 

While  travelling  to  my  heavenly  rest, 

My  wearied  powers  their  strength  renew, 
My  spirit  feels  Divinely  blest. 

When,  Saviour,  to  Thy  cross  I  flee. 

And  my  whole  soul  commit  to  Thee. 

When  with  a  weight  of  care  I  bend. 
Oppressed  beneath  the  heavy  load. 

And  troubles  every  step  attend. 
In  life's  perplex'd  and  rugged  road. 

Then,  O  my  Saviour,  be  Thou  near. 

My  cares  to  take,  my  heart  to  cheer. 

When  numerous  snares  beset  my  feet. 
Spread  by  the  world,  by  sense  and  sin  ; 

When  bold  temptation's  front  I  meet, 
Or  feel  a  treacherous  heart  within, 

Jesus,  my  guide  and  helper  be, 

And  let  me  stay  my  soul  on  Thee. 
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When  duties  on  my  languid  mind 
Wage  but  a  weaJc  and  feeble  claim. 

And  in  devotion's  hours  I  find 
No  kindling  of  a  heavenly  flame, 

Saviour,  the  will  and  power  impart ; 

Direct  my  mind  and  warm  my  heart. 

Should  my  breast  heave  with  labouring  sighs, 
Oppressed  with  pain,  overcharged  with  grief; 

Should  joy  be  hidden  from  my  eyes, 
And  hope  delay  her  sweet  relief: 

Then,  gracious  Saviour,  by  me  stay. 

And  wipe  the  gushing  tear  away. 

Soon  what  will  all  the  world  avail, — 
Its  hopes  and  fears,  its  joys  and  strife  ? 

Soon  even  flesh  and  heart  must  fail. 
And  leave  me  on  the  verge  of  life ; 

Then,  Saviour,  then  my  portion  be. 

In  death  and  in  eternity. 


A  MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

Bright  as  the  sun's  meridian  blaze. 
Vast  as  the  blessings  he  conveys, 
Wide  as  his  reign  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  permanent  as  his  control, — 

So,  Jesus,  let  Thy  kingdom  come ; 
Then  sin  and  hell's  terrific  gloom 
Shall,  at  its  brightness,  flee  away — 
The  dawn  of  an  eternal  day. 

Then  shall  the  heathen,  fill'd  with  awe. 
Learn  the  blest  knowledge  of  Thy  law ; 
And  Antichrist,  on  every  shore, 
Fall  from  his  throne,  to  rise  no  more. 

Then  shall  Thy  lofty  praise  resound 
On  Afric*s  shores,  through  India's  ground ; 
And  islands  of  the  Southern  Sea 
Shall  stretch  their  eager  arms  to  Thee. 
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Then  shill  the  Jew  and  Gentile  tneet 
1q  pare  devotion  il  Thy  feel ; 
And  aulh  shol!  yiel*i  Thee,  as  Thy  due, 
Hei  fuiness  and  bet  glory  loo. 

Oh  Chut  from  Britiiin  nonr  might  shine 
Thi»  heavenly  lijjht  and  Irulh  Divine, 
Til]  the  whole  universe  abroad 
FUme  with  die  gloiy  of  oar  God. 


DAILY  DUTIES. 

When,  streaming  from  the  eastcni  skies. 
The  morning  light  salutes  my  eyes, 
O  Sun  of  righteousness  Divine, 
On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shine  ; 
Chase  the  daik  clouds  of  guilt  away. 
And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

When  to  heaven's  great  and  glorious  King 
My  morning  sacrifice  I  bring, 
And,  mourning  o'er  my  guilt  and  shame, 
Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name. 
Then,  Jesus,  sprinkle  with  Thy  blood. 
And  be  my  advocate  with  God. 

As  every  day  Thy  mercy  spares 
Will  bring  its  trials  and  its  cares, 

0  Saviour,  till  my  life  shall  end. 

Be  Thou  my  Counsellor  and  Friend  ; 
Teach  me  Thy  precepts,  all  Divine, 
And  be  Thy  great  example  mine. 

When  pain  transfixes  every  part. 
And  languor  settles  at  the  heart ; 
When  on  my  bed,  diseased,  opprest, 

1  turn,  and  sigh,  and  long  for  rest, 
O  Great  Physician,  see  my  grief. 
And  grant  Thy  servant  sweet  relief! 


^ 
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Should  poverty's  consuming  blow 
Lay  all  my  worldly  comforts  low, 
And  neither  help  nor  hope  appear. 
My  steps  to  guide,  my  heart  to  dieer ; 
Lord,  pity  and  supply  my  need. 
For  Thou  on  earth  wast  poor  indeed. 

Should  Providence  profusely  pour 
Its  various  blessings  on  my  store. 
Oh,  keep  me  from  the  ills  that  wait 
On  such  a  seeming  prosperous  state  ; 
From  hurtful  passions  set  me  firee, 
And  humbly  may  I  walk  with  Thee  ! 

When  each  day's  scenes  and  labours  close. 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose. 
With  pardoning  mercy  richly  blest. 
Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest ; 
And  as  each  morning  sun  shall  rise. 
Oh,  lead  me  onward  to  the  skies. 


And  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun. 
My  conflicts  o'er,  my  labours  done, 
Jesus,  Thine  heavenly  radiance  shed. 
To  cheer  and  bless  my  dying  bed  ; 
And  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  raise. 
To  see  Thy  fisice  and  sing  Thy  praise. 


MRS.  SIMPSON. 


PRAYER. 

Go  when  (he  morning  shineth. 

Go  when  the  noon  is  bright  ; 
Go  when  the  eve  dedinelh, 

Go  in  (he  hush  of  night ; 
Go  with  pure  mind  and  feeling, 

Fling  earthly  thought  away, 
And,  in  thy  chamber  kneeling. 

Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 

Remember  all  who  love  thee, 

AU  who  are  loved  by  Ihee  ; 
Pray,  loo,  for  those  that  hate  ihec, 

If  any  such  there  be. 
Then  for  thyself,  in  meekness, 

A  blessing  humbly  claim  ; 
And  link,  with  each  petition. 

The  great  Redeemer's  name. 

Or  if  'lis  e'er  denied  (hee 

In  sotitade  to  pray. 
Should  holy  thoughts  come  o'ei  ihee, 

When  friends  are  round  thy  way  ; 
Even  then  the  silent  breathing 

Uf  Ihy  spirit  raised  above. 
May  reach  Mis  throne  of  gloiy. 

Who  Is  mercy,  truth,  and  love  ! 


508  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

O  !  not  a  joy  or  blessing 

With  this  can  we  compare, 
The  power  that  He  hath  given  us 

To  pour  our  hearts  in  prayer  ! 
Whene'er  thou  pin'st  in  sadness. 

Before  His  footstool  fall. 
And  remember,  in  thy  gladness. 

His  grace  who  gave  thee  alL 


THE  LESSON. 
{Contributed,) 

I  HAD  a  lesson  to  teach  them, 
The  children  that  God  had  given. 

From  a  Book  most  high  and  holy. 
Whose  theme  is  the  love  of  Heaven. 

But  some  of  these  baby-blossoms 
Were  laid  by  the  reaper  low, 

Ere  yet  they  could  spell  the  letters 
I  wish'd  them  so  much  to  know. 

And  one,  on  whose  soul  had  fallen 
The  lesson  with  deepest  power. 

Went  home  to  the  sainted  glory 
In  the  dawn  of  his  manhood's  hour. 

Ah  !  then,  as  the  waves  of  sorrow 

Went  over  my  drooping  head. 
My  pupils  became  my  teachers. 

The  living  was  taught  by  the  dead  ! 

And  the  more  their  memory  held  me. 
The  children  I  ne'er  could  see  ; 

The  more  we  rehearsed  that  lesson 
The  children  yet  left  with  me. 

And  still,  when  the  Book  is  opened 
Where  wisdom  and  peace  are  found, 

We  fancy  our  loved  ones  bendiog 
To  meet  us  on  holy  ground. 
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And  the  lesson  so  pure  and  tender, 

We  study  with  silent  prayer, 
Sinks  down  to  our  inmost  spirits, 

With  these  angels  hovering  there  ! 

And  we  long  to  fold  our  pinions, 

By  sin  and  by  sorrow  press'd, 
'Neath  the  tree  by  the  crystal  river. 

The  dty  of  endless  rest ! 

Till  then,  with  a  zeal  untiring. 
We'll  con  the  lesson  of  love ; 
The  children  on  earth  yet  dwelling, 
And  the  children  moored  above. 


JAMES  G.  SMALL. 


Rev.  James  C.  Small  is  a  native  of  Edinburgh.  Having  attended  the  university  of 
^ve  city,  he  there  attained  distinction  as  a  successful  competitor  for  various  prize  poems. 
),  he  published  a  volume  of  poems,  entitled  "  The  Highlands,  etc."  This  work  has 
I  through  several  editions.  Two  small  poetical  works  from  his  pen  have  likewise  been 
Reived.  In  1847.  Mr.  Small  was  ordained  pastor  of  the  Free  Church,  Bervie,  Kincardine- 


VOICES  FROM  HEAVEN. 

What  strains  of  compassion  are  heard  from  above, 
Calling  sinners  to  flee  to  the  bosom  of  Love  ! 
*Tis  the  voice  of  the  Saviour  who  speaks  from  on  high — 
"  Turn,  turn,  ye  poor  wanderers,  O  why  will  ye  die  ? 
Turn,  turn,  ere  ye  perish  ;  for  judgment  is  nigh." 

What  a  sweet  invitation  is  heard  from  above  ! 

palling  children  to  fly  to  the  bosom  of  Love  ! 

*Tis  the  voice  of  the  Shepherd  !  how  kind  is  its  tone — 

**  Come,  ye  young  ones,  to  me,  ere  life's  spring-time  be  flown ; 

I  will  take  you,  and  bless  you,  and  make  you  mine  own." 
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What  accents  of  comfort  are  heard  finom  abore, 
Calling  mourners  to  rest  on  the  bosom  of  Love  ! 
*Tis  the  voice  of  our  tender  and  £dthfal  High  Priest — 
"  Come  to  me,  ye  who  labour,  with  sorrows  oppressed ; 
Come,  and,  learning  of  me,  your  tired  soul  shall  find  rest** 

What  songs  of  rejoicing  are  rising  above 
From  the  blest  who  repose  on  the  bosom  of  Love  ! 
*Tis  the  voice  of  the  ransom*d  ;  how  joyful  the  strain — 
"  Glory,  blessing,  and  power  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain. 
For  He  suffered  for  us,  and  with,Him  we  shall  reign." 


"  REJOICE  EVERMORE.*' 

Child  of  God  and  heir  of  glory, 

Wherefore  should  thy  heart  despond  ? 

Set  the  joys  of  heaven  before  thee ; 
Pierce  the  veil,  and  look  beyond. 

Brood  not  o'er  this  scene  of  sorrow. 
Think  of  all  the  hopes  reveal'd  ; 

From  the /u/ure  learn  to  borrow 
What  the  present  cannot  jrield. 

Let  thy  heart  be  ever  cheerful. 
So  thy  soul  shall  still  be  strong  ; 

To  the  timid  and  the  fearful, 
Ne'er  does,  victory  belong. 

What  though  clouds  above  thee  hover  ! 

They  shall  soon  be  chased  away  ; 
And,  dispersing,  will  discover 

All  the  glory  of  the  day.  ' 

What  though  now  the  path  thou  treadest 
Be  with  grieving  thorns  beset ! 

All  the  ills  which  kere  thou  dreadest 
Yatuier  thou  shalt  soon  forget* 
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CHARITIE  LEES  SMITH. 

B  LBES  SMITH  Is  the  daughter  of  tiie  Rer.  Sidney  Smith.  D.D..  rector  of  Aghft- 
ninty  Fennanagli.  Ireland ;  she  was  bom  at  Bloomfield,  Merrion.  in  the  county  of 
Miss  Smidi  has  composed  a  number  of  sacred  lyrics ;  she  has  contributed  to  several 
ieriala.    Her  hymn  entitled  "  Heavenly  Anticipations "  is  a  favourite  in  Sunday- 


HEAVENLY  ANTICIPATIONS. 

Oh  for  the  robes  of  whiteness  I 

Oh  for  the  tearless  eyes ! 
Oh  for  the  glorious  brightness 

Of  the  unclouded  skies  ! 


Oh  for  the  no  more  weeping 

Within  the  land  of  love. 
The  endless  joy  of  keeping 

The  bridal  feast  above  ! 

Oh  for  the  bliss  of  dying, 

My  risen  Lord  to  meet  I 
Oh  for  the  rest  of  lying 

For  ever  at  His  feet ! 

Oh  for  the  hour  of  seeing 

My  Saviour  face  to  face. 
The  hope  of  ever  being 

In  that  sweet  meeting-place ! 

Jesus,  Thou  King  of  glory, 
I  soon  shall  dwell  with  Thee  ; 

I  soon  shall  sing  the  story 
Of  Thy  great  love  to  me. 

Meanwhile  my  thoughts  shall  enter, 
E'en  now,  before  Thy  throne. 

That  all  my  love  may  centre 
On  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 


■^        \ 
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"MIGHTY  TO  SAVE." 
{Contribui€d.) 

The  King  of  glory  standeth 

Beside  that  heart  of  sin. 
His  mighty  voice  conimandeth 

The  raging  waves  within ; 
The  floods  of  deepest  anguish 

Roll  backward  at  His  will, 
As  o'er  the  storm  ariseth 

His  mandate,  "  Peace,  be  still. 

At  times,  with  sudden  glory, 

He  speaks,  and  all  is  done  ! 
Without  one  stroke  of  battle 

The  victory  is  won  : 
While  we  with  joy  beholding, 

Can  scarce  believe  it  true, 
That  e'en  our  kingly  Jesus 

Can  form  such  hearts  anew. 


He  comes  in  blood-stain'd  garments 

Upon  His  brow  a  crown  ; 
The  gates  of  brass  fly  open. 

The  iron  bands  drop  down. 
From  off"  the  fetter'd  captive 

The  chains  of  Satan  fall. 
While  angels  shout  triumphant. 

That  Christ  is  Lord  of  all ! 

But  sometimes  in  the  stillness. 

He  gently  draweth  near, 
And  whispers  words  of  welcome, 

Into  the  sinner's  ear  : 
With  anxious  heart  He  waiteth 

The  answer  of  His  cry, 
That  oft  repeated  question, 

"O  wherefore  wilt  thou  die  ?" 


^^^B^^^^^^l 
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With  wounded  feel  and  son. 
The  supplianl  Saviour  standeth 

And  knQcketh  al  the  door  : 
The  bleak  winds  howl  around  Htm, 

The  unbelief  and  tin; 
Yel  Jejus  waits,  entreating 

That  He  may  enter  in. 

He  whispers  through  the  portal ; 

He  woos  them  with  His  love  j 
He  calls  them  to  the  kingdom 

Thai  w^ta  for  them  above  : 
He  speaks, or  all  the  gladness 

His  yearning  heart  would  give. 
Tells  of  the  dKuising  fountain, 

And  bids  them  "  wash,  and  live." 

Oh  Christ,  His  love  a  mighty  ! 

I^ng-sufTcring  is  His  grace  ! 
And  glorious  is  the  splendour 

That  beameth  from  His  face  ! 
Our  hearts  up-leap  in  gladness. 

When  we  behold  that  love, 
As  we  go  singing  onward 

To  dwell  with  Him  above  I 

' 

MRS.  CAROLINE  SOUTHEY. 

SJvt -Ji  bom  In  17«.    lo  ia».  *i;  6m  ippomd  m  wi  wlhn 
:mUm  withMBi.mj;--Hobta  HowH'mJ  ■■Tht  Blnbdaj 

ucuod.  Nsnn                                  ,     ; 
br  <)»  mbia.                              1 

IllHJ* 

TltE  MARINER'S  HVMN. 

Launch  thy  bark,  mariner ; 

Christian,  God  speed  Ihee ; 
Let  loose  the  rudder-bands. 

Good  angek  lead  thee. 
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Set  thy  sails  warily, 
Tempests  will  come ; 

Steer  thy  course  steadily : 
Christian,  steer  home. 


Look  to  the  weather-bow, 

Breakers  are  round  thee  ; 
Let  fall  the  plummet  now, 

Shallows  may  ground  thee. 
Reef  in  the  foresail,  there, — 

Hold  the  helm  fast ; 
So— let  the  vessel  wear ; 

There  swept  the  blast 

*'  What  of  the  night,  watchman  ? 

What  of  the  night!" 
**  Cloudy,  all  quiet. 

No  land  yet— all 's  right" 
Be  wakeful,  be  vigilant ; 

Danger  may  be 
At  an  hour  when  all  seemeth 

Securest  to  thee. 

How  I  gains  the  leak  so  fast  ? 

Clear  out  the  hold ; 
Hoist  up  thy  merchandise. 

Heave  out  thy  gold. 
There — let  the  ingots  go ; 

Now  the  ship  rights : 
Hurrah  I  the  harbour's  near; 

Lo  !  the  red  lights. 

Slacken  not  sail  yet. 

At  inlet  or  island  ; 
Straight  for  the  beacon  steer, 

Straight  for  the  high  land. 
Crowd  all  thy  canvas  on. 

Cut  through  the  foam  ; 
Christian,  cast  anchor  now, 

Heaven  is  thy  home. 
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JOSEPH  STAMMERS. 


Stammers  was  bora  at  Bury  St  Edmtmds,  In  xfloz.  Educated  for  the  legal  pro- 
be practised  foraome  years  as  a  solicitor  in  the  dty  of  London.  In  1833,  he  was  called 
ir,  and  Joined  the  Northern  Circuit.  Mr.  Stammers  continues  to  practise  as  a  barrister, 
the  foUowing  hymns  liare  been  kindly  contributed  to  this  work  by  Mr.  Stammers. 

the  ware.  Christian,"  was  written  by  liim  many  years  ago  for  a  small  serial  edited  by 
.  John  Bockworth,  late  ricaur  of  Dewsbury.  From  this  source  it  had  got  Into  the  hymn- 
It  has  been  assigned  to  at  least  fire  different  writers.  We  rq)o*cc  to  establish  th«  tnae 

Up. 


BREAST  THE  WAVE,  CHRISTIAN. 


Breast  the  wave,  Christian, 

When  it  is  strongest  ; 
Watch  for  day,  Christian, 

When  the  night 's  longest ; 
Onward  and  onward  still 

Be  thine  endeavour ; 
The  rest  that  remaineth 

Will  be  for  ever. 


Fight  the  fight,  Christian, 

Jesus  is  o'er  thee  ; 
Run  the  race,  Christian, 

Heaven  is  before  thee. 
He  who  hath  promised 

Faltereth  never; 
The  love  of  eternity 

Flows  on  for  ever. 


Lift  the  eye.  Christian, 

Just  as  it  closeth ; 
Raise  the  heart,  Christian, 

Ere  it  reposeth ; 
Thee  from  the  love  of  Christ 

Nothing  shall  sever ; 
Mount  when  thy  work  is  done. 

Praise  Him  for  ever. 
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THE  RIVER  IS  FREE ! 

Isaiah  It.  z. 
{Contriimted,) 

Hark  I  the  cry  sonnds  from 

Eternity's  brink : 
Ho  1  he  that  thirsteth. 

Come  now  and  drink ! 
Freeman,  or  bond-slave, 

Whoever  you  be, 
Drink  of  salvation. 

The  river  is  free! 

Ho  I  to  the  wanderer, 

Weary  and  worn ! 
Ho !  to  the  objects 

Of  pity  and  scorn  I 
Homeless  and  desolate^ 

Land-bom,  or  sea. 
Come  to  the  waters. 

The  river  is  free  I 

Mark  how  it  springeth 

From  mercy  alone  I 
The  fountain  out-gusheth 

From  God's  holy  throne ; 
It  cheereth,  it  cleanseth 

Such  sinners  as  we  ; 
'Tis  life  everlasting, 

The  river  is  free  1 


HIND  OF  THE  MORNING. 

Psalm  xxii. 
(Contributed.) 

Hind  of  the  morning,  come  running,  come  leajrfng. 
Spring  from  the  thickets,  and  quickly  appear  ; 

The  souls  of  Thy  people  are  weary  with  weeping 
And  wait  for  Thy  presence  to  dry  up  the  tear. 
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Far  ha\^e  they  travelled  in  darkness  and  soxrow, 

Wasted  and  weaiy,  afflicted,  forlorn ; 
Looking  for  joy  on  each  coming  to-morrow. 

Hoping  as  those  that  long  watch  for  the  dawn. 

When  shall  they  drink,  at  the  source  of  Thy  fountains. 
The  stream  of  those  pleasures  that  flow  from  above  t 

O  Hind  of  the  morning,  make  haste  o*er  the  mountains, 
And  feed  them  with  freshness,  and  fill  them  with  love ! 


THE  CRUCIFIXION. 
(Contributed,) 

O  Head,  so  frdl  of  bruises  1 
Brow,  that  its  life-blood  loses  ! 

Oh  !  great  humility  ! 
Across  His  iajct  are  flying 
The  shadows  of  the  dying : 

'Twas  suffered  all  for  me  ! 

O  Back,  by  scourges  ploughM ! 
O  Soul,  by  sorrow  bowM 

Upon  the  accursed  tree  ! 
He  hears  the  bitter  scorning  ; 
'Tis  night,  without  a  dawning  : 

'Twas  suffered  all  for  me  I 

Eye,  that  in  darkness  sinketh ! 
Lip,  that  the  red  cup  drinketh  ! 

Hands,  bound  to  misery  I 
See,  from  His  feet  forth  streameth 
The  fountain  that  redeemeth ! 

'Twas  suflfer'd  all  for  me ! 

And  now  He  speaks,  oh  hearken, 
While  clouds  all  nature  darken ! 

"  Lama  sabachthani  ?  " 
His  head  is  bent,  and  droopeth ! 
To  such  a  death  He  stoopeth ! 

'Twas  suffered  all  for  me  I 
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"SURSUM  CORDA!" 
{ContrOnUed,) 

"SURSUM  corda  I"  let  your  hearts 
Mount  to  heaven,  as  sleep  departs ; 
Early  waking  from  repose, 
Sweet  and  firagrant  as  the  rose, 
Let  the  incense  prayer  arise 
To  the  Maker  of  the  skies. 
Who  dyes  the  East  with  purple  dyes 
And  loves  the  morning  sacrifice. 

"Sursum  corda!'* 

"Sursum  corda!"  let  your  hearts 
Mount  to  heaven,  as  day  departs  ; 
Lift  the  voice,  with  all  your  power. 
At  the  lingering  sunset  hour, 
While  the  light  its  glory  flings 
On  hallowed  men  and  angels'  wings, 
And  gilds  the  earth's  remotest  things ; 
Sing,  as  the  cherub  angel  sings. 

"Sursimi  corda !" 

"  Sursum  corda  I"  let  your  hearts 
Mount  in  praise,  as  life  departs  ; 
Ere  with  garb  immortal  deck'd, 
Take  the  glorious  retrospect ; 
Though  a  spirit  bom  in  sin. 
Yet  to  heavenly  hosts  akin. 
Destined  a  golden  crown  to  win. 
At  God's  own  gate  to  enter  in. 

*'Sursum  oorda  I" 
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ANNE  STEELK 

L  STBBZ^  wM  born  at  Bronghton,  Hampshire,  In  17x7.  Her  fiidier,  WnUam  Stede,  a 
r-merchant,  officiated  for  rixty  yean  as  the  unsalaried  pastor  of  the  Baptist  congregation 
•ughtoo.  Anne  was  delicate  firomchildliood,  and  of  retiring  haUts.  Under  the  name  of 
losia,  she  pabBshed,  in  1760,  two  volumes  of  "  Poems  and  Hymns."  A  third  Tolnme  of 
I  lyrics,  fixnn  her  pen,  was  published  after  hc^  decease.  She  died  at  Broug^tton,  in 
nber,  1778,  at  tlie  age  of  sixty-one.  Her  life  was  spent  In  works  of  benevolence.  For 
yean  she  snflered  from  severe  bodily  pain,  which  she  bore  with  exemplary  patience. 


THE  EXCELLENCY  OF  HOLY  SCRIPTURE. 

Father  of  merdes,  in  Thy  word 

What  endless  glory  shines  ! 
For  ever  be  Thy  name  ador'd 

For  these  celestial  lines. 

Here  mines  of  heavenly  wealth  disclose 
Their  bright  unbounded  store  ; 

The  glittering  gem  no  longer  glows, 
And  India  boasts  no  more. 

Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

Exhaustless  riches  find  ; 
Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant, 

And  lasting  as  the  mind. 

Here  the  lair  tree  of  knowledge  grows, 

And  3rields  a  free  repast ; 
Sublimer  sweets  than  nature  knows 

Invite  the  longing  taste. 

Here  may  the  blind  and  hungry  come, 

And  light  and  food  receive  ; 
Here  shall  the  meanest  guest  have  room. 

And  taste  and  see  and  live. 

Amidst  these  gloomy  wilds  below, 
When  dark  and  sad  we  stray, 

Here  beams  of  heaven  relieve  our  woe. 
And  guide  to  endless  day. 
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Here  springs  of  consolation  rise, 
To  dieer  the  fainting  mind ; 

And  thirsty  souls  receive  supplies. 
And  sweet  refreshment  find. 

When  guilt  and  terror,  pain  and  grie^ 
United,  rend  the  heart. 

Here  sinners  meet  Divine  relief, 
And  cool  the  raging  smart* 

Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 
Spreads  heavenly  peace  axxnmd,' 

And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

But  when  His  painiiil  sufferings  rise, — 
Delightful,  dreadful  scene  I 

Angels  may  read  with  wondering  eyes 
That  Jesus  died  for  men. 

Oh,  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 

My  ever  dear  delight ; 
And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see, 

And  still  increasing  light ! 

Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord, 

Be  Thou  for  ever  near ; 
Teach  me  to  love  Thy  sacred  word. 

And  view  my  Saviour  there. 


CHRIST  EXALtED. 

Now  let  us  raise  our  cheerful  strains. 
And  join  the  blissful  choir  above; 

There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigns, 
And  there  they  sing  His  wondrous  love. 

While  seraphs  tune  th*  immortal  song. 
Oh,  may  we  feel  the  sacred  flame ; 

And  every  heart  and  every  tongue 
Adore  the  Saviour's  glorious  name. 
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Jesos,  who  once  upon  the  tree 

In  agonizing  pains  expir'd,' — 
Who  died  for  rebels — yes,  'tis  He  I 

How  bright !  how  lovely  I  how  admired ! 

JesuS)  who  died  that  we  might  live, — 

Died  in  the  wretched  traitor's  place ; 
Oh,  what  returns  can  mortals  give 

For  such  immeasurable  grace ! 

Were  universal  nature  ours. 
And  art,  with  all  her  boasted  store, — 

Nature  and  art,  with  all  their  powers, 
Would  still  confess  the  offerer  poor. 

Yet,  though  for  bounty  so  Divine 

We  ne'er  can  equal  honours  raise, 
Jesus,  may  all  our  hearts  be  Thine, 

And  all  our  tongues  proclaim  Thy  praise. 


MORNING. 

Lord  of  my  life,  O  may  Thy  praise 

Employ  my  noblest  powers  ; 
Whose  goodness  lengthens  out  my  days, 

And  fills  the  circling  hours. 

Preserv'd  by  Thy  almighty  arm, 

I  pass'd  the  shades  of  night, 
Serene  and  safe  from  every  harm, 

And  see  returning  light. 

While  many  spent  the  night  in  sighs, 

And  restless  pains  and  woes, 
In  gentle  sleep  I  closed  my  eyes, 

And  undisturb'd  repose. 

When  sleep,  death's  semblance,  o'er  me  spread, 

And  I  unconscious  lay. 
Thy  watchful  care  was  round  my  bed. 

To  guard  my  feeble  clay. 


^ 


.522  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

Oh,  let  the  same  almighty  care 
My  waking  hours  attend  ; 

From  every  danger,  every  snare» 
My  heedless  steps  defend. 

Smile  on  my  minutes  as  they  roll, 
And  guide  my  future  days ; 

And  let  Thy  goodness  fill  my  soul 
With  gratitude  and  praise. 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  CREATURES. 

There  is  a  God,  all  nature  speaks. 

Through  earth,  and  air,  and  seas,  and  skies  ; 
See,  from  the  clouds  His  glory  breaks. 

When  the  first  beams  of  morning  rise  ! 

The  rising  sun,  serenely  bright. 

O'er  the  wide  world's  extended  frame 

Inscribes,  in  characters  of  light. 
His  mighty  Maker's  glorious  name. 

Diffusing  life,  His  influence  spreads, 
And  health  and  plenty  smile  around ; 

The  fruitful  fields  and  verdant  meads 
Are  with  a  thousand  blessings  crown'd. 

Almighty  goodness,  power  Divine, 
The  fields  and  verdant  meads  display. 

And  bless  the  hand  which  made  them  shine 
With  various  charms,  profusely  gay. 

For  man  and  beast,  here  daily  food 

In  wide  extensive  plenty  grows ; 
And  there,  for  drink,  the  crystal  flood 

In  streams,  sweet  winding,  gently  flows. 

By  cooling  streams  and  softening  showers 

The  vegetable  race  are  fed  ; 
And  trees,  and  plants,  and  herbs,  and  flowers 

Their  Maker's  bounty  smiling  spread. 
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The  floweiy  tribes  all  blooming  rise 

Above  the  fJEunt  attempts  of  art ; 
Their  bright,  inimitable  dyes 

Speak  sweet  conviction  to  the  heart. 

Ye  curious  minds,  who  roam  abroad 

And  trace  creation's  wonders  o'er, 
Confess  the  footsteps  of  the  God, 

And  bow  before  Him,  and  adore. 

WEARY  SOULS  INVITED  TO  I^ST. 

Come,  weary  souls,  with  sin  distressed, 
The  Saviour  offers  heavenly  rest ; 
The  kind,  the  gracious  call  obey. 
And  cast  your  gloomy  fears  away. 

Oppressed  with  guilt,  a  painful  load. 
Oh  come  and  spread  your  woes  abroad  ; 
Divine  compassion,  mighty  love. 
Will  all  the  painful  load  remove. 

Here  merc3r's  boundless  ocean  flows, 
To  cleanse  your  guilt,  and  heal  your  woes  ; 
Pardon,  and  life,  and  endless  peace — 
How  rich  the  gift,  how  free  the  grace  I 

Lord,  we  accept,  with  thankful  heart. 
The  hope  Thy  gracious  words  impart ; 
We  come  with  trembling,  yet  rejoice 
And  bless  the  kind  inviting  voice. 

Dear  Saviour,  let  Thy  powerful  love 
Confirm  our  faith,  our  fears  remove. 
And  sweetly  influence  every  breast. 
And  guide  us  to  eternal  rest 

THE  CONTRITE  HEART. 

O  Thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 

Contrition's  humble  sigh. 
Whose  hand,  indulgent,  wipes  the  tears 

From  sorrow's  weeping  eye  I 
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See,  low  before  Thy  throne  of  gnoe^ 

A  wretched  wanderer  moum  ! 
Hast  Thou  not  bid  me  seek  TI17  fiboe? 

Hast  Thou  not  said,  Retom  f 

And  shall  my  guilty  fears  prevail. 

To  drive  me  firom  Thy  feet  ? 
Oh  let  not  this  dear  refiige  fidl. 

This  only  safe  retreat. 

Absent  from  Thee^  my  Guide,  my  Light, 

Without  one  cheering  ray. 
Through  dangers,  fears,  and  gloomy  nig^ 

How  desolate  my  way  t 

O  shine  on  this  benighted  heart. 

With  beams  of  mercy  shine ; 
And  let  Thy  healing  voice  impart 

A  taste  of  joys  Divine. 

Thy  presence  only  can  bestow 

Delights  which  never  cloy  ; 
Be  this  my  solace  here  below. 

And  my  eternal  joy. 


THE  PROMISED  LAND. 

Far  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  night 

Unbounded  glories  rise, 
And  realms  of  infinite  delight, 

Unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 

Fair,  distant  land  !  could  mortal  eyes 

But  half  its  joys  explore, 
How  would  our  spirits  long  to  rise 

And  dwell  on  earth  no  more. 

There  pain  and  sickness  never  come, 
And  grief  no  more  complains ; 

Health  triumphs  in  immortal  bloom. 
And  endless  pleasure  reigns. 
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From  discord  free,  and  war's  alarms, 

And  want,  and  pining  care, 
Plenty  and  peace  imite  their  charms. 

And  smile  unchanging  there. 


There  rich  varieties  of  joy 
Continoal  feast  the  mind  ; 

Pleasures  which  fill  but  never  doj, 
Immortal  and  refin*d. 


No  factious  strife,  no  envy  there 
The  sons  of  peace  molest ; 

But  harmony  and  love  sincere 
Fill  every  happy  breast 

No  doud  those  blissfid  regions  know. 

For  ever  bright  and  fiadr; 
For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe, 

Can  never  enter  there. 

There  no  alternate  night  is  Imown, 
Nor  sun's  faint,  sickly  ray ; 

But  glory  from  the  sacred  throne 
Spreads  everlasting  day. 

The  glorious  Monarch  there  displajrs 
His  beams  of  wondrous  grace  : 

His  happy  subjects  sing  His  praise, 
And  bow  before  His  face. 

O  may  the  heavenly  prospect  fire 
Our  hearts  with  ardent  love. 

Till  wings  of  faith  and  strong  desire 
Bear  every  thought  above. 

Prepare  us,  Lord,  by  grace  Divine, 
For  Thy  bright  courts  on  high ; 

Then  bid  our  spirits  rise  and  join 
The  chorus  of  the  sky. 
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SAMUEL  STENNETT,  D.D. 
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pastor  of  the  Baptist  congregation  in  that  city ;  he  subseqoently  became  ■»%htrr  of  the 
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EXCELLENCY  OF  THE  SCRIPTURES. 

Let  avarice  from  shore  to  shore 

Her  fav'rite  god  pursue ; 
Thy  word,  O  Lord,  we  value  more 

Than  India  or  Peru. 

Here  mines  of  knowledge,  love^  and  joy 

Are  open*d  to  our  view  ; 
The  purest  gold  without  alloy, 

And  gems  of  brightest  hue. 

The  counsels  of  redeeming  grace 
These  sacred  leaves  unfold  ; 

And  here  the  Saviour's  lovely  &ce 
Our  raptur*d  eyes  behold. 

Here  light,  descending  from  above, 

Directs  our  doubtful  feet ; 
Here  promises  of  heavenly  love  • 

Our  ardent  wishes  meet. 

Our  numerous  griefs  are  here  redrest. 
And  all  our  wants  supplied ; 

Nought  we  can  ask  to  make  us  blest 
Is  in  this  book  denied. 

For  these  inestimable  gains, 

That  so  enrich  the  mind. 
Oh  may  we  search  with  eager  pains, 

Assvrc^  ^  \3[va.\.  ^^  shall  find. 
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THE  PROMISED  LAND. 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand, 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land. 

Where  my  possessions  lie. 

Oh,  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene 

That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields,  arra/d  in  living  green. 

And  rivers  of  delight. 

There  generous  fiiiits,  that  never  fail, 

'On  trees  immortal  grow ; 
There  rocks  and  hills,  and  brooks  and  vales 
With  milk  and  honey  flow. 

All  o'er  those  wide  extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day; 
There  God  the  Son  for  ever  reigns. 

And  scatters  night  away. 

No  chilling  winds,  or  poisonous  breath 
Can  reach  that  healthful  shore ; 

Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death 
Are  felt  and  fear'd  no  more. 

When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place. 

And  be  for  ever  blest  ? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face, 
'    And  in  His  bosom  rest  ? 

Fill'd  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Can  here  no  longer  stay ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll, 

Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 
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JOHN  STOCKER. 

THE  penoiukl  hittory  of  tills  bsnnn^writer  b  trnkaovB.  He  Ived  m  HoBtoa,  Dentakkt, 
and  cootiiboted  tevenl  hymns  to  7*A«  Gas^  MagasUu  in  1776  and  X777>  Tbc  MkwisK 
h  jmn  Is  much  esteoned. 

THE  DIVINE  MERCY.* 

Thy  mercy,  my  God,  is  the  theme  of  my  soog, 
The  joy  of  my  heart,  and  the  boast  of  my  tongue ; 
Thy  free  grace  alone,  from  the  first  to  the  last, 
Hath  won  my  affections,  and  boimd  my  soul  fast 

Without  Thy  sweet  mercy  I  could  not  live  hcrc^ 
Sin  soon  would  reduce  me  to  utter  despair  ; 
But  through  Thy  fi-ee  goodness  my  spirits  revive^ 
And  He  that  first' made  me  still  keeps  me  alive. 

Whenever  I  mistake,  Thy  kind  mercy  begins 
To  melt  me,  and  then  I  can  mourn  for  my  sins  ; 
And,  led  by  Thy  Spirit  to  Jesus*s  blood. 
My  sorrows  are  dried  and  my  strength  is  renew'd. 

Thy  mercy  is  more  than  a  match  for  my  heart. 
Which  wonders  to  feel  its  own  hardness  depart ; 
Dissolved  by  Thy  sunshine,  I  fall  to  the  ground. 
And  weep  to  the  praise  of  the  mercy  I  found. 

Thy  mercy  is  endless,  most  tender  and  free ; 
No  sinner  need  doubt,  since  'tis  given  to  me  ; 
No  merit  will  buy  it,  nor  sin  stop  its  course  ; 
Good  works  are  the  fruits  of  its  fineeness  and  force. 

The  doors  of  Thy  mercy  are  open  all  day 
To  the  poor  and  the  needy  who  knock  by  the  way ; 
But  those  that  bring  cash  in  the  mouth  of  their  sack, 
The  rich  and  the  proud,  shall  be  empty  sent  back. 

Dear  Father,  Thy  merciful  word  is  my  all ; 
Thy  promise  supports  me  when  ready  to  fall : 
When  enemies  crowd,  to  cause  doubt  and  despair, 
I  conquer  them  all  by  the  spirit  of  prayer. 

*  From  Tk«  Gm^I  Macaiiiu,N^  ui.,  pp.  143-4,  London,  1776, 8?b 
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Thy  mercy,  in  Jesus,  exempts  me  from  hell ; 
Of  Thy  mercy  Til  sing,  of  Thy  mercy  I'll  tell ; 
'Twas  Jesus,  my  Friend,  when  He  hung  on  the  tree. 
That  opened  the  channel  of  mercy  for  me. 

Great  Father  of  mercies,  Thy  goodness  I  own. 
And  the  covenant-love  of  Thy  crucified  Son  ; 
All  praise  to  the  Spirit,  whose  whisper  Divine 
Seals  mercy,  and  pardon,  and  righteousness  mine. 


HUGH  STOWELL. 

The  Rev.  Hugh  STOWBLL  was  born  on  3rd  of  Deconber,  1799,  at  Doof;^,  Isle  of  Man. 
His  £ithcr  was  Rector  of  BaUan^h,  near  Ramsey.  In  1818.  he  entered  St.  Edmund  s  Hall. 
Oxford,  where  he  graduated  in  1893.  In  18^3,  he  took  orders.  After  labouring  as  curate  of 
Siapscombe.  Gloucestershire,  and  of  Trinity  Church,  Huddersfield,  for  two  years,  he  accepted 
the  charge  of  St.  Stephen's  Church,  Salford.  The  large  and  eleji^ant  structure  of  Christchurch, 
Salford,  was  subsequently  reared  by  subscription  for  his  constantly  increa^ng  congregation. 
la  18145.  he  was  nominated  to  an  honorary  canonry  of  Chester ;  subsequently  he  was  appointed 
Rnral  Dean  of  Salford. 

Mr.  Stowell  published  " Tractarlaaism  Tested,"  9  rols.,  8vo ;  "A  Model  for  Men  of  Busi- 
ness," 8vo ;  and  "  Pleasures  of  Religion,  and  other  Poems."  In  1831  he  issued  "  A  Collection 
of  Psalms  and  Hymns  suited  to  the  services  of  the  Church  of  England."  He  contributed  to 
several  re  igious  serials.  His  pulpit  prelections  were  of  a  high  order.  He  died  at  Salford.  on 
the  8tfa  October,  1865.  The  Bible  Society's  Jubilee  Hymn  was  contributed  by  the  reverend 
canoo  for  insertion  in  this  woric  some  time  before  his  death. 

THE  DAY  OF  REST. 

Hail  !  hallow'd  day  of  heavenly  rest. 

To  man  in  Eden  given; 
The  day  which  the  Creator  blessM, 

A  type  and  pledge  of  heaven. 

When  fallen  man,  forlorn  and  reft. 
Was  wrapp'd  in  sorrow's  shroud, 

This  sign  of  mercy  still  was  left, —  • 

A  rainbow  in  the  cloud. 

Memorial  of  blessings  fled, 

It  bade  the  banish'd  mourn  ; 
Prophet  of  good,  it  likewise  said. 

Ye  banish'd  ones,  return. 
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And  now  a  richer  light  is  shed 

On  thee,  sweet  day  of  grace  ; 
Creation  hides  her  lowly  head, 

Before  redemption's  face. 

We  little  children  hail  the  day 

Which  breathes  of  peace  and  love, 

Which  bids  our  toils  and  cares  away. 
And  tells  of  rest  above. 

We  love  the  soothing  Sabbath  bell; 

We  love  the  house  of  prayer ; 
Sweet  thoughts  and  hopes  within  us  swell. 

Whilst  we  are  gathered  there. 

Lord,  for  Thy  day  we  bless  Thy  name  ; 

Thy  law  has  made  it  sure  ; 
It  stands  from  age  to  age  the  same, 

The  birthright  of  the  poor. 

Oh,  may  these  first-fruits  of  our  time. 

These  Sabbath  seasons,  be 
Bright  steps  up  which  our  souls  may  climb. 

Till  they  are  safe  in  Thee. 


HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd, 

Wiping  every  tear ; 
Folded  in  His  bosom, 

What  have  we  to  fear  ? 
Only  let  us  follow 

Whither  He  doth  lead. 
To  the  thirsty  desert. 

Or  the  dewy  mead. 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd : 
Well  we  know  His  voice  ; 

How  its  gentlest  whisper 
'^t^<^  wa  \!»sart  rejoice ; 
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Even  when  He  chideth. 

Tender  is  its  tone ; 
None  but  He  shall  guide  us, 

We  are  His  alone. 


Jesus  is  our  Shepherd : 

For  the  sheep  He  bled  ; 
Every  lamb  is  sprinkled 

With  the  blood  He  shed  ; 
Then  on  each  He  setteth 

His  ovm  secret  sign, — 
"  They  that  have  my  Spirit, 

"  These,"  saith  He,  "  are  mine." 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd  : 

Guarded  by  His  arm, 
Though  the  wolves  may  raven. 

None  can  do  us  harm  ; 
When  we  tread  death's  valley. 

Dark  with  fearful  gloom. 
We  will  fear  no  evil — 

Victors  o'er  the  tomb. 


THE  MERCY-SEAT. 

From  eVry  stormy  wind  that  blows. 
From  ev'ry  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
**  The  oil  of  gladness  "  on  our  heads, 
A  place  than  all  beside  more  sweet ; 
It  is  the  blood-stained  mercy-seat. 

There  is  a  spot  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend, 
Though  sundered  far ;  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  the  common  mercy-seat 
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Ah !  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid. 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismay'd — 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat — 
Had  sufferiiig  saints  no  mercy-seat  ? 

There  !  there  on  eagle  wings  we  soar, 
And  time  and  sense  seem  all  no  more  ; 
And  heaven  comes  down,  our  souls  to  greet. 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

O  may  my  hand  forget  her  skill, 
My  tongue  be  silent,  cold,  and  still. 
This  bounding  heart  forget  to  beat. 
If  I  forget  the  mercy-seat ! 

BIBLE  SOCIETY'S  JUBILEE  HYMN. 

{Contributed,) 

Lord  of  all  power  and  might, 
Father  of  Love  and  Light, 

Speed  on  Thy  Word  I 
O,  let  the  Gospel  sound 
All  the  wide  world  around, 
Wherever  man  is  found  : 

God  speed  His  Word. 

On  this  high  Jubilee, 
Thine  let  the  glory  be: 

Hallelujah  I 
Thine  was  the  mighty  plan, 
From  Thee  the  work  began; 
Away  with  praise  of  man, 

Glory  to  God. 

Lo !  what  embattled  foes 
Stem  in  their  hate  oppose 

God's  holy  Word  ; 
One  for  His  truth  we  stand. 
Strong  in  His  own  right  hand, 
Firm  as  a  martyr  band. 

God  shield  His  Word  ] 
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Onward  shall  be  our  course, 
Despite  of  fraud  or  force; 

God  is  before: 
His  Word  ere  long  shall  run, 
Free  as  the  noonday  sun; 
His  purpose  must  be  done: 

God  bless  His  Word. 
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RESIGNATION. 

Meek  Lamb  of  God,  on  Thee 
In  sorrow  I  repose  ; 
But  for  Thy  tenderness  and  grace, 
How  hopeless  were  our  woes ! 

Though  bitter  is  my  cup. 
Yet  how  can  I  repine  ? 
It  stills  my  every  restless  thought 
To  think  that  cup  was  Thine. 

Since  Thou  hast  hallow'd  woe, 
I  would  not  shun  the  rod, 
But  bless  the  chastening  hand  that  seeks 
To  bring  me  to  my  God. 


Distress  and  pain  I  hail. 
If  these  conform  to  Thee ; 
Be  but  Thy  peace,  Thy  patience  mine. 
And  'tis  enough  for  me. 
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CHARLES  SWAIN. 
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**  The  Mind,  and  other  Poems."  1Q31 ;  "  Dryburyh  Abbey,"  1B33 ;  "  Draaatk  Chapters 
*'  English  Melodies,"  1849 ;  "  The  Letters  of  Laura  d' Aweme.  and  other  Pocns,*  i», 
"  Art  and  Fashion,"  1863.  Sereral  of  his  compositions  have  been  translated  into  Fra 
German.    Mr.  Swain  resides  in  his  native  dty,  and  prosecntes  the  bosincss  of  an  coktsi 


THE  TRUEST  FRIEND. 

There  is  a  friend,  a  secret  friend. 

In  every  trial,  every  grief, 
To  cheer,  to  counsel,  and  defend  ; 

Of  all  wf  ever  had  the  chief ! 
A  friend  who,  watching  from  above, 

Whene'er  in  error's  path  we  trod. 
Still  sought  us  with  reproving  love  ; 

That  friend,  that  secret  friend,  is  God  I 

There  is  a  friend,  a  faithful  friend. 

In  every  chance  and  change  of  fate, 
Whose  boundless  love  doth  solace  send^ 

W^hen  other  friendships  come  too  late  I 
A  friend  that,  when  the  world  deceives. 

And  wearily  we  onward  plod, 
Still  comforts  every  heart  that  grieves  ; 

That  true,  that  faithful  friend,  is  GoD  ! 

How  blest  the  years  of  life  might  flow. 

In  one  unchanged,  unshaken  trust. 
If  man  this  truth  would  only  know. 

And  love  his  Maker,  and  be  just  ! 
Yes,  there's  a  friend,  a  constant  friend. 

Who  ne'er  forsakes  the  lowliest  sod, 
But,  in  each  need.  His  hand  doth  lend  ; 

That  friend,  that  truest  friend,  is  God  ! 
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THERE  IS  A  WREATH. 
(Contributed.) 

There  is  a  wreath  for  him  whose  hand 

The  crimson  tide  of  battle  leads  ; 
The  triumph  of  the  victor's  brand. 

Death  with  its  slaughtered  thousands  feeds  : 
Is  there  no  wreath  for  Christian  worth. 
For  him  that  fights  for  Truth  on  earth  ? 

The  monarch  dons  his  robe  of  state. 

The  jewell*d  symbol  of  his  power  : 
Is  there  no  robe  for  those  that  wait 

Christ'?  coming  at  the  promised  hour  ; 
No  robe  of  state  that  shall  endure  ; 
No  garb  of  light  to  clothe  the  poor  ? 

Is  time  the  treasury  of  life. 

And  nothing  to  be  won  btyond  ? 
Is  earth  alone  with  riches  rife, 

And  heavenly  wealth  a  broken  bond  ? 
No:  hearts  that  have  with  Jesus  trod 
Shall  find  robe,  crown,  and  wealth  with  God  ! 
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CHRISTIAN  LOVE. 

How  sweet,  how  heaVnly  is  the  sight. 

When  those  that  love  the  Lord 
In  one  another^s  peace  delight, 

And  so  fiilfil  His  word  ! 
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When  each  can  fed  his  brother  sigh. 
And  with  him  bear  a  part ; 

When  sorrow  flows  from  eye  to  eye. 
And  joy  from  heart  to  heart. 

When,  free  from  envy,  scorn,  and  pride. 

Our  wishes  all  above, 
Each  can  his  brother's  fellings  hide. 

And  show  a  brother's  love. 

When  love,  in  one  delightfiil  stream. 
Thro*  every  bosom  flows : 

When  union  sweet,  and  dear  esteem. 
In  every  action  glows. 

Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 
The  happy  souls  above  ; 

And  he's  an  heir  of  heav*n  that  finds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 


RANSOMED  SOULS. 

Ransom'd  souls,  in  every  station. 
Join  to  praise  your  glorious  King ; 

We  who  taste  a  frtll  salvation 
Should  the  Saviour^s  honours  sing  : 

Hallelujah  ! 
Glory  be  to  Christ  our  King. 

Perfect  praise  we  soon  shall  render. 
On  the  blissful  plains  abovc^ 

When,  in  all  His  dazzling  splendour. 
We  behold  the  God  of  love ; 

To  His  glory 
Every  passion  then  will  move. 

But,  since  none  in  heaven  denies  Him 

Any  honour  He  can  claim. 
Here  on  earth,  where  men  despise  Him, 

Let  us  glory  in  His  name : 
'Tis  our  honour, 

Ail  W\^  ca»sit  \.q  ^»S&«i  ^oaaaoe. 
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While  the  great  and  wise  reject  Him, 

Fond  of  outward  pomp  and  show  ; 
Oh,  let  none  of  us  n^Iect  Him 

In  His  members  mean  and  low, 
But  as  princes 

Treat  the  poorest  saints  we  know. 

Think  (at  the  last  trumpet's  sounding, 

When  the  creatures  all  appear, 
Christ  on  His  white  throne  surrounding). 

What  delight  'twill  be  to  hear 
Him  confessing 

Us  as  those  that  served  Him  here ! 

*'  Come,  ye  bless'd,  whom  tribulation. 

Sin,  and  Satan  could  not  move 
From  embracing  my  salvation  ; 

Come,  enjoy  my  perfect  love : 
Live  for  ever 

With  me  on  my  throne  above." 

This  to  hear,  before  the  Father 

And  the  bright,  angelic  train. 
When  all  worlds  are  met  together, 

Is  the  glory  we  would  gain  : 
This  is  honour  ; 

Crowns,  compared  with  this,  are  vain. 


CHRIST'S  UNPARALLELED  LOVE.* 

A  FRIEND  there  is — your  voices  join, 
Ye  saints,  to  praise  His  name, — 

Whose  truth  and  kindness  are  Divine, 
Whose  love 's  a  constant  flame. 

When  most  we  need  His  helping  hand. 

This  friend  is  always  near ; 
With  heav'n  and  earth  at  His  conmiand. 

He  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

Written  on  the  occasion  of  the  deaUi  of  the  author's  only  ion. 


538  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

His  love  no  end  nor  measure  knows  ; 

No  change  can  turn  its  course  ; 
Immutably  the  same  it  flows, 

From  one  eternal  source. 


When  frowns  appear  to  veil  His  &ce. 
And  clouds  surround  His  throne, 

He  hides  the  purpose  of  His  grace 
To  make  it  better  known. 


And  if  our  dearest  comforts  &11, 

Before  His  sovereign  will. 
He  never  takes  away  our  all ; 

Himself  He  gives  us  still ! 

Our  sorrows  in  the  scale  He  weighs. 
And  measures  out  our  pains  ; 

The  wildest  storm  His  word  obe3rs, 
His  word  its  rage  restrains. 

No  hand  can  move  in  earth  or  hell 

Against  the  soul  He  loves, 
But  as  directed  by  His  will, 

But  as  His  love  approves. 

Then  let  Him  raise  His  chastening  hand; 

We  bend  beneath  His  rod, 
Resign  His  gifls  at  His  command. 

And  still  adore  our  God. 

Silent  be  all  my  anxious  fears  ; 

My  heart,  no  more  repine. 
Since  Jesus  in  His  bosom  wears 

The  flow*r  that  once  was  mine. 

I'll  love  the  Lord,  and  trust  His  word. 

Though  He  thinks  fit  to  frown, 
Xtvd  V.\ss  the  hand  that  holds  the  sword 
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MERCY  IN  JESUS. 

Come,  ye  souls  by  sin  afflicted, 
Bowed  with  fruitless  sorrow  down; 

By  the  broken  law  convicted. 

Through  the  cross  behold  the  crown  ! 

Look  to  Jesus, 
Mercy  flows  through  Him  alone. 

Take  His  easy  yoke,  and  wear  it ; 

Love  will  make  obedience  sweet ; 
Christ  will  give  you  strength  to  bear  It, 

While  His  wisdom  guides  your  feet 
Safe  to  glory. 

Where  His  ransom'd  captives  meet. 

Sweet  as  home  to  pilgrims  wear}'. 

Light  to  newly  opened  eyes. 
Or  full  springs  in  deserts  dreary, 

Is  the  rest  the  cross  supplies  ; 
All  who  taste  it 

Shall  to  rest  immortal  rise. 

Blessed  are  the  eyes  that  see  Him, 
Blest  the  ears  that  hear  His  voice  ; 

BlessM  are  the  souls  that  trust  Him, 
And  in  Him  alone  rejoice  ; 

'His  commandments 
Then  become  their  happy  choice. 

But  to  sing  the  rest  of  glory 
Mortal  tongues  far  short  must  fall ; 

Tongues  celestial  strive  to  reach  it; 
But  it  soars  beyond  them  all: 
Faith  believes  it — Hope  expects  it — Love  desires  it; 
But  it  overwhelms  them  all. 
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JANE  TAYLOR- 

THB  sister  of  Mrs.  Gilbert,  prerioosiy  nodccd,  JANB  TAYLOR  was  bon  m  UBt^fiem, 
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She  died  in  April.  1893.  Her  "Poetical  Remains"  were  publidied  ia  lass  by  her  brocber. 
Isaac  Taylor,  in  two  volumes,  8vo. 

THE  HEAVENLY  PATH. 

There  is  a  path  that  leads  to  God; 

All  others  go  astray  : 
Narrow,  but  pleasant,  is  the  rood. 

And  Christians  love  the  way. 

It  leads  straight  through  this  world  of  sin. 

And  dangers  must  be  pass'd; 
But  those  who  boldly  walk  therein 

Will  get  to  heaven  at  last 

How  shall  an  infant  pilgrim  dare 

This  dangerous  path  to  tread  ? 
For  on  the  way  is  many  a  snare, 

For  youthful  travellers  spread ; 

While  the  broad  road,  where  thousands  go, 

Lies  near  and  opens  &ir, 
And  many  turn  aside,  I  know, 

To  walk  with  sinners  there. 

But,  lest  my  feeble  steps  should  slide 

Or  wander  from  the  way, 
Lord,  condescend  to  be  my  guide, 

And  I  shall  never  stray. 


HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Jesus,  our  gentle  Shepherd,  see 
These  tender  lambs  of  Zion's  fold  : 

Lo  !  we  are  come  to  follow  Thee  ; 
Gather  and  guard  us  as  of  old  ; 

VAnle  through  the  desert  world  we  stray. 
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Where  Thy  refreshing  pastures  grow, 

Where  all  Thy  chosen  flock  is  fed. 
Where  living  waters  gently  flow. 

There  may  our  wandering  feet  be  led  : 
Direct  us  towards  the  heavenly  hill. 
And  bear  us  in  Thy  bosom  stilL 

Much  do  we  need  Thy  watchful  care, 

Through  every  day  and  every  hour  ; 
For  life  is  set  with  many  a  snare. 

And  Satan  wanders  to  devour  : 
But  we  are  safe  from  all  alarms, 
Within  our  heavenly  Shepherd's  arms. 

Here  in  the  gospel  we  are  told 

What  great  compassion  was  in  Thee, 
When  mothers  brought  their  babes  of  old — 

Poor  helpless  children,  such  as  we — 
E'en  to  Thy  tender  bosom  brought. 
And  Thou  didst  say  **  Forbid  them  not." 

And  thus,  encouraged  by  Thy  grace. 

To  those  still  open  arms  we  fly  ; 
And,  though  we  cannot  see  Thy  face. 

Yet  Thou  canst  bless  us  from  on  high  ; 
For  still  Thy  gracious  word,  we  see. 
Says,  **  Suffer  them  to  come  to  me." 
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THOMAS  RAWSON  TAYLOR. 

THE  early  years  of  THOMAS  RAWSON  TAYLOR*  ddest  son  of  the  Rev.  Thooias  Taj4ar. 
of  Bradford,  Yorkshire,  may  be  chronicled  in  his  own  words.  **  I  was  bom  tt  Oaaett.  near 
Wakefield  [9th  May,  1807],  and  am  still  called  by  a  host  of  linty  clothiers  their  ««m  tmrtu 
When  I  was  about  a  year  old.  my  father  removed  to  Bradford,  where  I  subceqaCBtl^  1 
the  brother  of  three  brothers  and  three  sisters,  most  of  whom  remain  till  this  pfcseat.  bat  t 
have  fikllen  asleep  in  Jesus.  I  was  educated,  as  it  is  called,  aU  Leaf  Square,  near  MaadMstcr, 
where  I  abode  three  years.  At  the  age  of  fifteen,  I  entered  a  merchaaf  s  co<mtio|;->ho«se  as 
cleric,  and  a  year  after  I  became  an  apiM'entice  to  Mr.  Dunn,  of  Nottingham.  My  sojoom 
there  was,  on  many  accounts,  the  most  important  period  of  my  life."  This  Nottji^faam  ba^ 
resembled,  in  piety  and  domestic  virtues,  that  of  his  &ther,  and  hence  the  rdgioas  tastes  aad 
tendencies  acquired  at  hoofie  were  here  still  more  strengthened.  Three  years  afterwards,  bf 
the  cheerful  consent  of  all  parties,  he  gave  up  his  secular  occupation,  that  of  printiBg.  fbr^ 
ministry,  and  ento^  as  a  student  of  Airedale  CoOege.  Here  he  remained  till  1930,  preachiag 
occasionally  in  many  villages  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  giving  evidence  of  rare  talents  aad 
still  rarer  gifts  of  the  Spirit  But  his  days  were  numbered.  He  had  been  already  sam* 
moned  to  Join  those  of-his  family  who  had  gone  before  him.  In  July.  1890,  be  became,  at 
the  earnest  and  repeated  request  of  the  congregation  of  Haward  Street  Chapel,  Sheftdd.  tbet 
minister,  but  in  January  of  the  following  year  was  compelled  by  his  failing  health  to  resign 
his  duties  amongst  them.  From  this  time  his  health  gradually  sunk,  with  occasiooal  paoses  of 
temporary  recovery,  till  on  March  7th.  1835,  he  too  fell  asleep.  A  vohime  of  his  "  Remains," 
with  a  memoir,  has  been  publuJied,  London,  1836,  8vo. 


LIFE  A  PILGRIMAGE. 

I'm  but  a  stranger  here, 
Heaven  is  my  home  ; 

Earth  is  a  desert  drear, 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

Danger  and  sorrow  stand 

Round  me  on  every  hand  ; 

Heaven  is  my  fatherland, 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

What  though  the  tempest  rage, 
Heaven  is  my  home  ; 

Short  is  my  pilgrimage, 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

And  time's  wild  wintry  blast 

Soon  shall  be  overpast ; 

I  shall  reach  home  at  last, 
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There,  at  my  Saviour's  side, 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
I  shall  be  glorified. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  I  love  most  and  best; 
And  there  I  too  shall  rest — 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

Therefore  I  murmur  not. 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
Whate*er  my  earthly  lot. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
And  I  shall  surely  stand 
There  at  my  Lord's  right  hand  ; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 


FOR  A  SABBATH-SCHOOL. 

Yes  !  it  is  good  to  worship  Thee, 
To  tread  Thy  courts,  O  Lord  I 

To  raise  the  voice,  to  bend  the  knee. 
To  hear  Thy  holy  word  ; 

We  praise  Thee  that  another  year 

Has  brought  this  blest  assembly  here. 

*Tis  sweet,  O  God,  to  sing  Thy  praise. 

Till  all  our  spirits  glow. 
And  we  could  almost  seem  to  raise 

The  notes  of  heaven  below  ; 
Hearts  all  on  fire,  and  feelings  strong, 
And  our  souls  melting  in  our  song. 

*Tis  sweet  when  every  voice  is  heard. 

The  aged  and  the  young ; 
Sweeter  when  every  soul  is  stirred 

To  feel  what  we  have  sung. 
And  thoughts  of  heaven  the  hearts  engage 
Of  smiling  youth  and  hoary  age. 
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But  oh  !  if  songs  like  ours  be  sweet. 
How  sweet  that  song  must  be, 

Where  all  the  ransomed  ones  shall  meet. 
From  sin  and  sorrow  free, 

Where  nought  of  sorrow  can  intrude 

To  mar  that  mighty  multitude. 

How  vast  that  heavenly  temple  is. 

How  ravishing  the  song  ! 
Oh  how  unspeakable  the  bliss 

Of  that  exulting  throng. 
Waking  for  evermore  the  strain 
Of  praise  to  Him  who  once  was  slain ! 

Ours,  Saviour,  may  these  raptures  be, 

When  other  joys  are  past ; 
And,  having  lived  on  earth  to  Thee, 

May  we  exchange  at  last 
This  house,  these  hours,  of  praise  and  prayer 
For  holier,  happier  worship  there. 


GODFREY  THRING. 

THE  REV.  Godfrey  THRING  is  son  of  the  Rer.  John  Gale  Daltoo  Thrfiif[^,  formerly  Rector 
of  ALford.  He  was  born  at  Alford,  and  was  educated  at  Shrewsbury  scbooL  In  s&p.  be 
entered  Baliol  College,  Oxford,  and  graduated  in  i&ifi.  He  was  ordained,  in  1847,  as  curate  of 
Stratfield  Turgis.  He  now  holds  the  living  of  Alford  with  Hombktton.  Mr.  Thrtag  is  * 
contributor  of  sacred  lyrics  to  Morrell  and  How's  CoUectioas,  and  to  Cbope's  UynaaL 

AFTERNOON  HYMN. 
{Cofitributtd.) 

The  radiant  mom  hath  died  away. 

And  spent  too  soon  her  golden  store ; 
The  shadows  of  departing  day 
Creep  on  once  more. 

Our  life  is  but  a  fading  dawn. 

Its  glorious  noon  how  quickly  past : 
Lead  us,  O  Christ,  when  all  is  gone. 
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Oh,  by  Thy  soul-inspiring  grace. 

Uplift  our  hearts  to  realms  on  high ; 
Help  us  to  look  to  that  bright  place 
Beyond  the  sky, 

Where  light,  and  life,  and  joy,  and  peace. 

In  undivided  empire  reign. 
And  thronging  angels  never  cease 
•     Their  deathless  strain, — 

Where  saints  are  dothed  in  spotless  white. 

And  evening  shadows  never  fall. 
Where  Thou,  eternal  Light  of  light. 
Art  Lord  of  all. 

A  HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Lord  of  power,  Lord  of  might, 

God  and  Father  of  us  all. 
Lord  of  day  and  Lord  of  night, 

Listen  to  our  solemn  call ; 
Listen,  whilst  to  Thee  we  raise 
Songs  of  prayer  and  songs  of  praise. 

Light,  and  love,  and  life  are  Thine, 

Great  Creator  of  all  good  ; 
Fill  our  souls  with  light  Divine  ; 

Give  us,  with  our  daily  food. 
Blessings  from  Thy  heavenly  store. 
Blessings  rich  for  evermore. 

Graft  within  our  heart  of  hearts 

Love  undying  for  Thy  name  ; 
Bid  us,  ere  the  day  departs. 

Spread  afar  our  Maker's  fame. 
Young  and  old  together  bless  ; 
Clothe  our  souls  with  righteousness. 

Full  of  years,  and  full  of  peace. 

May  our  life  on  earth  be  blest ; 
When  our  trials  here  shall  cease, 

And  at  last  we  sink  to  rest. 
Fountain  of  eternal  love,  j 

Call  us  to  our  home  above.  * 

HI  I* 


546  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 


PATRICK  HUNTER  THOMS. 

Patrick  HumnBR  Thoms  b  a  nathre  or  Dundee.  He  bettor  of  PtataMT  Mom  Smt^ 
Letter*  to  Dr.  Chinning  oo  the  Dhrinity  of  Christ,  to  which  he  hu  prefised  a  wtr"*-**^ 
Sereval  fugithre  pieces,  both  hi  piose  and  vene,  haw  proceeded  from  Mf  pea. 


THE  HOUSE  OF  PRAYER. 
(ContribuUd,) 

When  Adam  dwelt  in  Eden's  bowers, 
And  view*d  creation  young  and  fair. 

His  footsteps  press'd  the  stainless  floweis, 
As  still  he  sought  the  house  of  prayer. 

When  Abel  drew  the  firstling's  blood. 
And  drained  it  on  the  altar  bare, 

The  spot  which  drank  the  crimson  flood 
Was  owned  of  God  a  house  of  prayer. 

When  Jacob  lay  at  dead  of  night. 
And  angels  scal'd  the  mystic  stair, 

Its  top  was  lost  in  glory  bright. 
The  base  a  pillar'd  house  of  prayer. 

When  Hebrew  captives  named  the  name 
Of  Him  who  made  them  aye  His  care. 

They  walk'd  unscath'd  amidst  the  flame 
That  glow'd  around  their  house  of  prajrer. 

So  when  the  loving  Saviour  knelt 

On  Olivet,  mid  evening  air, 
And  told  His  God  the  woes  He  felt. 

That  mountain  brow  His  house  of  prayer, - 

Or  in  Gethsemane's  dark  shade, 
When  tears  of  blood  His  form  did  wear, 

By  foes  beset,  by  friends  betrayed, 
H\s  solace  was  the  house  of  prayer. 
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When  contrite  souls  to  God  draw  nigh. 

And  at  His  feet  disburden  care, 
Or  tell  their  grief  in  bursting  sigh. 

Their  refuge  is  the  house  of  prayer. 

In  lonely  cot  or  silent  glen, 

The  spirit  of  devotion  there, 
Unknown,  unseen  by  eye  of  men, 

God  dwells  within  that  house  of  prayer. 


AUGUSTUS  MONTAGUE  TOPLADY. 

son  of  Richard  Toplady.  a  m^or  in  the  anny,  who  died  at  the  siege  of  Carthagena,  the 
ct  of  this  sketch  was  bora  at  Farnham,  Surrey,  on  the  4th  November,  1740.  He  was 
ited  at  Westminster  school    After  a  further  period  of  desultory  study,  he  took  orders  in 

1760.  Soon  after  he  was  instituted  in  the  living  of  Blagdon.  Somersetshire.  In  1768.  he 
ne  vicar  of  Broadhembury,  Devonshire,  an  office  which  he  retained  till  his  death.  He 
on  the  lith  August,  1778,  in  his  38th  year.  His  writings,  which  are  chiefly  theological, 
been  collected  and  published  in  six  volimies  8vo.    His  "  Poems  on  Sacred  Subjects,"* 

published  anonymously  at  Dublm  in  1759.  The  whole  of  his  hymns  and  poems,  133  in 
>er,  were  reprinted  by  Mr.  DaiUel  Sedgwick,  in  i860. 

A  PRAYER,  LIVING  AND  DYING.* 

Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  I 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 
From  Thy  riven  side  which  flowed. 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure. 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 

Not  the  labours  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  law's  demands  : 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know. 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone, — 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 

This  hymn  has  been  erroneously  assigned  to  Charles  Wesley.  It  originally 
arcd  in  TAr  Gatpei  Magazitu,  signed  "  A  T.,"  in  March,  1776,  wheuTo^d^ 
editor. 

n  1*  a 
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Nothing  in  my  hand  I  brin^ 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling ; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress  ; 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace ; 
Foul,  I  to  the  Fountain  fly. 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die. 

Whilst  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath  ; 
When  my  eye-strings  break  in  death  ; 
When  I  soar  through  tracts  unknown. 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throne,— 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  ! 


FOR  THE  DIVINE  GUIDANCE. 

O  THAT  my  ways  were  made  so  strait, 

And  that  the  lamp  of  faith 
Would,  as  a  star,  direct  my  feet 

To  find  the  narrow  path. 

O  that  Thy  strength  might  enter  now. 

And  in  my  heart  abide. 
To  make  me  as  a  faithful  bow 

That  never  starts  aside. 

O  that  I  all  to  Christ  were  given. 
From  sin  and  earth  set  free  ; 

Who  kindly  laid  aside  His  hea\'en 
And  gave  Himself  for  me  ! 

No  more  the  panting  hart  desires 
The  cool,  refreshing  stream, 

Than  my  dry,  thirsty  soul  aspires 
At  being  one  with  Him. 

Set  up  Thine  image  in  my  heart, 
Then  let  Thy  kingdom  come  ; 

Bid  every  idol  now  depart, 
T\v^  \.^T£v^\^  ^svd  Thy  home. 
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Still  keep  me  in  the  heavenly  path ; 

Bestow  the  inward  light ; 
And  lead  me  by  the  hand  till  faith 

Is  ripened  into  sight 


TO  THE  SOUL.* 

Deathless  principle,  arise  I 
Soar,  thou  native  of  the  skies  ! 
Pearl  of  price,  by  Jesus  bought. 
To  His  glorious  likeness  wrought. 
Go,  to  shine  before  His  throne, 
Deck  His  mediatorial  crown  ; 
Go,  His  triumphs  to  adorn  ; 
Made  for  God,  to  God  return. 

Lo,  He  beckons  from  on  high  ! 
Fearless,  to  His  presence  fly  ; 
Thine  the  merit  of  His  blood. 
Thine  the  righteousness  of  God  ! 
Angels,  joyful  to  attend. 
Hovering,  round  thy  pillow  bend ; 
Wait  to  catch  the  signal  given, 
And  escort  thee  quick  to  heaven. 

Is  thy  earthly  house  distrest, 
Willing  to  retain  her  guest  ? 
'Tis  not  thou,  but  she  must  die — 
Fly,  celestial  tenant,  fly  ! 
Burst  thy  shackles,  drop  thy  clay  ; 
Sweetly  breathe  thyself  away. 
Singing,  to  thy  crown  remove, 
Swift  of  wing,  and  fired  with  love. 

Shudder  not  to  pass  the  stream  ; 
Venture  all  thy  care  on  Him, — 
Him,  whose  dying  love  and  power 
Still'd  its  tossing,  hush*d  its  roar  ; 

.  hymn  was  written  by  the  author  whin  hs  was  under  affliction  ;  it  wa» 
um  to  Lady  Huntin£don. 
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My  name  firom  the  palms  of  His  hands 

Eternity  will  not  erase ; 
Impressed  on  His  heart  it  remains, 

In  marks  of  indelible  grace. 
Yes,  I  to  the  end  shall  endure, 

As  sure  as  the  earnest  is  given : 
More  happy,  but  not  more  secure. 

The  glorified  spirits  in  heaven. 


PRAISE  FOR  CONVERSION.* 

Not  to  myself  I  owe. 

That  I,  O  Lord,  am  Thine  ; 
Free  grace  hath  all  the  shades  broke  throu^ 

And  caused  the  light  to  shine. 

Me  Thou  hast  willing  made 

Thy  offers  to  receive ; 
Called  by  the  voice  that  wakes  the  dead, 

I  come  to  Thee  and  live. 

Why  am  I  made  to  see. 

Who  am  by  nature  blind  ? 
Why  am  I  taken  home  to  Thee, 

And  others  left  behind  ? 

Because  Thy  sov'reign  love 

Was  bent  the  worst  to  save  ; 
Jesus,  who  reigns  enthroned  above. 

The  free  salvation  gave. 

Though  once  far  off  I  stood. 

Nor  knew  myself  Thy  foe, 
Brought  nigh  by  tlie  Redeemer's  blood. 

Myself  and  Thee  I  know : 

No  more  a  child  of  wrath, 

Thy  graciousness  I  see  : 
And  praise  Thee  for  the  work  of  faith 

Which  Thou  hast  wrought  in  me. 

*  From  "  Poems  on  Sacred  Subjects,'*  1759. 
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Wlien  moie  thau  dead  I  Iij, 
Drew  Bear  mj  tonab  the  Prince  of  peace. 

And  roOed  tlie  stone  xwmj. 

With  me  His  Spirit  strotc^ 

Afanighty  to  retrieve ; 
He  saw  me  in  a  time  of  loic^ 

And  said  nmo 


By  Him  made  free  indeed, 

I  lieh  Hisgracaons  words; 
His  mantle  over  me  was  spread^ 

And  I  brramr  the  Lofd*Sb 

JesQs,  Thy  soo,  by  grace 

I  to  the  end  shall  be ; 
Made  peHect  throogfa  Thy  comrfmcBS 

Which  I  received  from  Thee. 


I  drink  the  living  stream. 

To  all  belieirers  given, 
A  fellow-dtizen  with  them 

Who  dwell  in  yonder  heaven. 

With  all  Thy  chosen  band, 

I  tmst  to  see  Thee  there. 
And  in  Thy  righteousness  to  stand 

Undaunted  at  Thy  bar. 


SAMUEL  PRIDEAUX  TREGELLES,  LL.D. 


OXE  otihe  most  amwifrihwl  of  bm^  bibfical  scholvi,  SamUKX.  PaiDBAUX  TkBCBZXES, 
was  bora  at  Woddkoase  Place,  near  Fahmiqth.  on  the  yath  Jammrj.  1MS3.  He  is  Ike  odtjr  so* 
oi  the  bte  Samad  TregtOes  dK  yomgcr  (who  died  in  ste8).  dK  eldest  mm  of  Snasd 
TrcfclleSi.  Esq..  of  Asbfidd.  oear  Faliwmth.  His  edacatina  was  coadacted  at  the  nteoacb 
S<^ooL  la  zSsD.  he  receiTed  the  decree  ot  lAJD.  Croa  the  Uancrsity  of  St 
Dr.  TrcseBes  has  pofafished  **Hhtory  of  the  Priolcd  Test  oi  the  Greek  Ta»- 
**latrodactioototheCritJdsMcrtheNewTcsta)Ma<;*  ** Rcaarfcs  oa  the  Pk«|)fcctic 
V.sioasB  the  Book  of  Daniel; -and  the  **CreekNewTc 


THE  FOLLOWING  OF  CHRIST. 

Thou,  Lord  of  all,  on  earth  hast  dwelt. 

Rejected  and  unknown  ; 
VfbaX\jv\Xw  ^t\'YVs.'^\«M\.hath  felt. 
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But,  oh  I  how  full  of  truth  and  grace 

Through  all  Thou  dost  appear ; 
And  thus  with  wonder  we  retrace 

Thy  path  of  sorrow  here. 

Thou  on  the  cross  didst  suffer  too 

More  than  man's  eye  could  see  ; 
For  then  the  wrath  that  was  our  due. 

Was  poured,  O  Lord,  on  Thee. 

But  Thou  art  risen ;  and  now  we  know 

That  Thou,  in  heaven  above, 
For  all  God's  children  here  below 

Dost  feel  a  brother's  love. 

Oh  may  we  ever  look  to  Thee, 

For  needed  grace  and  strength. 
Till  we  Thy  face  in  glory  see, 

And  reign  with  Thee  at  length. 

Till  then  may  we,  who  bear  Thy  name, 

Thy  blest  example  take, 
And  count  the  world's  reproach  and  shame 

As  glory,  for  Thy  sake. 

Since  Thou  the  cup  of  wrath  didst  drain. 

None  now  for  us  is  there  ; 
The  drops  of  sorrow  that  remain, 

Shall  we  refuse  to  share  ? 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Holy  Saviour,  we  adore  Thee  I 
Seated  on  the  throne  of  God  ; 

All  heaven's  host  bow  down  before  Thee, 
And  we  sing  Thy  praise  aloud. 
Thou  art  worthy  I 

.  We  were  ransomed  by  Thy  blood. 
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Saviour,  though  the  world  despised  Thee, 
Though  Thou  here  wast  crucified. 

Yet  the  Father's  glory  raised  Thee, 
Lord  of  all  creation  wide  ; 

Thou  art  worthy  1 
We  shall  live,  for  Thou  hast  died. 

And  though  here  on  earth  rejected, 
*Tis  but  fellowship  with  Thee ; 

What  besides  could  be  expected, 
Than  like  Thee,  our  Lord,  to  be  ? 

Thou  art  worthy  ! 
Thou  from  earth  hast  set  us  free. 

Haste  the  day  of  Thy  returning. 

With  Thy  ransomed  Church  to  reign  ; 

Then  shall  end  our  days  of  mourning  ; 
We  shall  sing  with  rapture  then, 

"Thouart  worthy  !" 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come.     Amen. 


PEACE  IN  BELIEVING. 

Lord  Jesus  !  we  believing. 

In  Thee  have  peace  with  God  ; 
Eternal  life  receiving, 

As  given  us  through  Thy  blood  ; 
Our  curse  and  condemnation 

Thou  barest  in  our  stead  ; 
Secure  is  our  salvation. 

In  Thee,  our  risen  Head. 

The  Holy  Ghost,  revealing 

Thy  work,  has  made  us  blest  ; 
Thy  stripes  have  given  lis  healing  ; 

Upon  Thy  love  we  rest. 
In  Thee  the  Father  sees  us 

Accepted  and  complete ; 
Thy  blood,  from  sin  which  frees  us, 

Yot  ^cii^  makes  us  meet 
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We  know  that  nought  can  sever 

Our  souls,  O  Lord,  firom  Thee  ; 
And  thus  united  ever 

To  all  Thy  saints  are  we. 
We  know  Thy  word  declaring 

The  Father's  wondrous  love, 
In  which  we  all  are  sharing 

With  Thee  our  Head  above. 

May  we  this  love  be  showing 

To  all  Thy  members  here, 
For  Thy  sake  freely  flowing. 

Until  Thou  shalt  appear ; 
Till  all  the  Church,  in  union 

Around  the  Father's  throne, 
Shall  stand  in  blest  communion. 

For  ever  joined  in  one. 
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THE  DAY  OF  DEATH. 

Thou  inevitable  day, 

When  a  voice  to  me  shall  say — 

*'Thou  must  rise  and  come  away ; 


"All  thine  other  journeys  past, 
Gird  thee,  and  make  ready  fast 
For  thy  longest  and  thy  last." 
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Day,  deep-hidden  from  our  sight 

In  impenetrable  night, 

Who  may  guess  of  thee  ari^  ? 

Art  thon  distant,  art  thou  near  ? 
Wilt  thou  seem  more  dark  or  dear. 
Day  with  more  of  hope  or  fear  ? 

WUt  thou  come,  not  seen  before 
Thou  art  standing  at  the  door. 
Saying  light  and  life  are  o*er  ? 

Or  with  such  a  gradual  pace 
As  shall  leave  me  largest  space 
To  regard  thee  face  to  &ce? 

Shall  I  lay  my  drooping  head 

On  some  loved  lap  ?  round  my  bed 

Prayer  be  made,  and  tears  be  shed  ? 

Or,  at  distance  from  mine  own. 
Name  and  kin  alike  unknown, 
Make  my  solitary  moan? 

Will  there  yet  be  things  to  leave. 
Hearts  to  which  this  heart  must  cleave, 
From  which  parting,  it  must  grieve  ? 

Or  shall  life's  best  ties  be  o'er, 
And  all  loved  things  gone  before 
To  that  other  happier  shore  ? 

Shall  I  gently  fall  on  sleep. 
Death,  like  slumber,  o'er  me  creep. 
Like  a  slumber  sweet  and  deep  ? 

Or  the  soul  long  strive  in  vain 
To  get  free  with  toil  and  pain. 
From  its  half-divided  chain  ? 

Little  skills  it  when  or  how. 
If  thou  comcst  then  or  now, 
Wvth  a  smooth  or  angry  brow  ; 
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Come  thou  must,  and  we  must  die  : 
Jesus,  Saviour,  stand  Thou  by. 
When  that  last  sleep  seals  our  eye. 


THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 

Oh  that  day,  that  day  of  ire. 
Told  of  prophet,  wheh  in  fire 
Shall  a  world  dissolved  expire  ! 

Oh  what  terror  shall  be  then, 
When  the  Judge  shall  come  again, 
Strictly  searching  deeds  of  men  ! 

When  a  trump,  of  awful  tone. 
Through  the  cave  sepulchral  blown, 
Simimons  all  before  the  throne. 

What  amazement  shall  overtake 
Nature,  when  the  dead  shall  wake. 
Answer  to  the  Judge  to  make ! 

Open  then  the  book  shall  lie. 
All  o'erwrit  for  every  eye 
With  a  world's  iniquity. 

When  the  Judge  His  place  has  ta*en. 
All  things  hid  shall  be  made  plain, 
Nothing  unavenged  remain. 

What  then,  wretched  I  shall  I  speak  ? 

Or  what  intercessor  seek. 

When  the  just  man's  cause  is  weak  ? 

Jesus,  Lord,  remember  pray, 
I  the  cause  was  of  Thy  way : 
Do  not  lose  me  on  that  day. 

King  of  awful  majesty. 

Who  the  saved  dost  freely  free. 

Fount  of  mercy,  pity  me. 
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Tired  Thou  satest,  le^ing 
Cnidfied  to  set  me  firee : 
Let  such  pain  not  fimillesi  be. 

Terrible  Avenger,  niake 
Of  Thy  mercy  me  partake, 
Ere  that  day  of  vengeance  wake. 

As  a  criminal  I  groan ; 
Blushing  deep,  my  fiiult  I  own  ; 
Grace  be  to  a  suppliant  shown. 

Thou  who  Mary  didst  forgive, 
And  who  bad'st  the  robber  live^ 
Hope  to  me  dost  also  give. 

Though  my  prayer  unworthy  be. 
Yet  oh  set  me,  graciously, 
From  the  fire  eternal  free. 

'Mid  Thy  sheep  my  place  command ; 
From  the  goats  far  off  to  stand. 
Set  me,  Lord,  at  Thy  right  hand. 

And  when  them  who  scom'd  Thee  here 
Thou  hast  judged  to  doom  severe, 
Bid  me  with  Thy  saved  draw  near. 

Lying  low  before  Thy  throne. 
Crushed  my  heart  in  dust,  I  groan : 
Grace  be  to  a  suppliant  shown. 
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A  HYMN  FOR  ALL  NATIONS.* 

Glorious  God  !  on  Thee  we  call, 
Father,  Friend,  and  Judge  of  all ; 
Holy  Saviour,  heavenly  King, 
Homage  to  Thy  throne  we  bring. 

In  the  wonders  all  around. 
Ever  is  Thy  Spirit  found ; 
And  of  each  good  thing  we  see, 
All  the  good  is  bom  of  Thee. 

Thine  the  beauteous  skill  that  lurks 
Everywhere  in  nature's  works  ; 
Thine  is  art,  with  all  its  worth, 
Thine  each  master-piece  on  earth. 

Yea,  and  foremost  in  the  van 
Springs  from  Thee  the  mind  of  man ; 
On  its  light,  for  this  is  Thine, 
Shed  abroad  the  love  Divine ! 

Lo,  our  God  !  Thy  children  here 

From  all  realms  are  gathered  near ; 

Wisely  gathered — gathering  still — 

For  peace  on  earth,  towards  men  good-will. 

May  we,  with  fraternal  mind. 
Bless  our  brothers  of  mankind ; 
May  we,  through  redeeming  love, 
Be  the  blest  of  God  above. 

'ritten  for  the  Great  Exhihtd'oo,  1851,  and  translated  into  thittv  \angv>ng,e&. 
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TRUST  IN  GOD. 

Psalm 


God,  in  time  of  trouble,  hear  thee^ 

And  the  name  of  Jacob's  Lord, 
From  His  sanctuary  near  thee. 

Out  of  Zion  help  afford  ! 
Crown  thy  sacrifice  with  fiie^ 

All  thy  gifts  remember  stUl, 
Grant  thee  all  thy  heart's  desire. 

And  thy  choicest  wish  fulfil ! 

We  win  joy  in  Thy  salvation,     • 

And  will  set  our  banners  high. 
In  our  God  I — thy  supplication 

Be  accomplished  at  thy  ay. 
Now  I  know  the  Lord  of  heaven 

Saveth  still  His  Christ  from  harm; 
Now  to  Him  will  strength  be  gi^'en, 

By  the  might  of  His  right  arm. 

Some  in  chariots,  some  in  horses, 

We  in  Gotl  Jehovah  trust ; 
And  while  He  our  sure  resource  is, 

They  are  fallen  in  the  dust. 
Save,  Jehovah  !  save,  and  hear  us. 

King  of  glory,  King  of  might  ! 
When  we  call,  be  ever  near  us ; 

Ever  for  Thy  servants  fight. 

THANKSGIVING  HYMN. 

O  Father  of  mercies  !  O  Spirit  of  love  ! 
O  Son  of  the  Blessed,  who  reignest  above. 
Thou  good  one  and  great  One,  in  homage  to  Thee, 
We  bring  the  glad  heart,  and  we  bend  the  true  knee. 

Thy  people  would  praise  Thee,  O  Thou  beyond  prai^ 
For  wondrous  in  love  are  Thy  works  and  Thy  ways ; 
Thy  children  would  pour,  from  the  heart  and  the  voice. 
TKcir  vsalm  of  thanksgiving,  in  God  to  rejoice ; 
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Because  Thou  hast  heard  us,  and  answer'd  the  prayer 
We  made  in  the  season  of  death  and  deq>air ; 
Becaoae  over  judgment  and  tenor  and  pain. 
Thy  mercy  hath  trimnph*d  and  saved  ns  again. 

Ah,  well  we  remember  how  dark  and  how  dread 

rhe  pestilence  brooded  o*er  living  and  dead ! 

And  can  we  forget  with  what  mercy  and  migjht 

The  piayer  idiich  Thou  blessest  hath  scattered  the  bBg^t  ? 

Yet  more  1  for  the  fulness  of  plenty  and  peace  ' 
Hath  made  us  in  wealth  as  in  health  to  increase ; 
And  90  would  we  thank  Thee,  because  Thou  hast  given 
The  fiUness  of  earth  and  the  favour  of  heaven. 

Then,  Father  of  mercies,  accept  what  we  bring — 
Our  incense  of  praise  to  the  Saviour  and  King  I 
Hosanna  !  to  Thee  let  ns  gratefully  live  I 
Hallelujah  1  O  Lord,  when  Thou  hearest,  forgive  I 
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ELLIN  ISABELLE  TUPPER. 

THANKFULNESS. 
X  Thessalomans  v.  x. 

(ContribuUd,) 

For  an  that  God  in  mercy  sends, 
For  health  and  childxen,  home  and  firiends. 
For  comfort  in  the  time  of  need. 
For  every  kindly  word  or  deed. 
For  happy  thoughts  and  holy  talk. 
For  guidance  in  our  daily  walk, — 
In  evexything  give  thanks  I 
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For  bemtr  bt  thii  worid  a£  atn^  ' 
For  Tcrdam  gn»  sod  lovdy  iloiicn, 
For  song  of  bnds,  far  fanm  of  hea, 
For  the  refrohii^  qw»w»*T  breea^ 
For  hill  and  plain,  for  streams  and  wood, 
For  the  great  ooean*s  m^tj  flood,— 
In  CTerjthing  give  thanks ! 

For  the  sweet  sleep  whidi  conies  with  night. 
For  the  Tetuming  morning's  light. 
For  the  bright  son  that  shines  on  l»»g>>, 
For  the  stars  glitterii^  in  the  skj. 
For jthese  and  ererjthing  we  see^ 
O  Lnd  !  our  hearts  we  lift  to  Tliee,— 
In  everything  give  thanks ! 


SALVATIOX. 

John  iii.  x6. 
{Con/n'du/dd.) 

Listen  to  the  wondrous  story, 

How  upon  the  Christmas  mom 
Jesus  left  the  realms  of  glory, 

As  a  little  babe  was  bom  ; 
Left  those  bright  and  happy  regions 

Of  His  Father's  home  above, 
And  the  glorious  angel  l^ons, 

In  His  great  and  boundless  love  ! 

Came  into  a  lowly  manger, 

Dwelt  beneath  a  humble  shed, 
And  among  His  own  a  stranger 

Knew  not  where  to  lay  His  head  ; 
Went  from  city  unto  city, 

All  His  life  was  doing  good. 
Weeping  o'er  His  friend  with  pity, 

When  beside  the  grave  He  stood. 

Love  all  human  love  exceeding 
Brought  Him  to  a  cmel  death. 

Even  then,  though  hanging,  bleeding 
On  the  cross,  His  latest  breath 
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Spent  He  for  His  murderers,  praying 

To  His  Father  to  forgive  ; 
To  the  thief  repentant  saying 

**  Thou  in  Paradise  shalt  live  !'' 

Oh !  what  love  in  God  the  Father 

To  bestow  His  only  Son  ; 
Oh  !  what  love  in  Christ,  who  rather 

Than  the  world  should  be  undone, 
Came  Himself  to  seek  and  save  us. 

Came  to  claim  us  for  His  own  ; 
Freely  all  our  sins  forgave  us. 

Raised  us  to  His  glorious  throne  ! 


MARY  FRANCES  TUPPER. 

CHARITY. 
{Canirthttai.) 

IRJTY  never  faileth  !  O  thought  beyond  compare, 

t  He  whose  very  name  is  Love,  is  with  us  everywhere  ; 

t,  though  the  troubled  waves  of  life  around  us  toss  and  foam, 

h  Jesus  in  the  vessel,  we  are  safely  steering  home. 

rity  never  faUeth  !  all  earth-bom  things  must  die, 
this  sweet  well,  refreshing  earth,  flows  ever  from  on  high  ; 
brightest  worldly  gifts  may  cease,  the  fairest  flower  decay, 
charity  which  springs  from  love  can  never  pasS  away. 

rity  never  faileth  I  yea,  and  they  shall  be  blest, 

0  undismayed  by  frowns  or  sneers,  for  heaven  essay  their  best ; 
0,  working  in  their  daily  rounds,  scorn  every  thought  of  ill, 

i,  bearing  sunshine  in  their  hearts,  reflect  its  gladness  still. 

rity  never  faileth  !  ah,  life  were  little  worth, 

tie  petty  strifes  and  jealousies  which  vex  our  lovely  earth 

1  not  their  gracious  antidote  sent  down  from  God  above 
iling  the  hidden  poisons  in  a  stream  of  **  perfect  love." 

O  O  2 
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MARGARET  ELENORE  TXJPPER. 

CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

Son  of  God !  all-glorious  Sayioui^ 

Coming  to  us  from  above  I 
What  were  we  to  find  such  favour  ! 

What  were  we  to  gain  sQch  love  t 

We  had  sinned,— Thy  laws  ibfsaken, 
All  Thy  just  commands  withstood ; 

EvU  for  our  choice  had  taken 
When  Thou  freely  gavest  good. 

In  our  darkness  we  were  lying 
From  Thy  glorious  presence  hurled ; 

Alien  from  Thy  light,  a  d3ringy 
Guilty,  cursed,  and  ruined  world  I 

When  the  voice  came  down  horn  heaven. 
Woke  once  more  a  holy  mom,-^ 

•*  Unto  you  a  Son  is  given. 
Unto  you  a  Child  is  bom. 

'*  All  alone,  with  love  far-spmdixig, 
He  shall  bear  the  wrath  of  God, 

All  alone  the  winepress  treading, 
Clothed  in  garments  dyed  with  blood ; 

"  All  alone  in  mortal  anguish 
Wrestle  down  and  conquer  sin. 

Death  and  hell  shall  taste  and  vanqnith, 
And  eternal  life  shall  win." 


By  His  grace  and  love  victorious^ 
Up  that  path  the  Saviour  trod. 

We  are  brought  again  all-glorious 
To  the  presence  of  our  God. 
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What  are  we,  tiuU  Thou  shouldst  lo¥e«» 

With  such  wondrous  love  as^  this  I 
Leavmg.  all  Thy  heavens  above  u^ 

Worlds  of  purity  and  4)liss  1 

For  this  blot  upon  creation, 

For  this  wandering  sinful  one;, 
Fsedy  giving  us  salvation 

For  the  evil  we  had  done  I 

Shield  va.  Lord  !  as  Thou  hast  paxdone^ 

H^  us  through  this  daily  strife, 
Keep  us  from  the  world  unhardened. 

Living  Thy  true  life  in  life. 

Till  from  earth  in  light  and  glory, 

Dangers,  death,  and  shadows  past, 
Purified  we  stand  before  Thee, 

Unto  Thee  made  like  at  last. 


STARS. 
{CofUnduUd,) 

O  Lord  1  we  look  upon  Thy  night. 
And  watch  Thy  wondrous  worlds  arise. 
To  roll  in  glory  through  the  skies^ 

And  shine  in  soft,  mysterious  hgjiiL 

Then  back  upon  ourselves  we  turn. 
How  sinful,  poor,  and  weak  we  secan. 
How  far  from  Thee  our  fairest  dream, 

How  small  the  wisdom  we  can  learn. 

We  strive  to  gain  those  worlds  a£ur. 
Yet  all  the  knowledge  man  can  teach 
Climbs  not  a  mountain's  height  to  reach 

Th6  silence  of  the  nearest  star. 

We  class  them  by  hard  words,  and  claim 
To  count  them, — ^yet  we  fail  before 
Thee,  who  canst  tell  their  numbers  o'er. 

And  calVst  eaph  one  by  its  own  name ! 
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Creator  of  the  boundless  space  ! 
Creator  of  each  grain  of  dust  1 
We  cannot  know,  we  only  tmst 

Until  we  see  Thee  £ioe  to  fiice. 

We  cannot  comprehend  the  love 
That  guides  och  wandering  dioii^  of  oois, 
That  guards  the  sparrows  and  the  flowers, 

As  surely  as  vast  worids  above. 

Lord  !  by  Thy  grace  so  freely  given. 
Lord  !  Thou  hast  shown  that  in  Thy  plan 
More  predons  is  one  soul  of  man 

Than  all  these  mighty  oibs  of  heaven. 

O  help  our  frail  and  darkened  dgjht. 
Let  Thy  day-star  of  love  Divine 
Along  our  earthly  pathway  shine. 

And  guide  us  to  Thy  perfect  light ! 
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Mr.  Tottlett  has  published  "  Germs  of  Tboofrfat  on  the  Snndaj  SefTice«;'"'OiuaMltrf  « 
Godfitther;"  "Pbfai  Forms  of  Hoosdiold  Pnjm;'  and  serenl  o^er  woifcs  en  pnctiol 
rcfiRkm.    The  following  hymns  horn  fab  pen  are  printed  ander  hb  1 


"  GRANT  US  LIGHT.*' 

O  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  know 
The  wisdom  Thou  alone  canst  give  ; 

That  truth  may  guide  where'er  we  go, 
And  virtue  bless  where'er  we  live  I 

O  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  see 
Where  error  lurks  in  human  lore^ 

And  turn  our  doubting  minds  to  Tbee^ 
And  love  Thy  simple  Word  the  more: 
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O  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  learn 

How  dead  is  life,  from  Thee  apart ; 
How  sure  is  joy  for  all  who  turn 

To  Thee  an  undivided  heart. 


O  grant  us  light,  in  grief  and  pain, 
To  lift  our  burdened  hearts  above, 

And  count  the  very  cross  a  gain. 
And  bless  our  Father's  hidden  love. 

O  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  trace 
A  pledge  of  life  in  seeming  death  ; 

And  own  the  grave  a  resting-place, 
Nor  dread  at  last  to  sleep  beneath. 

O  grant  us  light,  when,  soon  or  late^ 
All  earthly  scenes  shall  pass  away, 

In  Thee  to  find  the  open  gate 
To  deathless  home  and  endless  day. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIER. 

Go  forward,  Christian  soldier. 

Beneath  His  banner  true  ! 
The  Lord  Himself,  thy  Leader, 

Shall  all  thy  foes  subdue. 
His  love  foretells  thy  trials  ; 

He  knows  thine  hourly  need  ; 
He  can  with  bread  of  heaven 

Thy  fainting  spirit  feed. 

Go  forward.  Christian  soldier  ! 

Fear  not  the  secret  foe  ; 
Far  more  o'er  thee  are  watching 

Than  human  eyes  can  know : 
Trust  only  Christ,  thy  Captain ; 

Cease  not  to  watch  and  pray; 
Heed  not  the  treach'rous  voices 

That  lure  thy  soul  astray. 
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Go  fccwaid,  CbrirtfaB  nUier  t 

Nor  drauB  at  pcicicfal  icil^ 
TUl  Satan's  hoA  ii  ^nfiniflMwi 

And  hencn  ii  an  pcMKit  p 
Tin  Christ  Himself  shaU  can  Oee 

To  lay  thine  annoor  bj« 
And  wear  in  endless  tS^otj 

The  crown  of  victory. 


Go  forward.  Christian  sdldkr  ! 

Fear  not  the  gathering  niglit ; 
The  Lord  has  been  thy  Adteti 

The  Lord  wffl  be  t^  l%ht ; 
When  mom  his  atot  rerealetiBy 

Thy  dai^ers  aH  are  past  r 
Oh,  pxay  that  faith  and  virtne 

May  keep  thee  to  die  last 


FAMILY  MORNING  HYMN. 

Come,  let  us  sing  together 

Our  Father's  worthy  prsuse, 
Who  guards  our  nightly  slumbers^ 

Who  guides  our  daily  ways. 
Tell  forth  His  love  unfailing. 

Tell  forth  His  wondrous  might,. 
Whose  presence  more  than  morning 

Should  faithful  souls  deli^^ 

Come,  let  us  stand  together 

Before  that  hidden  throne, 
Where  evexy  heart  is  open. 

And  every  heart  is  known. 
Be  all  our  sins  dissolved. 

Like  shadows  of  the  night ; 
Rise  up,  each  sweet  affection. 

Like  flowers  to  greet  the  li^L. 

Come,  let  us  seek  together 
The  work  our  Master  sends, 

The  prize  He  holds  before  us, 
The  strength  His  Sfrfrit  lends. 
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One  bope  in  Him  we  cherish. 

One  aim  in  Him  pursue^ 
Each  mind  to  plan  the  wisest. 

Each  hand  the  best  to  do. 

Come,  let  us  learn  together 

The  foes  we  all  must  meet,— 
The  fall  for  souls  presuming, 

The  snare  for  careless  feet. 
Oh  weak  is  mortal  virtue ! 

Oh  mad  is  mortal  pride ! 
llie  Lord  is  our  salvation. 

The  Lord  shall  be  our  guide 

Come,  let  us  know  together 

What  trials  soon  may  come. 
What  shadows  ere  the  noon-day 

May  fall  on  heart  and  home.. 
But  best  the  lot,  though  bitter, 

A  Father's  love  provides ; 
And  best  the  way,  though  darksome. 

Wherein  a  Saviour  guides. 


MRS.  WALKER. 

jra  DBCK  b  dauKfater  of  the  late  John  Deck.  Esq.,  of  Busy  St  Edmundi,  and  sister 
Geocge  Deck,  whose  name  occurs  in  an  earlier  portion  of  this  work.  In  X848,  she 
he  Rer.  Edward  Walker,  rector  of  Cheltenham.  To  an  faiteresting  ccdlectioa  of 
ind  Hymns  for  Publk  and  Social  Worsihip."  edited  by  her  husband,  Mn.  Walker  has 
id  sereral  compositions.  The  following  hymn,  from  her  pen.  Is  espfdaUy  esteemed. 

THE  PRODIGAL'S  RETURN. 

The  wanderer  no  more  will  roam. 
The  lost  one  to  the  fold  hath  come, 
The  prodigal  is  welcomed  home, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 

Though  cloth'd  with  shame,  by  sin  defil'd. 
The  Father  hath  embracM  His  child, 
And  I  am  pardon' d,  reconcil'd, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 
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It  b  tlie  Father's  joy  to  bless  ; 
His  loTe  provides  for  me  a  dress, 
A  robe  of  spotless  righteousness, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 

Now  shall  my  £umsh*d  sool  be  fed  ; 
A  feast  of  love  for  me  is  spread ; 
I  feed  upon  the  "children's  bread,** 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee  ! 

Yea,  in  the  fulness  of  His  grace, 
He  puts  me  in  the  children's  plaoe^ 
Where  I  may  gsue  upon  His  &oe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee  I 

I  cannot  half  His  love  express ; 
Yet,  Lord,  with  joy  my  lips  confess 
This  blessM  portion  I  possess, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 

It  is  Thy  precious  name  I  bear. 
It  is  Thy  spotless  robe  I  wear ; 
Therefore  the  Father's  love  I  share, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 

And  when  I  in  Thy  likeness  shine, 
The  glory  and  the  praise  be  Thine 
That  everlasting  joy  is  mine, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 
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BENJAMIN  WALLIN. 


jf  IN  Walun  was  born  at  Loodon,  in  17XX.  His  ftther  was  Edrard  WaObi,  ptttor  of 
ptiatcoogregationBt  Mace  Pond,  London.  He  was  educated  nnder  tbe  snperiBteiid«Dce 
1  Needham  and  Dr.  Stennett.  In  October,  X74Z,  he  became  pastor  of  tlieBapditClmrch, 
Pond,  and  lie  continued  to  minister  in  the  same  place  till  his  death,  which  took  pbce 
zgth  Febraaxy,  1781.  In  xtso,  be  published  an  8vo  volume  of  "  Evangdlcal  Hynms  and 
"  from  which  the  foOowinir  hymn  has  been  tnmscribed.  Mr.  Wallia  is  the  anthor  of 
I  works  on  practical  religion. 


JESUS  A  CONQUEROR. 

Hail,  mighty  Jesus,  how  Divine 

Is  Thy  victorious  sword  I 
The  stoutest  rebel  must  resign 

At  Thy  commanding  word. 

The  strongest  holds  of  Satan  jrield 
To  Thine  all-conquering  hand  ; 

When  once  Thy  glorious  arm's  revcal'd, 
No  creature  can  withstand. 

Deep  are  the  wounds  Thine  arrows  give, 
They  pierce,  they  kill  the  heart ; 

Thy  living  words  Thy  slain  revive. 
And  love  unknown  impart 

Gird  now  Thy  sword  upon  Thy  thigh, 
Most  mighty  Prince  of  peace  ; 

Ride  forth  in  full  prosperity. 
Nor  let  Thy  conquests  cease. 
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RALPH  WARDLAW,  D.D. 


AN  wntmwr  ttieolosical  wslter,  Rau>H  Wardlaw.  was  born  at  Dalkakh,  \ 

the  Mad  Pecewber,  1779^    liiliii  imilftli  jini  tn  rnirnrtTTii  Ifiilifiiilfj  iif  HitiiB  .  hiwf 

toqaently  became  a  i^cnt  of  the  Secesaon  Church.  He  Joined  die  1 

die  Brotheis  Haldane,  and  was.  in  1803,  ordained  to  the  pastorate  of  a  chapd  In . 

dasgow.     In  xStx.  he  was  appointed  Profeasor  of  Divinity  in  the  daafow  TkcolaiM 

Academy  of  the  Congregationalist  Church.    He  died  at  Glasgow,  00  the  tftit '. 

Dr.  Wardlaw  edited  a  collection  of  hymns  for  the  use  ol  the  Scottish 

Memoirs  of  his  life  and  writings  have  been  published  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Liadaqr 

Edinburgh,  x^    From  this  work  the  following  hymns,  composed  by  Dr.  Wardkv,  1 

transcribed. 


PRAISE  FOR  DIVINE  GOODNESS, 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 
Whose  breath  our  souls  inspired ; 

Loud  and  more  loud  the  anthem  raiset 
With  gratefiil  ardour  fired. 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 

Whose  tender  care  sustains 
Our  feeble  frame,  encompass'd  round 

With  death's  unnumbei^d  pains. 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 
Whose  goodness,  passing  thought, 

Loads  every  minute  as  it  flies, 
With  benefits  unsought 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 

From  whom  salvation  flows ; 
Who  sent  His  Son  our  souls  to  save 

From  everlasting  woes. 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 

For  hope's  transporting  ray, 
Which  lights  through  darkest  shades  of  death 
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"  BEHOLD  THE  LAMB  OF  GOD." 

Contemplate,  saints,  the  Source  Diyioe 
Whence  all  your  joys  have  flowed  : 

With  wond'ring  minds,  and  praisfaig  hearts, 
"Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  I" 

Redeem  d  from  wrath,  and  from  tiie  stroke 

Of  Heaven's  avenging  rod. 
Pouring  His  precious  blood  for  you, 

«<Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  I" 

Freed  from  the  pangs  of  conscious  guilt, 

And  sin's  afilicting  load, 
1*0  Jesus'  blood  jrou  owe  your  peace:     . 

'<  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  i" 

With  holy  mind,  and  heart  renew'd. 

Run  ye  the  narrow  road  ? 
His  sprinkled  blood  has  cleansed  your  souls, 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  i" 

Each  heavenly  blessing  ye  receive 

Through  Jesus  is  bestow'd  ; 
In  every  good  your  souls  possess 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  I" 

Hope  ye  in  heaven  with  God  at  last 

To  find  your  bless'd  abode  ? 
Still,  as  the  ground  of  all  your  hopes, 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  I" 


REMEMBRANCE  OF  CHRIST. 

Remember  Thee  I  remember  Christ  I 
While  memory  holds  her  place. 

Can  we  forget  the  Lord  of  life. 
Who  saves  us  by  His  grace  ? 


574  LYRA  BRTTANNICA. 

The  Lord  of  life,  with  glory  crown'd 
On  heaven's  exalted  throne, 

Forgets  not  those  for  whom,  on  earth 
He  heaved  His  dying  groan. 

The  promised  joy  He  then  obtain'd. 
When  He  ascended  hence, 

Up  from  the  grave  to  God's  right  hand, 
A  Saviour  and  a  Prince  ! 

His  glory  now  no  tongue  of  man 
Or  seraph  bright  can  tell ; 

Yet  still  the  chief  of  all  His  joys 
That  souls  are  saved  from  helL 

For  this  He  came  and  dwelt  on  earth ; 

For  this  His  life  was  given ; 
For  this  He  fought  and  vanqidsh'd  death  ; 

For  this  He  pleads  in  heaven. 

Join,  all  ye  saints  beneath  the  sky, 
Your  grateful  praise  to  give ; 

Sing  loud  hosannas  to  the  Lord 
Who  died  that  you  might  live. 


ANNA  LETITIA  WARING. 

ANNA  LBTITIA  WARING  was  bom  at  Neath.  Glamorganihirc.  where  she  continues  to  ns. 
Her  father.  Elijah  Waring,  was  brother  of  Samuel  MiUcr  Warinjf,  the  subject  of  ocr  n 
sketch.  Miss  Waring  is  author  of  a  volume  entiUed  "  H>-mns  and  Meditatiooi.  by  A.  L.  v 
London.  1853,  xamo.  The  foUowing  hymn  has  been  copied  from  that  volume  with  the  autb 
permission.  ' 

SUPPLICATION. 

"My  times  are  in  Thy  hand."— Pj.  xxxi.  15. 

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 

Is  portion'd  out  for  me ; 
And  the  changes  that  are  sure  to  come, 

I  do  not  fear  to  see  ; 
But  I  ask  Thee  for  a  present  mind 

Intent  on  pleasing  Thee. 
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I  ask  Thee  for  a  thoughtfid  love, 

Through  constant  watching  wise, 
To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles, 

And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes  ; 
And  a  heart  at  leisure  from  itself^ 

To  soothe  and  sympathise. 

I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 

That  hurries  to  and  fro. 
Seeking  for  some  great  thing  to  do^ 

Or  secret  tiling  to  know  ; 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child, 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

Wherever  in  the  world  I  am, 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts 

To  keep  and  cultivate ; 
And  a  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 

For  the  Lord  on  whom  I  wait. 

So  I  ask  Thee  for  the  dally  strength. 

To  none  that  ask  denied ; 
And  a  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life. 

While  keeping  at  Thy  side ; 
Content  to  fill  a  little  space, 

If  Thou  be  glorified. 

And  if  some  things  I  do  not  ask 

In  my  cup  of  blessing  be, 
I  would  have  my  spirit  fill'd  the  more 

With  grateful  love  to  Thee ; 
More  carefiil — not  to  serve  Thee  much. 

But  to  please  Thee  perfectly. 

There  are  briars  besetting  every  path, 

That  call  for  patient  care  ; 
There  is  a  cross  in  every  lot, 

And  an  earnest  need  for  prayer  ; 
But  a  lowly  heart  that  leans  on  Thee 

Is  happy  anywhere. 
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In  a  service  which  Thy  will  appointSy 
There  are  no  bonds  for  me  ; 

For  my  inmost  heart  is  taught  "  the  truth  " 
That  makes  Thy  diildren  "free ;" 

And  a  life  of  self-Tenoukdng  love 
Is  a  life  of  liberty. 


SAMUEL  MILLER  WARING. 

SamUBL  MILLBR  WAJtiNC  was  wa  of  JeremUh  Waring.  Esq..  of  Afton,  Ranpririre.  B* 
was  bora  fak  Z79a.  In  i8a6,  he  pubBriied  a  duodadmo  mbamm  of  "Sacfed  Mslodtes."  TnA 
tiiat  Tohune  die  foDowins  hymn  has  beea  tzanacribed.  Mr.  Wariac  ^^d  oa  Ibt  sglli  Sep* 
tenber  xflSft  in  his  tblit]r4lfth  year. 

PLEAD  THOU  MY  CAUSE. 

Plead  Thou,  O  plead  my  cause, 

EUich  self-excusing  plea 
My  trembling  soul  withdraws. 

And  flies  to  Thee. 
When  justice  rears  her  throne^ 
Ah,  who,  save  Thee  alone, 
May  stand,  O  spotless  One  ? 

Plead  Thou  my  cause. 

Ah,  plead  not  aught- of  mine. 
Before  Thine  altar  thrown : 
Fragments,  when  all  is  Thine^ 

All,  all  Thy  own  I 
Thou  seest  what  stains  they  bear; 
Oh,  since  each  tear,  each  prayer 
Hath  need  of  pardon  there, 

Plead  Thou  my  cause. 

With  lips  that  dying  breathed 

Blessings  for  words  of  scorn ; 
With  brow  where  I  had  wreath'd 

The  piercing  thorn ; 
With  breast  to  whose  pure  tide 
He  did  the  weapon  guide. 
Who  hath  no  home  beside, 
'5\«aA.'\>Q!Cpa.TK^  ^Anse« 
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Head,  when  the  tempter's  art 
To  each  fond  hope  of  mine 
Denies  this  fkithless  heart 

Can  e'er  be  Thine. 
If  slander  whisper,  too, 
The  sin  I  never  knew. 
Thou  who  wouldst  urge  the  true, 

Plead  Thou  my  cause.  • 

Oh  plead  my  cause  above ; 

Plead  Thine  within  my  breast. 
Till  there  Thy  peaceful  Dove 

Shall  build  her  nest 
Thou  know'st  this  will — how  frail ; 
Thou  know'st,  though  language  fieiil, 
My  soul's  m3rsterious  tale  :  * 

Plead  Thou  my  cause. 


ISAAC  WATTS,  D.D. 


'  the  most  Justly  cdebreted  of  British  hymn>writers,  ISAAC  WATTS,  was  born  at 
apti»i,.on  the  ZTth July,  1674.  In  childhood  he  evinced  •  remarkable  precocity:  h« 
t>  study  Latin  in  Us  fourth  year,  and  at  the  age  of  seven  produced  respectable  verses, 
riew  to  die  ministry  in  the  Independent  Church,  he  was  placed  by  ti»  fother  at  a  theo> 
icademyinconnection  with  that  body.  In  1698,  he  became  aartstant  in  the  Independent 
Mark  Lane.  London,  and  at  the  expiry  of  four  years  was.  on  a  vacancy,  appointed 
harge.  In  ijza,  beings  seized  with  a  fever  which  much  enfeebled  his  constitution, 
r  impaired  by  a  course  of  ministerial  exertion,  he  accepted  an  invitation  from  Sir 
I  Abney,  an  alderman  of  the  dty,  to  visit  him  at  hb  residence  of  Abney  Park.  Thevisit 
longed  to  a  rertdence  of  thirty  years.  He  died  on  the  asth  November,  1748;  in  his 
•fifth  year.  Of  Dr.  Watts' prose  woffles,  his  Logic  and  Improvement  of  the  Mind  retain 
pularity.  His  psalms  and  hymns  hare  been  largely  included  in  nearly  every  hymn> 
ended  for  congregational  or  social  use.  His  hymns  for  children  have  attained  universal 
ice.    A  monumental  statue  of  Dr.  Watts  has  been  reared  at  Soatfaampton. 


THE  LAMB  OF  GOD. 

CoifE,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 
With  angels  round  the  throne  ; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 
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**  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they  ay, 

*'  To  be  exalted  thus  ;" 
'*  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  oar  lips  reply, 

"  For  He  was  slain  for  us." 

Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honour  and  power  Divine ; 

And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  Thine. 

Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 
And  air  and  earth  and  seas, 

Conspire  to  lift  Thy  glories  hijg^ 
And  speak  Thine  endless  praise. 

The  whole  creation  join  in  one 
To  l^ess  the  sacred  name 

Of  Him  that  sits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 


FOR  SABBATH  EVENING. 
(children's  hymn.) 

Lord,  how  delightful  *tis  to  see 
A  whole  assembly  worship  Thee ! 
At  once  they  sing,  at  once  they  pray  ; 
They  hear  of  heaven,  and  learn  the  way. 

I  have  been  there,  and  still  would  go  ; 
'Tis  like  a  little  heaven  below  : 
Not  all  my  pleasure  and  my  play 
Shall  tempt  me  to  forget  this  day. 

Oh  write  upon  my  memory.  Lord, 
The  texts  and  doctrines  of  Thy  word  ; 
That  I  may  break  Thy  laws  no  more. 
But  love  Thee  better  than  before  I 

With  thoughts  of  Christ,  and  things  Divine, 
Fill  up  this  foolish  heart  of  mine  ; 
That,  hoping  pardon  thro'  His  blood, 
I  may  lie  down  and  wake  with  God. 
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THE  HEAVENLY  CANAAN. 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  immortal  reign  ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

There  everlasting  spring  abides. 

And  never-withering  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dress'd  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood. 

While  Jordan  roll*d  between. 

But  tim'rous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea  ; 
And  linger,  shiv'ring  on  the  brink, 

And  fear  to  launch  away. 

Oh  !  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise. 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love. 

With  unbeclouded  eyes  ! 

Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood. 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er. 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood. 

Should  firight  us  from  the  shore. 

OUR  SAVIOUR'S  RESURRECTION. 

Blest  morning,  whose  yoimg  dawning  rays 

Beheld  our  rising  God, 
That  saw  Him  triumph  o'er  the  dust. 

And  leave  His  dark  abode  I 

In  the  cold  prison  of  a  tomb 

The  dead  Redeemer  lay, 
Till  the  revolving  skies  had  brought 

The  third,  th'  appointed  day. 

«  ^  a 
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Hell  and  the  grave  unite  their  forte 
To  hold  our  God,  in  vain  ; 

The  sleeping  Conqueror  arose^ 
And  burst  their  feeble  chain. 

To  Thy  great  name,  almighty  Lord, 
These  sacred  hours  we  pay, 

And  loud  hosannas  shall  proclaim 
The  triumph  of  the  day. 

Salvation  and  immortal  praise 

To  our  victorious  King  ; 
Let  heaven,  and  earth,  and  rocks,  and  seas 

With  glad  hosannas  ring. 


THE  GLORY  OF  THE  LAMB. 

Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb 
Amidst  His  Father's  throne ; 

Prepare  new  honours  for  His  name. 
And  songs  before  unknown. 

Let  elders  worship  at  His  feet, 

The  Church  adore  around. 
With  vials  full  of  odours  sweet 

And  harps  of  sweeter  sound. 

• 

Those  are  the  prayers  of  the  saints. 
And  these  the  hymns  they  raise  ; 

Jesus  is  kind  to  our  complaints. 
He  loves  to  hear  our  praise. 

Eternal  Father,  who  shall  look 

Into  Thy  sacred  will  ? 
Who  but  the  Son  should  take  that  book. 

And  open  every  seal  ? 

He  shall  fulfil  Thy  great  decrees  : 

The  Son  deserves  it  well ; 
\jo,  Va.  "ttSs  Viajad  the  sovereign  keys 
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Now  to  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  slaih, 

Be  endless  blessings  paid ; 
Salvation,  glory,  joy  remain 

For  ever  on  Thy  head. 

Thou  hast  redeemed  our  souls  with  blood,^ 

Hast  set  the  prisoners  free, 
Hast  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 

And  we  shall  rdgn  with  Thee. 

The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace 

Are  put  beneath  Thy  power  ; 
Then  shorten  these  delaying  days. 

And  bring  the  promised  hour. 


THE  PROTECTION  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

How  honourable  is  the  place 
Where  we  adoring  stand, — 

Zion,  the  glory  of  the  earth. 
And  beauty  of  the  land  i 

Bulwarks  of  mighty  grace  defend 
The  city  where  we  dwell ; 

The  walls,  of  strong  salvation  made, 
Defy  th'  assaults  of  hell. 

Lift  up  the  everlasting  gates ; 

The  doors  wide  open  fling ; 
Enter,  ye  nations,  that  obey 

The  statutes  of  our  King. 

Here  shall  you  taste  immingled  joys, 
And  live  in  perfect  peace  ; 

You  that  have  known  Jehovah's  name, 
And  ventured  on  His  grace. 

Trust  in  the  Lord,  for  ever  trust. 
And  banish  all  your  fears  ; 

Strength  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  dwells. 
Eternal  as  His  years. 
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What  though  the  rebels  dwell  on  high. 
His  ann  shall  bring  them  low  ; 

Low  as  the  caverns  of  the  grave 
Their  lofty  heads  shall  bow. 

On  Babylon  our  feet  shall  tread 

In  that  rejoicing  hour  ; 
The  ruins  of  her  walls  shall  spread 

A  pavement  for  the  poor. 


1 


THE  KINGDOM  OF  CHRIST. 

Lo,  what  a  glorious  sight  appears 

To  our  believing  eyes  I 
The  earth  and  sea  are  pass'd  away. 

And  the  old  rolling  skies. 

From  the  third  heaven,  where  God  resides, 

That  holy  happy  place, 
The  New  Jerusalem  comes  down, 

Adom*d  with  shining  grace. 

Attending  angels  shout  for  joy. 

And  the  bright  armies  sing, 
"  Mortals,  behold  the  sacred  seat 

Of  your  descending  King. 

The  God  of  glory  down  to  men 

Removes  His  blest  abode ; 
Men  the  dear  objects  of  His  grace. 

And  He  the  loving  God. 

His  own  soft  hand  shall  wipe  the  tears 

From  every  weeping  eye, 
And  pains,  and  groans,  and  grie&,  and  fears^ 

And  death  itself  shaU  die." 

How  long,  dear  Saviour  !  oh,  how  long 

Shall  this  bright  hour  delay  ? 
Fly  swifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  time, 

Aoad  brin^  the  welcome  day. 
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ADOPTION. 

Behold  what  wondrous  grace 
The  Father  hath  bestow'd 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race, 
To  call  them  sons  of  God ! 

*Tis  no  surprising  thing 
That  we  should  be  unknown  ; 
The  Jewish  world  knew  not  their  King, 
God's  everlasting  Son.  ^ 

Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 
How  great  we  must  be  made ; 
But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 
We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

A  hope  so  much  Divine 
May  trials  well  endure, 
May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin. 
As  Christ  the  Lord  is  pure. 

If  in  my  Father's  love 
I  share  a  filial  part, 
Send  down  Thy  Spirit  like  a  dove 
To  rest  upon  my  heart. 

We  would  no  longer  lie 
Like  slaves  beneath  Thy  throne ; 
My  faith  shall  "Abba,  Father,"  cry. 
And  Thou  the  kindred  own. 


LIFE,  THE  DAY  OF  GRACE. 

Life  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord, 
The  time  t'  insure  the  great  reward  ; 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  bum. 
The  vilest  sinner  may  return. 

Life  is  the  hour  that  God  has  given. 
To  'scape  from  hell,  and  fly  to  heaven, - 
The  day  of  grace, — and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  blessings  of  the  day. 
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The  living  know  that  they  must  die^ 
But  all  the  dead  forgotten  lie ; 
Their  memory  and  their  lense  is  gQiie> 
Alike  miknowing  and  uiknown. 

Their  hatred  and  their  love  is  lost. 
Their  envy  buried  in  the  dust ; 
They  have  no  share  in  all  that's  done 
Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  sun. 

Then  what  my  thoughts  design  to  do, 
My  hands,  with  all  your  might  porsne; 
Since  no  device  nor  work  is  found. 
Nor  faith,  nor  hope^  beneath  the  ground. 

There  are  no  acts  of  pardon  poss'd 
In  the  cold  grave  to  which  we  haste  ; 
But  darkness,  death,  and  long  despair 
Keign  in  eternal  silence  there. 


VANITY  OF  HUMAN  HOPE. 

Vain  are  the  hopes  the  sons  of  men 
On  their  own  works  have  built ; 

Their  hearts  by  nature  all  unclean* 
And  all  their  actions  guilt. 

Let  Jew  and  Gentile  stop  their  mouths 
Without  a  murmuring  word, 

And  the  whole  race  of  Adam  stand 
Guilty  before  the  Lord. 

In  vain  we  ask  God's  righteous  law 

To  justify  us  now, 
Since  to  convince  and  to  condemn 

Is  all  the  law  can  do. 

Jesus,  how  glorious  is  Thy  grace ! 

When  in  Thy  name  we  trust. 
Our  faith  receives  a  righteousness 

That  makes  the  sinner  just. 
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SALVATION  BY  GRACE. 

Lord,  we  confess  our  numerous  fiiults, 
How  great  our  guilt  has  been  ! 

Foolish  and  vain  were  all  our  thoughts, 
And  all  our  lives  were  sin. 

But,  O  my  soul,  for  ever  praise. 

For  ever  love  His  name. 
Who  turns  thy  feet  from  dang'rous  ways 

Of  folly,  sin,  and  shame. 

'Tis  not  by  works  of  righteousness 
Which  our  own  hands  have  done. 

But  we  are  sav'd  by  sovereign  grace 
Abounding  through  His  Son. 

*Tis  from  the  mercy  of  our  God 

That  all  our  hopes  begin  ; 
*Tis  by  the  water  and  the  blood 

Our  souls  are  wash'd  from  sin. 

'Tis  thro'  the  purchase  of  His  death. 

Who  hung  upon  the  tree. 
The  Spirit  is  sent  down  to  breathe 

On  such  dry  bones  as  we. 

Raised  from  the  dead,  we  live  anew ; 

And,  justified  by  grace. 
We  shall  appear  in  glory  too. 

And  see  our  Father's  face. 


THE  REPENTING  PRODIGAL. 

Behold  the  wretch  whose  lust  and  wine 

Had  wasted  his  estate  ; 
He  begs  a  share  amongst  the  swine, 

To  taste  the  husks  they  eat ! 

**  I  die  with  hunger  here,"  he  cries  ; 

**  I  starve  in  foreign  lands ; 
My  father's  house  has  large  supplies. 

And  bounteous  are  his  hands. 
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m  go,  and  with  a  monnifiil  tongoe 
Fall  down  before  his  &ce : 

'  Father,  Tve  done  thy  justice  wrong, 
Nor  can  deserve  thy  grace.' " 

He  said,  and  hastened  to  his  home^ 
To  seek  his  father's  love  ; 

The  father  saw  the  rebel  come. 
And  all  his  bowels  move. 

He  ran,  and  fell  upon  his  neck. 
Embraced,  and  kiss'd  his  son  r 

The  rebel's  heart  with  sorrow  brake 
For  follies  he  had  done. 


**  Take  off  his  clothes  of  shame  and  sin," 

The  father  gives  command  ; 
"  Dress  him  in  garments  white  and  dean. 

With  rings  adorn  his  hand. 

A  day  of  feasting  I  ordain. 

Let  mirth  and  joy  abound  ; 
My  son  was  dead,  and  lives  again. 

Was  lost,  and  now  is  found." 


CIIRISrS  COMPASSION. 

With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 

Of  our  High  Priest  above  ; 
His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness. 

His  bowels  melt  with  love. 

Touch'd  with  a  sympathy  within. 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame  ; 

He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean. 
For  He  has  felt  the  same. 


But  spotless,  innocent,  and  pure 
The  great  Redeemer  stood. 

While  Satan's  fiery  darts  He  bore, 
Aovd  did  resist  to  blood. 
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He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 

Pour'd  out  His  cries  and  tears, 
And  in  His  measure  feels  afresh 

What  every  member  bears. 

Hell  never  quench  the  smoking  flax. 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame  ; 
The  bruisW  reed  He  never  breaks. 

Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 

Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 

His  mercy  and  His  power. 
We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 

In  the  distressing  hour. 


THE  EXAMPLE  OF  CHRIST. 

My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord, 
I  read  my  duty  in  Thy  word  ; 
But  in  Thy  life  the  law  appears 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

Such  was  Thy  truth,  and  such  Thy  zeal. 
Such  deference  to  Thy  Father's  will. 
Such  love,  and  meekness  so  Divine, 
I  would  transcribe,  and  make  them  mine. 

Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervour  of  Thy  prayer ; 
The  desert  Thy  temptations  knew. 
Thy  conflict,  and  Thy  victory  too. 

Be  Thou  my  pattern  ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  Thy  gracious  image  here ; 
Then  God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my  name 
Amongst  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

FAITH  IN  CHRIST  OUR  SACRIFICE. 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 
On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 


LTKA  BRITAKNIGA. 

Bat  Clirist,  the  bcaTcnl;  Luob, 
Takes  all  oar  lins  awajr ; 
A  noificc  of  nobler  name, 
And  licher  blood,  than  th^. 

Mjr  bitfa  would  lay  her  hand 
On  tliat  dear  head  of  Thine ; 
While  like  a  pcnitcDt  I  stand. 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

Hf  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  burdens  Thoo  didst  bear 
When  hanging  on  the  cnnM  tree. 
And  bopts  her  gnilt  was^Iheie. 

BeUering,  werej^cc 

We  bless  the  Lamb  with  checrfiil  voloe. 
And  sing  His  bleeding  lov& 


GLORYING  IN  THE  CROSS. 
When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 

On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died. 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 

And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

Foibid  it.  Lord,  that  I  should  boast. 
Save  in  thedealhof  Christ  my  God  t 

All  the  vain  things  Ihat  diarm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 

See  Irom  His  bead.  His  hands.  His  teet. 
Sorrow  and  love  iTow  mingled  down  t 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ! 

His  dying  crimson  like  a  ii>be. 
Spreads  o'er  His  body  on  the  tree ; 

Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe. 
And  all  the  globe  it  dead  b>  me. 
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Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  Divine, 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  alL 


:at  god,  with  wonder  and  with  praise. 

Great  God,  with  wonder  and  with  praise, 

On  all  Thy  works  I  look  ; 
But  still  Thy  wisdoni,  power,  and  grace 

Shine  brighter  in  Thy  book. 

The  stars  that  in  their  courses  roll, 

Have  much  instruction  given  ; 
But  Thy  good  word  informs  my  soul 

How  I  may  dimb  to  heaven. 

The  fields  provide  me  food,  and  show 

The  goodness  of  the  Lord  ; 
But  fruits  of  life  and  glory  grow 

In  Thy  most  holy  word. 

Here  are  my  choicest  treasures  hid  ; 

Here  my  best  comfort  lies  ; 
Here  my  desires  are  satisfied. 

And  hence  my  hopes  arise. 

Lord,  make  me  understand  Thy  law. 

Show  what  my  faults  have  been. 
And  from  Thy  gospel  let  me  draw 

Pardon  for  all  my  sin. 

Here  would  I  learn  how  Christ  has  died 

To  save  my  soul  from  hell ; 
Not  all  the  books  on  earth  beside 

Such  heavenly  wonders  tell. 

Then  let  me  love  my  Bible  more, 

And  take  a  fresh  delight. 
By  day  to  read  these  wonders  o'er. 

And  meditate  by  night. 
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CHRISTS  KINGDOM  AMONG  THE  GENTILES. 

JKSUS  shall  feign  where'er  the  sud 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run  ; 
His  kingdam  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Til]  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

Bdiold  the  islands  with  their  Itings, 
And  Europe  her  btsl  tribute  brings  ; 
From  north  to  south  the  princes  meet 
To  pay  their  homage  at  His  feet 

There  Persia,  glorious  to  behold. 
There  India  shines  io  eastern  gold ; 
And  barb'rous  nations  at  His  Word, 
Submit,  and  bow,  and  own  their  Ijjrd. 

For  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made. 
And  praises  throng  to  crown  His  head; 
His  name  like  sweet  perfume  shaU  rise 
With  every  looming  sacrifice. 

People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song ; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  His  name. 

Blessings  abound  where'er  He  reigns; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains  ; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest. 
And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

Where  He  displays  His  healing  power. 
Death  and  the  curse  are  known  no  more ; 
In  Him  the  tribes  of  Adam  boast 
More  blessings  than  their  father  lost 


Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honours  to  our  King  ; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again. 
And  earth  repeat  the  long  Amen. 
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THE  SPIRIT  IMPLORED. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quickening  powers  ; 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 

In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

Look,  how  we  grovel  here  below. 

Fond  of  these  trifling  toys ; 
Our  souls  can  neither  fly  nor  go 

To  reach  eternal  joys. 

In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs ; 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 
Hosannahs  languish  on  our  tongues, 

And  our  devotion  dies. 

Dear  Lord  !  and  shall  we  ever  lie 

At  this  poor  dying  rale  ? 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  Thee, 

And  Thine  to  us  so  great ! 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quick'ning  powers  ; 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love. 

And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

THE  GOSPEL  INVITATION. 

Let  every  mortal  ear  attend, 

And  every  heart  rejoice  ; 
The  trumpet  of  the  gospel  sounds 

With  an  inviting  voice. 

Ho  !  all  ye  hungry,  starving  souls, 

That  feed  upon  the  wind, 
And  vainly  strive  with  earthly  toys 

To  fill  an  empty  mind. 

Eternal  Wisdom  has  prepared 

A  soul-reviving  feast. 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 

The  rich  provision  taste. 
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Ho  I  ye  that  pant  for  IWing  streami^ 
And  pimt  away  and  die^ 

Here  you  may  quench  your  ng;ing  tbbst 
With  springs  that  never  dry. 

Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 

In  a  rich  ocean  join  ; 
Salvation  in  abundance  flows. 

Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 

To  perishing  and  naked  poor 
Who  work  with  mighty  pain. 

To  weave  a  garment  of  your  own 
That  will  not  hide  yoor  sin. 

Come  naked,  and  adorn  your  sools 
In  robes  prepared  by  God, 

Wrought  by  the  labours  of  His  Son, 
And  dyed  in  His  own  blood. 

Dear  God  !  the  treasures  of  Thy  love 

Are  everlasting  mines, 
Deep  as  our  helpless  miseries  are, 

And  boundless  as  our  sins. 

The  happy  gates  of  gospel  grace 
Stand  open  night  and  day  : 

Lord,  we  are  come  to  seek  supplies, 
And  drive  our  wants  away. 


CHRISTIAN  ASSURA^XE, 

3  Timothy  i.  xa. 

I*M  not  asham'd  to  own  my  Lord, 

Or  to  defend  His  cause  ; 
Maintain  the  honour  of  His  word. 

The  glory  of  His  cross. 

Jesus,  my  God ;  I  know  His  name ; 

His  name  is  all  my  trust ; 
Nor  will  He  put  my  soul  to  shame^ 

Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 
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Finn  as  His  throne  His  promise  stands ; 

And  He  can  well  secure 
What  I've  committed  to  His  hands, 

Till  the  decisive  hour. 

Then  will  He  own  my  worthless  name 

Before  His  Father's  face. 
And  in  the  New  Jerusalem 

Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  HOPE. 

X  Pctcr  i.  3 — ^5. 

Blest  be  the  everlasting  God, 

The  Father  of  our  Lord ! 
Be  His  abounding  mercy  prais'd, 

His  majesty  ador'd ! 

When  from  the  dead  He  rais'd  His  Son, 

And  call'd  Him  to  the  sky, 
He  gave  our  souls  a  lively  hope 

That  they  should  never  die. 

What  though  our  inbred  sins  require 

Our  flesh  to  see  the  dust, 
Yet  as  the  Lord  our  Saviour  rose, 

So  all  His  followers  must. 

There's  an  inheritance  Divine, 

Reserved  against  that  day, 
'Tis  uncorrupted,  undefil'd. 

And  cannot  waste  away. 

Saints,  by  the  power  of  God,  are  kept 

Till  the  salvation  come ; 
We  walk  by  faith,  as  strangers  here, 

Till  Christ  shall  call  us  home. 


Q  Q 
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CHARLES  WESLEY. 


MORMXG  H\'MN.* 

See  the  da;-spring  from  afiir. 
Usher*!!  by  the  moming  start 
Haste  to  Him  irho  lends  the  light. 
Hallow  the  remains  of  nighL 

Sools,  pat  on  your  glorioos  dress, 
Waking  into  lighleousness ; 
Clothed  with  Christ,  aspire  to  shine. 
Radiance  He  of  light  Divine; 

Beam  of  the  etcmal  Beam, 
He  in  God,  and  Cod  in  Him! 
Strive  we  Him  in  us  lo  see. 

Transcript  of  the  Deity. 

Burst  we  then  the  bands  of  death, 
Raised  by  His  all -quickening  breath; 
Long  we  to  be  loosed  from  earth, 
Stniggle  into  second  birth. 

Spent  at  length  is  nature's  night: 
Christ  attends  to  give  us  light, 
Christ  attends  Himself  to  give; 
God  we  now  may  see,  and  live. 
■  FtaDi"HynuuuiiiSicRdPixmL''    t}:» 
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Though  the  outward  man  decay, 
Fonn'd  within  us  day  by  day 
Still  the  inner  man  we  view, 
Christ  creating  all  things  new. 

Turn,  O  turn  us,  Lord,  again, 
Raiser  Thou  of  fallen  man ; 
Sin  destroy,  and  nature's  boast, 
Saviour  Thou  of  spirits  lost 

Thy  great  will  in  us  be  done. 
Crucified  and  dead  our  own ; 
Ours  no  longer  let  us  be. 
Hide  us  from  ourselves  in  Thee. 

Thou  the  life,  the  truth,  the  way. 
Suffer  us  no  more  to  stray : 
Give  us.  Lord,  and  ever  give. 
Thee  to  know,  in  Thee  to  live. 


EVENING  HYMN.* 

Omnipresent  God,  whose  aid 

No  one  ever  ask'd  in  vain. 
Be  this  night  about  my  bed. 

Every  evil  thought  restrain ; 
Lay  Thy  hand  upon  my  soul, 

God  of  my  unguarded  hours. 
All  mine  enemies  control, 

Hell,  and  earth,  and  nature's  powers. 

Frail,  alas !  my  nature  is, 

Ever  sinking  into  sin ; 
I  cannot  from  sinning  cease. 

All  imholy,  all  unclean ; 
Yet  to  Thee  for  help  I  seek. 

Perfect,  Lord,  Thy  strength  in  me  ; 
I  am  strong,  when  I  am  weak — 

Weak  myself,  but  strong  in  Thee. 

From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."    1749* 
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Keep  me,  then,  my  SiTknir,  keep. 
Till  raj  soul  ii  aH  lenor'd; 

Thou,  whose  ejdMl  aerer  ileep, 
Guard  the  future  houK  of  God  : 

Let  not  evil  enter  in, 

Eveiy  selEsh  thon^t  arert ; 

Stop  the  avenues  of  sin. 
Keep  the  it$ue»  of  aj  heart 

O  Thou  jealous  God,  eome  down, 

God  of  spotless  purity  ; 
Claim,  and  seiie  me  for  Thine  own. 

Consecrate  my  heart  to  Thee; 
Under  Thy  protection  take. 

Songs  ia  the  night-season  give ; 
Let  me  sleep  to  Thee,  and  wake. 

Let  me  die  to  Thee,  and  Uve, 

Only  tell  me  I  am  Thine, 

And  Thou  wilt  not  quit  Thy  right; 
Answer  me  in  dreams  Divine — 

Dreams  and  visions  of  the  sight 
Bid  my  soul  in  sleep  go  on, 

Restlessly  its  God  desire; 
Mourn  for  God  in  every  groan, 

God  in  every  thou^t  requite. 

Loose  me  from  the  chains  of  sense. 

Set  me  from  my  body  free. 
Draw  with  stronger  influence 

My  unfetter'd  soul  to  Thee ; 
In  me.  Lord,  Thyself  reveal, 

Fill  me  with  a  sweet  surprise; 
Let  me  Thee  when  waking  feel. 

Let  me  in  Tbine  image  rise. 

Let  me  of  Thy  life  partake, 
Thy  own  holiness  impart ; 

Oh  that  I  might  sweetly  wake, 
VfWii  mi  SaTiooT  in  my  heart  I 
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Oh  that  I  might  know  Thee  mine ! 

Oh  that  I  might  Thee  receive  I 
Only  live  the  life  Divine, 

Only  to  Thy  glory  live ! 

Or,  if  Thou  my  soul  require 

£*er  I  see  the  morning  light. 
Grant  me.  Lord,  my  heart's  desire, 

Perfect  me  in  love  to-night ; 
Finish  Thy  great  work  of  love. 

Cut  it  short  in  righteousness; 
Fit  me  for  the  realms  above, 

Change,  and  bid  me  die  in  peace. 

rtYMN  FOR  THE  NATIVITY  OF  OUR  LORD.* 

All  glory  to  God  in  the  sky. 

And  peace  upon  earth  be  restored ; 
O  Jesus,  exalted  on  high. 

Appear  our  omnipotent  Lord  I 
Who,  meanly  in  Bethlehem  bom, 

Didst  stoop  to  redeem  a  lost  race, 
Once  more  to  Thy  creature  return. 

And  reign  in  Thy  kingdom  of  grace. 

When  Thou  in  our  flesh  didst  appear. 
All  nature  acknowledged  Thy  birth ; 

Arose  the  acceptable  year. 
And  heaven  was  opened  on  earth : 

Receiving  its  Lord  from  above. 
The  world  was  united  to  bless 

The  Giver  of  concord  and  love. 

The  Prince  and  the  Author  of  peace. 

* 

O  wouldst  Thou  again  be  made  known. 

Again  in  Thy  Spirit  descend. 
And  set  up  in  each  of  Thine  own 

A  kingdom  that  never  shall  end. 
Thou  only  art  able  to  bless, 

And  make  the  glad  nations  obey. 
And  bid  the  dire  enmity  cease. 

And  bow  the  whole  world  to  Thy  sway. 

*  Fnm  "  Hymns  for  the  Nativity  of  our  Lord.**   1744. 
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Come  then  to  Thy  senrmnts  agftiii» 

Who  long  Thy  appearing  to  know ; 
Thy  quiet  and  peaceable  rdgn 

In  merqr  establish  below : 
All  sorrow  before  Thee  shall  fly. 

And  anger  and  hatred  be  o*er, 
And  envy  and  malice  shall  die. 

And  discord  afflict  us  no  imore. 

No  horrid  alarum  of  war 

Shall  break  our  eternal  repose ; 
No  sound  of  the  trumpet  is  there. 

Where  Jesus's  Spirit  o*erflows  : 
Appeased  by  the  charms  of  Thy  graces 

We  all  shall  in  amity  join. 
And  kindly  each  other  embrace, 

And  love  with  a  passion  like  Thine. 


HYMN  FOR  EASTER  DAY/ 


» 


"Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day, 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say ; 
Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high, 
Sing,  ye  heavens,  and  earth  reply. 

Love's  redeeming  work  is  done. 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won  ; 
Lo  !  our  sun*s  eclipse  is  o*er ; 
Lo  I  he  sets  in  blood  no  more. 


Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal ; 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell  I 
Death  in  vain  forbids  His  rise  ; 
Christ  has  opened  Paradise. 

Lives  again  our  glorious  King ; 
Where,  O  death,  is  now  thy  sting  ? 
Once  He  died  our  souls  to  save : 
Where  thy  victory,  O  grave  ? 

^  Ttqqi  "  Hymns  aikl  Sacred  Poems.**   173^ 
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Soar  we  now  where  Christ  has  led. 
Following  our  exalted  Head  : 
Made  like  Him,  like  Him  we  rise  ; 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies  I 

What  though  once  we  perish'd  all, 
Partners  in  our  parents*  fall  ? 
Second  life  we  all  receive, 
In  our  heavenly  Adam  live. 

Risen  with  Him,  we  upward  move ; 
Still  we  seek  the  things  above ; 
Still  pursue  and  kiss  the  Son, 
Seated  on  His  Father's  throne ; 

Scarce  on  earth  a  thought  bestow. 
Dead  to  all  we  leave  below ; 
Heaven  our  aim  and  loved  abode, 
Hid  our  life  with  Christ  in  God  ! 

Hid,  till  Christ  our  life  appear. 
Glorious  in  His  members  here  ; 
Join'd  to  Him,  we  then  shall  shine. 
All  immortal,  all  Divine  ! 

Hail  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven  ! 
Praise  to  Thee  by  both  be  given  ; 
Thee  we  greet  triumphant  now  ! 
Hail,  the  resurrection  Thou  ! 

King  of  glory*  Soul  of  bliss  ! 
Everlasting  life  is  this, 
Thee  to  know.  Thy  power  to  prove, 
Thus  to  sing,  and  thus  to  love  t 


FOR  ASCENSION  DAY.^ 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise, 
Ravish'd  from  our  wishful  eyes  I 
Christ,  awhile  to  mortals  given. 
Re-ascends  His  native  heaven. 

^  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."    1739. 


LTKA  BRiTAmnaw 

Tboe  the  ^cofoat  trinmpli  walU : 
"  Lift  ytar  he^  ctcml  gato. 
Wide  mlbU  the  ndiant  K»e ; 
T^Ac  the  Ki^  d' ek(7  in  I " 


TiMir  triamphant  Laid  tad  oon, 
C^uqiiCTix'  OTO'  doi^  Bod  an  ; 
Take  tbc  King  c' ^0(7  in  I 

Still  He  ions  the  cutb  He  kam ; 
TboDsli  ictnmii^  to  His  throm^ 
SdUUecalIsm 


See,  He  lifts  His  handi  abon  1 
Seei  He  sliows  the  ptinis  of  k>Tc  I 
Haik,  His  gncioas  lips  bestow 
Blessings  on  His  Chnrcfa  bdow  I 

StiU  for  us  His  death  He  pleads ; 
Ptenlenl  He  intercedes ; 
Near  Himself  prepucx  out  plac^ 
Hartjinger  of  human  nee. 

Master  (wiU  we  ertr  saj). 
Taken  £iam  our  haul  lo-daj. 
See  Thy  bithfiil  servant:^  se^ 
Eicr  gadDg  up  to  Thee 

Giant,  thoDgfa  paitcd  &om  our  sigtil, 
High  aboTc  7CXI  amie  hoght, 
Gtant  our  hurts  may  thither  rile. 
Following  Thee  bej^Kid  the  skies. 

Etct  upward  let  ns  move, 

Wafted  on  the  wings  of  lore  ; 

T  jwiking  when  oar  Lmd  shall  oome. 
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There  we  shall  with  Thee  remain, 
Partners  of  Thy  endless  reign  ; 
There  Thy  face  unclouded  see, 
Find  our  heaven  of  heavens  in  Thee. 


THE  YEAR  OF  JUBILEE.* 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 
The  gladly  solemn  sound  : 

Let  all  the  nations  know, 
To  earth's  remotest  bound, 

The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come  ; 

Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

Jesus,  our  great  High-priest, 
Hath  fidl  atonement  made  : 

Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 
Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad  : 

The  year,  etc 

Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  though  His  blood 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim  : 

The  year,  etc 

Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell. 

Your  liberty  receive ; 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell. 

And  blest  in  Jesus  live  : 

The  year,  etc. 

Ye  who  have  sold  for  nought 

Your  heritage  above. 
Shall  have  it  back  unbought. 

The  gift  of  Jestt's  love  : 

The  year,  etc 

From  "  Hymns  for  New  Year's  Day.**    1750. 
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The  gospel  tiumpet  hear. 
The  news  of  heavenly  grace ; 

And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  fisice : 

The  year,  etc. 


FUNERAL  HYMN.» 

Come,  let  us  join  our  friends  above 

That  have  obtain*d  the  prize, 
And  on  the  eagle-wings  of  love 

To  joys  celestial  rise : 
Let  all  the  saints  terrestrial  sing^ 

With  those  to  glory  gone  ; 
For  all  the  servants  of  our  King, 

In  earth  and  heaven,  are  one. 

One  family  we  dwell  in  Him, 

One  Church  above,  beneath, 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream, 

The  narrow  stream,  of  death  : 
One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  His  command  we  bow  ; 
Part  of  His  host  hath  crossed  the  flood. 

And  part  is  crossing  now. 

Ten  thousand  to  their  endless  home 

This  solemn  moment  fly. 
And  we  are  to  the  margin  come. 

And  we  expect  to  die  : 
His  militant  embodied  host. 

With  wishful  looks  we  stand. 
And  long  to  see  that  happy  coast. 

And  reach  that  heavenly  land. 

Our  old  companions  in  distress 

We  haste  again  to  see. 
And  eager  long  for  our  release 

And  full  felicity : 

Ftoia  "  Funeral  Hymns.**    1759. 
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E'en  now  by  faith  we  join  our  hands 

With  those  that  went  before, 
And  greet  the  blood-besprinkled  bands 

On  the  eternal  shore.  • 

Our  spirits  too  shall  quickly  join. 

Like  theirs  with  glory  crown*d. 
And  shout  to  see  our  Captain's  sign. 

To  hear  His  trumpet  sound. 
O  that  we  now  might  grasp  our  Guide  ! 

O  that  the  word  were  given  ! 
Come,  Lord  of  hosts,  the  waves  divide. 

And  land  us  all  in  heaven  ! 


DIVINE  LOVE.* 

Love  Divine,  all  loves  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down  ; 
Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling. 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown  : 
Jesu,  Thou  art  all  compassion. 

Pure,  unbounded  love  Thou  art ; 
Visit  us  with  Thy  salvation. 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

Breathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast ; 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit. 

Let  us  find  that  second  rest : 
Take  away  our  power  of  sinning, 

Alpha  and  Omega  be  ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning. 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

Come,  almighty  to  deliver ! 

Let  us  all  Thy  life  receive  ; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never. 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave. 

'  Hymns  for  those  that  seek  and  those  that  have  Redemption  in  the 
»us  Christ."   Z746. 
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Thee  we  would  be  always  blessings 
Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above  ; 

"Pray,  and  praise  Thee  withoat  oeasiiig, 
Glory  in  Thy  perfect  love. 

Finish  then  Thy  new  creation. 

Pure  and  sinless  let  us  be  ; 
Let  us  see  Thy  great  salvation. 

Perfectly  restored  in  Thee  ; 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory. 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place ; 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  pndse  I 


FOR  THE  TIME  OF  TROUBLE.* 

Ye  servants  of  God,  your  Master  proclaim, 
And  publish  abroad  His  wonderful  name; 
The  name  all -victorious  of  Jesus  extol  ; 
His  kingdom  is  glorious,  and  rules  over  alL 

The  waves  of  the  sea  have  lift  up  their  voice, 
Sore  troubled  that  we  in  Jesus  rejoice  ; 
The  floods  they  are  roaring,  but  Jesus  is  here  j 
"While  we  are  adoring.  He  always  is  near. 

Men,  devils  engage  ;  the  billows  arise. 
And  horribly  rage,  and  threaten  the  skies  ; 
Their  fury  shall  never  our  steadfastness  shock. 
The  weakest  believer  is  built  on  a  Rock. 

God  ruleth  on  high,  almighty  to  save, 
And  still  He  is  nigh,  His  presence  we  have  ; 
The  great  congregation  His  triumph  shall  sing, 
Ascribing  salvation  to  Jesus  our  King. 

Salvation  to  God,  who  sits  on  the  throne  ! 

Let  all  cry  aloud,  and  honour  the  Son  ! 

Our  Jesus's  praises  the  angels  proclaim. 

Fall  down  on  their  faces,  and  worship  the  Lamb. 

•  "From  *•  H'jtnii&  for  Times  of  Trouble  and  Persecution. **    17^5* 
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Then  let  its  adore,  and  give  Him  His  ligfat, 
All  glory,  and  power,  and  wisdom,  and  mig^t, 
All  honour,  and  blessing,  with  angels  above, 
And  thanks  never  ceasing,  and  infinite  love. 


HYMN  ON  CONVERSION.* 

O  FOR  a  thoosand  tongues,  to  sing 

My  de^  Redeemer's  praise  ! 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 

The  triumphs  of  His  grace. 

My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim. 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 

The  honours  of  Thy  name. 

Jesus,  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease  ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 

'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace  ! 

He  breaks  the  power  of  cancell'd  sin  ; 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free  ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  dean, — 

His  blood  avail'd  for  me. 

He  speaks,  and,  listening  to  His  voice, 

New  life  the  dead  receive ; 
The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice, 

The  humble  poor  believe. 

Hear  Him,  ye  deaf  I  His  praise,  ye  dumb. 

Your  loosen'd  tongues  employ ! 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come. 

And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy  ! 

is  hymn,  as  published  by  CKarles  Wesley  in  his  "  Hjrmxis  and  Sacred 
^  Z740,  extends  to  eighteen  verses.  The  first  six  and  last  four  verses 
t  been  reproduced,  and  are  here  omitted. 
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Look  (mto  Him,  ye  utlont;  own 
Yonr  God,  ye  Ulcn  race  I 

Look,  and  be  raved,  tbranc^  &lth  ale 
Be  jostified  bjr  grace  ! 

See  all  yonr  dns  on  Jesns  laid  I 
The  Lamb  of  God  was  slain  ; 

HU  tool  was  once  an  offering  made 
For  eveij  loul  of  num. 


WRESTLING  JACOB.' 

CouB,  O  Thou  Traveller  Dnknown, 
Whom  still  I  hold,  but  cannot  tec; 

My  company  before  is  gone. 
And  I  am  lefl  alone  vilh  Thee: 

With  Thee  all  night  I  mean  to  stay. 

And  wrestle  till  the  break  of  daj. 

I  need  not  tell  Thee  who  I  am, 

My  misery,  or  sin  declare : 
Thyself  hast  call'd  mo  by  my  name. 

Look  on  Thy  hands,  and  read  it  there ; 
.  But  who,  I  ask  Thee,  who  art  Tbon! 
Tell  me  Thy  name,  and  tell  me  now! 

In  vain  Thou  strugglcst  to  get  fre^ 
I  never  will  unloose  my  hold; 

Art  Thou  the  Man  that  died  for  me! 
The  secret  of  Thy  love  unfold. 

Wrestling  T  will  not  let  Thee  go. 

Till  I  Thy  name,  Thy  nalnre  know. 

Will  Thou  not  j-et  to  me  reveal 
Thy  new,  unutterable  name! 

Tell  me.  I  still  beseech  Thee,  teUl 
To  know  ii  now  resolved  I  am. 

Wrestling  I  uill  not  let  Thee  go, 

TiU  I  Thy  name,  Thy  nature  know. 

I  *iQra"lAYnuanw!S«ie«dPl>*Bl."    ■74*. 
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'Tis  all  in  vain  to  hold  Thy  tongue, 

Or  touch  the  hollow  of  my  thigh : 
Though  every  sinew  be  unstrung, 

Out  of  my  arms  Thou  shalt  not  fly ; 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
Till  I  Thy  name,  Thy  nature  know. 

What  though  my  shrinking  flesh  complain. 

And  murmur  to  contend  so  long ! 
I  rise  superior  to  my  pain ; 

When  I  am  weak  then  I  am  strong, 
And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  fail, 
I  shall  with  the  God-man  prevail. 

My  strength  is  gone,  my  nature  dies, 

I  sink  beneath  Thy  weighty  hand, 
Faint  to  revive,  and  fall  to  rise  ; 

I  fall,  and  yet  by  faith  I  stand. 
I  stand,  and  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
Till  I  Thy  name,  Thy  nature  know. 

Yield  to  me  now,  for  I  am  weak. 

But  confident  in  self-despair; 
Speak  to  my  heart,  in  blessings  speak ; 

Be  conquered  by  my  instant  prayer ; 
Speak,  or  Thou  never  hence  shalt  move. 
And  tell  me  if  Thy  name  is  Love. 

'Tis  Love,  *tis  Love  !  Thou  diedst  for  me ; 

I  hear  Thy  whisper  in  my  heart ; 
The  morning  breaks,  the  shadows  flee ; 

Pure,  universal  Love  Thou  art. 
To  me,  to  all  Thy  bowels  move. 
Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

My  prayer  hath  power  with  God ;  the  grace 

Unspeakable  I  now  receive. 
Through  faith  I  see  Thee  face  to  face ; 

I  see  Thee  face  to  face,  and  live. 
In  vain  I  have  not  wept  and  strove. 
Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 
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I  know  Thee,  Saviour,  wbo  Thoa  ait — 
Jesus,  the  feeble  sinnei's  friend; 

Nor  wilt  Thoa  with  the  night  depart. 
Bat  stay  and  love  me  to  the  end ; 

Thy  mercies  never  shall  remove. 

Thy  natore  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

The  Son  of  righteoasness  on  me 
Hath  rose  with  healing  in  His  wings^ 

Withered  my  natore's  strength ;  from  Thee 
My  soul  its  life  and  succour  brings ; 

My  help  is  all  laid  up  above. 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

Contented  now,  upon  my  thi^ 
I  halt,  till  life's  short  journey  end ; 

All  helplessness,  all  weakness  I 
On  Thee  alone  for  strength  depend. 

Nor  have  I  power,  from  Thee,  to  move  ; 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

Lame  as  I  am,  I  take  the  prey. 

Hell,  earth,  and  sin,  with  ease  o'ercome; 

I  leap  for  joy,  pursue  my  way. 
And  as  a  bounding  hart  fly  home. 

Through  all  eternity  to  prove 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 


AFTER  A  RELAPSE  INTO  SIN.* 

Depth  of  mercy,  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me? 
Can  my  God  His  wrath  forbear? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare? 

I  have  long  withstood  His  grace ; 
Long  provoked  Him  to  His  face  ; 
Would  not  hearken  to  His  calls ; 
Grieved  Him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

*  From  "  Hjrrnns  and  Sacred  Poems.**    1740. 
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I  my  Master  have  denied, 

I  afresh  have  crucified. 

Oft  profaned  His  hallowed  name, 

Put  Him  to  an  open  shame. 


I  have  spilt  His  precious  blood, 
Trampled  on  the  Son  of  God  ; 
Fill'd  with  pangs  unspeakable, 
I — and  yet  am  not  in  hell, 

Lo,  I  cumber  still  the  ground ! 
Lo,  an  Advocate  is  found, — • 
"  Hasten  not  to  cut  him  down, 
Let  this  barren  soul  alone." 

Jesus  speaks,  and  pleads  His  blood. 
He  disarms  the  wrath  of  God  ; 
Now  my  Father's  bowels  move, 
Justice  lingers  into  love. 

Kindled  His  relentings  are ; 
Me  He  now  delights  to  spare ; 
Cries,  **  How  shall  I  give  thee  up?" 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 

Whence  to  me  this  waste  of  love? 
Ask  my  Advocate  above ; 
See  the  cause  in  Jesu's  face. 
Now  before  the  throne  of  grace. 

There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands ; 

ShowS^  His  wounds,  and  spreads  His  hands  ; 

God  is  love !  I  know,  I  feel ; 

Jesus  weeps,  but  loves  me  still. 

Jesus,  answer  from  above, — 
Is  not  all  Thy  nature  love  ? 
Wilt  Thou  not  the  wrong  forget? 
Suffer  me  to  kiss  Thy  feet? 

R  R. 
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If  I  rightly  retd  Thy  heart. 
If  Thou  all  oompassioii  art. 
Bow  Thine  ear,  in  mercy  bow. 
Pardon  and  accept  me  now. 

Pity  from  Thine  eye  let  fall; 
By  a  look  my  soul  recall ; 
Now  the  stone  to  flesh  convert ; 
Cast  a  look,  and  break  my  heart. 

Now  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  fall  lament ; 
Now  my  fool  revolt  deplore ; 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  move. 


HYMN  FOR  THE  AVATCH-NIGHT.* 

Thou  Judge  of  quick  and  dead. 

Before  whose  bar  severe. 
With  holy  joy  or  guilty  dread. 

We  all  shall  soon  appear  ; 
Our  caution'd  souls  prepare 

For  that  tremendous  day, 
And  fill  us  now  with  watchful  care. 

And  stir  us  up  to  pray. 

To  pray  and  wait  the  hour, 

The  awful  hour  unknown, 
When,  robed  in  majesty  and  power, 

Thou  shalt  from  heaven  come  down. 
The  immortal  Son  of  man. 

To  judge  the  human  race, 
With  all  Thy  Father's  dazzling  train. 

With  all  His  glorious  grace. 

To  damp  our  earthly  joys, 
To  increase  our  gracious  fears, 

For  ever  let  the  archangel^s  voice 
Be  sounding  in  our  cars : 

•*  From  ••  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems,"  vol.  ii.  1749. 


CHARLES  WESLEY.  6ll 

The  solemn  midnight  cry — 

•*  Ye  dead,  the  Judge  b  come; 
Arise,  and  meet  Him  in  the  sky, 

And  meet  your  instant  doom." 

Oh  may  we  thus  be  found. 

Obedient  to  His  word  ! 
Attentive  to  the  trumpet's  sound, 

And  looking  for  our  Lord ! 
Oh  may  we  thus  insure 

Our  lot  among  the  blest ! 
And  watch  a  moment,  to  secure 

An  everlasting  rest 

IN  TEMPTATION.* 

Jesu,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll. 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high  ; 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide. 

Till  the  storm  of  Ufe  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

O  receive  my  soul  at  last 

Other  refuge  have  I  none, 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee  ; 
Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone. 

Still  support  and  comfort  me : 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed  ; 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

Wilt  Thou  not  regard  my  call  ? 

Wilt  Thou  not  accept  my  prayer  ? 
Lo  !  I  sink,  I  faint,  I  fall  : 

Lo  !  on  Thee  I  cast  my  care. 
Reach  me  out  Thy  gracious  hand  ; 

While  I  of  Thy  strength  receive, 
Hoping  against  hope  I  stand, 

Dying,  and  behold  I  live  ! 

•  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems,"    1740. 
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Thou,  O  Christ,  utaUIwsnt; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find  : 
Raise  the  fallen,  dieer  the  fiunt. 

Heal  the  side,  and  lead  the  hlind. 
Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name  ; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness  : 
False,  and  full  of  sin  I  am  ; 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin  ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound. 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within  ; 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art ; 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee  : 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart. 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


DESIRING  TO  LOVE.* 

0  Love  Divine,  how  sweet  Thou  .art ! 
When  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  Thee  ? 

1  thirst,  and  faint,  and  die  to  prove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love. 

The  love  of  Christ  to  me  ! 

Stronger  His  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
Its  riches  are  unsearchable : 

The  firstborn  sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depth  to  see  ; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 

The  length,  and  breadth,  and  height. 

God  only  knows  the  love  of  God  : 
O  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  ]X)or  stony  heart ! 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine  : 
This  only  portion.  Lord,  be  mine. 

Be  mine  this  better  part  1 

•  ?Vt&\  v^^^^  in  "  Lamp  s  Hymns  on  the  91'^cat  Festivals,**  &c,,  1746 
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O  tliat  I  could  for  ever  sit 
With  Mary  at  the  Master's  feet ! 

Be  this  my  happy  choice  : 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice  ! 

O  that,  with  humbled  Peter,  I 
Could  weep,  believe,  and  thrice  reply, 

My  fisiithfulness  to  prove ; 
Thou  know'st  (for  all  to  Thee  is  known). 
Thou  know'st,  O  Lord,  and  Thou  alone. 

Thou  know'st  that  Thee  I  love. 

O  that  I  could,  with  favour'd  John, 
Recline  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast ; 
From  care,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free, 
Give  me,  O  Lord,  to  find  in  Thee 

My  everlasting  rest. 

Thy  only  love  do  I  require. 
Nothing  in  earth  beneath  desire. 

Nothing  in  heaven  above  ; 
Let  earth,  and  heaven,  and  all  things  go ; 
Give  me  Thy  only  love  to  know, 

Give  me  Thy  only  love. 


IN  A  STORM.* 

Glory  to  Thee,  whose  powerful  word 
Bids  the  tempestuous  wind  arise : 

Glory  to  Thee,  the  sovereign  Lord 
Of  air,  and  earth,  and  seas,  and  skies. 

.  Let  air,  and  earth,  and  skies  obey, 
And  seas  Thy  awful  will  perform  : 
From  them  we  learn  to  oym.  Thy  sway. 
And  shout  to  meet  the  gathering  storm. 

*^  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poenxs."    Z74a 
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What  though  the  flocxls  lift  up  their  voice  I 
Thou  hearest.  Lord,  our  louder  cry ; 

They  cannot  damp  Thy  children's  joys, 
Or  shake  the  soul,  when  God  is  nig^ 

Headlong  we  cleave  the  yawning  deep. 
And  back  to  highest  heaven  are  home. 

Unmoved,  though  rapid  whirlwinds  sweep 
And  all  the  watery  world  nptum. 

Roar  on,  ye  waves  !  our  souls  defy 
Your  roaring  to  disturb  our  rest ; 

In  vain  to  impair  the  calm  ye  try. 
The  calm  in  a  believer's  breast. 

Rage,  while  our  faith  the  Saviour  tries, 
Thou  sea,  the  servant  of  His  will ! 

Rise,  while  our  God  permits  thee,  rise  ; 
But  fall  when  He  shall  say,  ^^Bestili!'' 


HYMN  FOR  CHRISTMAS  DAY.^ 


Hark,  how  all  the  welkin  rings, 
"  Glory  to  the  King  of  kings  ; 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reconciled  ! " 

Joyful  all  ye  nations  rise. 

Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies  ; 

Universal  nature,  say, 

**  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  bom  to-day  !  •' 

Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored  ! 
Christ,  the  everlasting  Lord  ! 
Late,  in  time,  behold  Him  come. 
Offspring  of  a  virgin's  womb. 

Veiled  in  flesh,  the  Godhead  see  ; 
Hail,  the  incarnate  Deity  ; 
Pleased  as  msin  with  men  to  appear, 
Jesus,  our  Immanuei  here  ! 

^  YtoGCk  **  Kykols  and  Sacred  Poems.**    1739. 
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Hail,  the  heavenly  Prince  of  peace ! 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  righteousness ! 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings, 
Risen  with  healing  in  His  wings. 

Mild  He  lays  His  glory  by  ; 
Bom,  that  man  no  more  may  die  ; 
Bom,  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth ; 
Bom,  to  give  them  second  birth. 

Come,  Desire  of  nations,  come, 
Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  home ; 
Rise,  the  woman's  conquering  Seed, 
Bruise  in  us  the  serpent's  head« 

Now  display  Thy  saving  power, 
Ruin'd  nature  now  restore  ; 
Now  in  mystic  union  join. 
Thine  to  ours,  and  ours  to  Thine. 

Adam's  likeness,  Lord,  efface, 
Stamp  Thy  image  in  its  place ; 
Second  Adam  from  above, 
Reinstate  us  in  Thy  love. 

Let  us  Thee,  though  lost,  rtgadn^ 
Thee,  the  life,  the  heavenly  man ; 
Oh  to  all  Thyself  impart, 
Form'd  in  each  believing  heart ! 


6iS 


GLORY  TO  GOD.* 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
God  whose  glory  fills  the  sky ; 
Peace  on  earth  to  man  forgiven, 
Man  the  well-beloved  of  Heaven. 

Sovereign  Father,  heavenly  King, 
Thee  we  now  presume  to  sing  ; 
Glad  Thine  attributes  confess, 
Glopous  all  and  numberless. 

•  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."    1739. 
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Hail!  by  all  Thy  works  adored; 
Hail  1  the  everlasting  Lord ; 
Thee  with  thankful  hearts  we  prove 
Lord  of  power  and  God  of  love. 

Christ  our  Lord  and  God  we  own — 
Christ,  the  Father's  only  Son, 
Lamb  of  God  for  sinners  slain, 
Saviour  of  offending  man. 

Bow  Thine  ear,  in  mercy  bow. 
Hear,  the  world's  Atonement  Thou  ; 
Jesu,  in  Thy  name  we  pray» 
Take,  oh,  take  our  sins  away  ! 

Powerful  Advocate  with  God, 
Justiiy  us  by  Thy  blood ; 
Bow  Thine  ear,  in  mercy  bow. 
Hear,  the  world's  Atonement  Thou  ! 

Hear ;  for  Thou,  O  Christ,  alone, 
Art  with  Thy  great  Fatlier  one ; 
One  the  Holy  Ghost  with  Thee, 
One  supreme,  eternal  Three. 


HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN.  • 

Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild, 
Look  upon  a  little  child. 
Pity  my  simplicity. 
Suffer  me  to  come  to  Thee. 

Fain  I  would  to  Thee  be  brought ; 
Dearest  God,  forbid  it  not ; 
Give  me,  dearest  God,  a  place 
In  the  kingdom  of  Thy  grace. 

Put  Thy  hands  upon  my  head. 
Let  me  in  Thine  arms  be  stay*d ; 
Let  me  lean  upon  Thy  breast. 
Lull  me,  lull  me,  Lord,  to  rest. 

*  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Po^ns."    2743. 
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Hold  me  fast  in  Thy  embrace, 
Let  me  see  Thy  smiling  face  ; 
Give  me,  Lord,  Thy  blessing  give, 
Pray  for  me,  and  I  shall  live. 

I  shall  live  the  simple  life. 
Free  from  sin's  uneasy  strife. 
Sweetly  ignorant  of  ill, 
Innocent,  and  happy  still. 

Oh  that  I  may  never  know 
What  the  wicked  people  do ; 
Sin  is  contrary  to  Thee, 
Sin  is  the  forbidden  tree. 


Keep  me  from  the  great  offence, 
Guard  my  helpless  innocence ; 
Hide  me  from  all  evil,  hide 
Self,  and  stub]x>mness,  and  pride. 

Lamb  of  God,  I  look  to  Thee, 
Thou  shalt  my  example  be  ; 
Thou  art  gentle,  meek,  and  mild ; 
Thou  wast  once  a  little  child. 

Fain  I  would  be  as  Thou  art ; 
Give  me  Thy  obedient  heart ; 
Thou  art  pitiful  and  kind. 
Let  me  have  Thy  loving  mind. 

Meek  and  lowly  may  I  be. 
Thou  art  all  humility  ; 
Let  me  to  my  betters  bow. 
Subject  to  Thy  parents  Thou, 

Let  me  above  all  fulfil 
God  my  heavenly  Father's  will. 
Never  His  good  Spirit  grieve. 
Only  to  His  glory  live. 
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Thou  didst  live  to  God  alone, 
Thou  didst  never  seek  Thine  own. 
Thou  Thyself  didst  never  please, 
God  was  all  Thy  happiness. 

Loving  Jesu,  gentle  Lamb, 
In  Thy  gracious  hands  I  am  ; 
Make  me.  Saviour,  what  Thou  art. 
Live  Thyself  within  my  heart. 

I  shall  then  show  forth  Thy  praise. 
Serve  Thee  all  my  happy  days  ; 
Then  the  world  shall  always  see 
Christ,  the  Holy  Child,  in  me. 

THE  JUDGMENT  HYMN/ 

Lo  !  He  comes  with  clouds  descending, 
Once  for  favoured  sinners  slain  ! 

Thousand,  thousand  saints  attending, 
Swell  the  triumph  of  His  train  : 

Hallelujah  ! 
God  appears  on  earth  to  reign  ! 

Every  eye  shall  now  behold  Him 
Robed  in  dreadful  majesty ; 

Those  who  set  at  nought  and  sold  Him, 
Pierced,  and  nailed  Him  to  the  tree, 

Deeply  wailing, 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

The  dear  tokens  of  His  passion 
Still  His  dazzling  body  bears. 

Cause  of  endless  exultation 
To  His  ransom'd  worshippers ; 

With  what  rapture 
Gaze  we  on  those  glorious  scars  ! 

Yea,  amen,  let  all  adore  Thee, 
High  on  Thine  eternal  throne  ! 

Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory. 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  Thine  own  ; 

J ah,  Jehovah  ! 
Everlasting  God,  come  down. 

*  Sec  Note. 


JOHN  WESLEY. 


IraoM  the  Spuitoli, 


THE  BELIEVER'S  SUPPORT.* 
O  Thou,  to  whose  all-searching  sieht 
The  darkness  shineth  as  the  Hght, 
Search,  prove  my  heart,  it  pants  for  Thee ; 
Oh,  burst  these  bonds  and  set  it  Tree  1 

Wa^  out  its  stains,  refine  its  dross, 
Nail  my  alfecttons  to  the  cross  ; 
Hallow  each  thought,  let  all  within 
Be  clean,  as  Thou,  my  Lord,  art  dean. 

If  in  this  darksome  wild  I  stray, 

Be  Thou  my  light,  tie  Thou  my  way ; 

No  foes,  no  violence  I  fear, 

No  fraud,  while  Thou,  my  God,  art  near. 

When  rising  floods  my  soul  o'erllow. 
When  sinks  my  heart  in  waves  of  woe, 
Jenu,  Thy  timely  aid  impart. 
And  raise  my  head  and  cheer  my  hean. 
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Saviour,  where'er  Thy  steps  I  see, 
Dauntless,  untired,  I  follow  Thee ; 
Oh,  let  Thy  hand  support  me  still. 
And  lead  me  to  Thy  holy  hill ! 

If  rough  and  thorny  be  the  way. 
My  strength  proportion  to  my  day  ; 
Till  toil  and  grief  and  pain  shall  cease, 
Where  all  is  calm  and  joy  and  peace. 


A  PARAPHRASE  ON  THE  LORD'S  PRAYER.* 

Father  of  all,  whose  powerful  voice 

Caird  forth  this  universal  frame. 
Whose  mercies  over  all  rejoice. 

Through  endless  ages  still  the  same. 
Thou,  by  thy  word,  upholdest  all ; 

Thy  bounteous  love  to  all  is  show'd  ; 
Thou  hear'st  Thy  every  creature's  call. 

And  fillest  every  mouth  with  good. 

In  heaven  Thou  reign'st,  enthroned  in  light. 

Nature's  expanse  beneath  Thee  spread; 
Earth,  air,  and  sea  before  Thy  sight. 

And  hell's  deep  gloom,  are  open  laid. 
Wisdom,  and  might,  and  love  are  Thine ; 

Prostrate  before  Thy  face  we  fall. 
Confess  Thy  attributes  Divine, 

And  hail  Thee  sovereign  Lord  of  alL 

Thee,  sovereign  Lord,  let  all  confess, 

That  moves  in  earth,  or  air,  or  sky , 
Revere  Thy  power,  Thy  goodness  bless. 

Tremble  before  Thy  piercing  eye. 
All  ye  who  owe  to  Him  your  birth. 

In  praise  your  every  hour  employ ; 
Jehovah  reigns  !  be  glad,  O  earth. 

And  shout,  ye  morning  stars,  for  joy  I 

*  YxoTcv"  Hvoxns  and  Sacred  Poems,"    1739. 
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Son  of  Thy  Sire's  eternal  *lovc, 

Take  to  Thyself  Thy  mighty  power  ; 
Let  all  earth's  sons  Thy  mercy  prove, 

Let  all  Thy  bleeding  grace  adore  ; 
The  triumphs  of  Thy  love  display, 

In  every  heart  reign  Thou  alone. 
Till  all  Thy  foes  confess  Thy  sway, 

And  glory  ends  what  grace  b^;un. 


Spirit  of  grace  and  health  and  power, 

Fountain  of  light  and  love  below. 
Abroad  Thine  healirjg  influence  shower. 

O'er  all  the  nations  let  it  flow. 
Inflame  our  hearts  with  perfect  love, 

In  us  the  work  of  faith  fulfil ; 
So  not  heaven's  host  shall  swifter  move, 

Than  we  on  earth,  to  do  Thy  wiU. 

Father,  'tis  Thine  each  day  to  yield 

Thy  children's  wants  a  fresh  supply  ; 
Thou  cloth'st  the  lilies  of  the  field. 

And  hearest  the  young  ravens  cry. 
On  Thee  we  cast  our  care  ;  we  live 

Through  Thee,  who  know'st  our  every  need ; 
Oh,  feed  us  with  Thy  grace,  and  give 

Our  souls  this  day  the  living  bread  ! 

Eternal,  spotless  Lamb  of  God, 

Before  the  world's  foimdation  slain. 
Sprinkle  us  ever  with  Thy  blood  ; 

Oh,  cleanse  and  keep  us  ever  clean. 
To  every  soul  (all  praise  to  Thee), 

Our  bowels  of  compassion  move ; 
And  all  mankind  by  this  may  see 

God  is  in  us,  for  God  is  love. 

Giver  and  Lord  of  life,  whose  power 
And  guardian  care  for  all  are  free, 

To  Thee,  in  fierce  temptation's  hour. 
From  sin  and  Satan  let  us  flee. 
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Thine,  Lord,  we  are,  and  ours  Thou  ait ; 

In  us  be  all  Thy  goodness  ihow'd ; 
Renew,  enlarge,  and  fill  oar  heart 

With  peace,  and  joy,  and  heaven,  and  Goi 

Blessing  and  honour,  praise  and  love. 

Casual,  co-eternal  Three, 
In  earth  below  and  heaven  above, 

By  all  Thy  works,  be  paid  to  Thee. 
Thrice  Holy,  Hiine  the  kingdom  is. 

The  power  omnipotent  is  Thine ; 
And  when  created  nature  dies. 

Thy  never-ceasing  glories  shine. 


THE  PILGRIM/ 

How  happy  is  the  pilgrim's  lot ! 
How  free  from  every  anxious  thought. 

From  worldly  hope  and  fear  ! 
Confined  to  neither  court  nor  cell. 
His  soul  disdains  on  earth  to  dwell, 

He  only  sojourns  here. 

His  happiness  in  part  is  mine, 
Already  saved  from  self  design. 

From  ever)'  creature-love ! 
Blest  with  the  scorn  of  finite  good, 
My  soul  is  lightened  of  its  load. 

And  seeks  the  things  above. 

The  things  eternal  I  pursue, 
A  happiness  beyond  the  view 

Of  those  that  basely  pant 
For  things  by  nature  felt  and  seen  ; 
Their  honours,  wealth,  and  pleasures  mean, 

I  neither  have  nor  want. 

*  From  "  Hymns  for  those  that  seek  and  those  that  have  Redemptioo  ia  \ 
B\ood  of  3^>^  Ctin&v.''    \i<b. 
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I  have  no  sharer  of  my  heart. 
To  rob  my  Saviour  of  a  part 

And  desecrate  the  whole  : 
Only  betrothed  to  Christ  am  I, 
And  wait  His  coming  from  the  sky. 

To  wed  my  happy  souL 

I  have  no  babes  to  hold  me  here, 
But  children  more  securely  dear 

For  mine  I  humbly  claim  : 
Better  than  daughters  or  than  sons, 
Temples  Divine  of  living  stones 

Inscribed  with  Jesu*s  name. 

No  foot  of  land  do  I  possess. 
No  cottage  in  this  wilderness  : 

A  poor  wayfaring  man, 
I  lodge  awhile  in  tents  below, 
Or  gladly  wander  to  and  fro. 

Till  I  my  Canaan  gain. 

Nothing  on  earth  I  call  my  own, 
A  stranger  to  the  world,  unknown, 

I  all  their  goods  despise  : 
I  trample  on  their  whole  delight. 
And  seek  a  country  out  of  sight, 

A  coimtry  in  the  skies. 

There  is  my  house  and  portion  fair, 
My  treasure  and  my  heart  are  there. 

And  my  abiding  home  : 
For  me  my  elder  brethren  stay, 
And  angels  beckon  ifte  away. 

And  Jesus  bids  me  come. 

I  come,  Thy  servant.  Lord,  replies, 
I  come  to  meet  Thee  in  the  skies. 

And  claim  my  heavenly  rest : 
Now  let  the  pilgrim's  journey  end  ; 
Now,  O  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 

Receive  me  to  Thy  breast 
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GOD'S  LOVE  TO  MANKIND.* 

O  God,  of  good  the'  nnfathom'd  Sea! 
Who  would  not  give  his  heart  to  Thee? 

Who  would  not  love  Thee  with  his  might, 
O  Jesu,  Loyer  of  mankind  ? 
Who  would  not  his  whole  soul  and  mind. 

With  all  his  strength,  to  Thee  unite? 

Thou  shin'st  with  everlasting  rays : 
Before  the'  insufferable  blaze 

Angels  with  both  wings  veil  their  eyes ; 
Yet,  free  as  air  Thy  bounty  streams 
On  all  Thy  works  ;  Thy  mercy's  beams, 

Diflfusivc  as  Thy  sun's,  arise. 

Astonish'd  at  Thy  frowning  brow. 

Earth,  hell,  and  heaven's  strong  pillars  bow 

Terrible  majesty  is  Thine  ! 
Wlio  then  can  that  vast  love  exprejis. 
Which  bows  Thee  do\\'n  to  me,  who  less 

Than  nothing  am,  till  Thou  art  mine  ! 

High  throned  on  heaven's  eternal  hill. 
In  number,  weight,  and  measure  still 

Thou  sweetly  orderest  all  that  is  : 
And  yet  Thou  deign'st  to  come  to  me. 
And  guide  my  steps,  that  I,  with  Thee 

Enthroned,  may  reign  in  endless  bliss. 

Fountain  of  good,  all  blessing  flo\v> 
From  Thee  ;  no  want  Thy  fulness  knows  : 

What  but  Thyself  canst  Thou  desire  ? 
Yes  :  self-sufficient  as  Thou  art, 
Thou  dost  desire  my  worthless  heart  ; 

This,  ordy  this,  dost  Thou  require. 

Primeval  Beauty  !  in  Thy  sight. 
The  first-born  fairest  sons  of  light 

See  all  their  brightest  glories  fade  : 
What  then  to  me  Thine  eyes  could  turn. 
In  sin  conceived,  of  woman  bom, 

A  worm,  a  leaf,  a  blast,  a  shade  ? 

*  Tnm^XftdL^tQttvvVftGcnaaLn  of  Johan  Schcffler. 
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Hell's  armies  tremble  at  Thy  nod, 
And,  trembling,  own  the'  almighty  God, 

Sovereign  of  earth,  air,  hell,  and  sky  : 
But  who  is  this  that  comes  from  far. 
Whose  garments  roll'd  in  blood  appear  ? 

'Tis  God  made  man,  for  man  to  die. 

O  God,  of  good  the'  unfathom'd  Sea  I 
Who  would  not  give  his  heart  to  Thee  ? 

Who  would  not  love  Thee  with  his  might, 
O  Jesu,  Lover  of  mankind  ? 
Who  would  not  his  whole  soul  and  mind. 

With  all  his  strength,  to  Thee  unite  ? 


SAMUEL  WESLEY. 

eldest  brother  of  the  two  preceding  writers,  SAMUEL  WBSLBY  was  bom  in  London, 
zoth  February,  1690.  He  studied  at  Westminster  School,  and,  in  17x1,  was  elected  to 
Church,  Oxford.  Hairing  graduated  A.M.,  he  became  usher  in  Westminster  School, 
ok  orders.  In  173a.  he  was  appointed  Head  Master  of  Blundell's  School,  Tiverton, 
shire.  His  death  took  place  on  the  6th  November,  1799.  The  foUowiug  hymns  are  tran- 
1  from  a  quarto  volume,  bearing  title  "  Poems  on  Several  Occasions,  by  Samuel  Wesley, 
*  London,  1736. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  PERSON. 

The  morning  flowers  display  their  sweets. 
And  gay  their  silken  leaves  unfold  ; 

As  careless  of  the  noon-day  heats. 
And  fearless  of  the  evening  cold. 

Nipp*d  by  the  wind's  unkindly  blast, 
Parch*d  by  the  sun*s  directer  ray, 

The  momentary  glories  waste, 
The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

So  blooms  the  human  face  Divine, 
When  youth  its  pride  of  beauty  shows  ; 

Fairer  than  spring  the  colours  shine, 
And  sweeter  than  the  virgin  rose. 
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Or  wotn  by  slowly  rolling  jrears. 
Or  broke  by  sickness  in  a  day  ; 

Tlie  fading  glory  disappears, 
The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

Yet  these,  new  rising  from  the  tomb. 
With  lustre  brighter  far  shall  shine. 

Revive  with  ever-during  bloom. 
Safe  from  diseases  and  decline. 

Let  sickness  blast,  and  death  devour, 
If  heaven  must  recompense  our  pains  ; 

Perish  the  grass,  and  fade  the  flower. 
If  firm  the  word  of  God  remains. 


rtYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Hail,  Holy  Ghost,  Jehovah,  third 

In  order  of  the  Three  ; 
Sprung  from  the  Father  and  the  Word 

From  all  eternity  ! 

Thy  Godhead  brooding  o'er  the*  abyss 

Of  formless  waters  lay, 
Spoke  into  order  all  that  is. 

And  darkness  into  day. 

In  lowest  hell,  or  heaven's  height. 
Thy  presence  who  can  fly  ? 

Known  is  the  Father  to  Thy  sight. 
The  depths  of  Deity. 

Thy  power  through  Jesu's  life  displayed 
Quite  from  the  virgin's  womb. 

Dying,  His  soul  an  offering  made. 
And  raised  Him  from  the  tomb. 

God's  image,  which  our  sins  destroy. 

Thy  grace  restores  below  ; 
And  truth,  and  holiness,  and  joy, 

Y  xotcv  T\v^t  ^^\t  Y  <;i\mtain  flow. 
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Hail,  Holy  Ghost,  Jehovah,  third 

In  order  of  the  Three ; 
Throned  with  the  Father  and  the  Word 

Through  all  eternity  I 

A  HYMN  FOR  SUNDAY. 

The  Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  praise, 

In  concert  with  the  blest ; 
Who,  joyfiil  in  harmonious  lays. 

Employ  an  endless  rest 

Thus,  Lord,  while  we  remember  Thee, 

We  blest  and  pious  grow ; 
By  hymns  of  praise  we  learn  to  be 

Triumphant  here  below. 

On  this  glad  day  a  brighter  scene 

Of  glory  was  displayed, 
By  God,  the  eternal  Word,  than  when 

This  universe  was  made  : 

He  rises,  who  mankind  has  bought 

With  grief  and  pains  extreme  ; 
'Twas  great  to  speak  the  world  from  nought, 

*Twas  greater  to  redeem. 


HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 

Y  KIRKB  White  was  bom  at  Nottingham,  on  the  aist  March,  178$.  His  father  was 
her.  For  a  period  apprenticed  to  a  stocking-weaver,  he  subsequently  obtained  less 
le  employment  in  an  attorney's  office.  In  his  eighteenth  year,  he  published  a  ▼olume  of 
,  which  attracted  attention  and  commanded  the  admiration  of  the  poet  Southey.  His 
were  now  directed  towards  the  Church,  and  Mr.  Simeon,  to  whom  his  talents  became 
,,  procured  him  a  siiarship  in  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge.  During  two  years  at 
iversity,  he  greatly  distingubhed  himself,  but  the  severity  of  his  application  overcame 
titution  originally  feeble.  He  died  on  the  19th  October,  t8o6,  in  his  twenty-first  year. 
Remains  "  have  been  edited  by  Southey,  accompanied  with  an  interesting  memoir. 

THE  STAR  OF  BETHLEHEM. 

When,  marshall'd  on  the  nightly  plain, 

The  glittering  host  bestud  the  sky, 
One  star  alone  of  all  the  train 

Can  fix  the  sinner*s  wandering  eye. 

^  ^  a 
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Hark  !  hark  !  to  God  the  chorus  breaks, 
From  every  host,  from  every  gem  ; 

But  one  alone  the  Saviour  speaks. 
It  is  the  star  of  Bethlehem. 

Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode ; 

The  storm  was  loud,  the  night  was  dark, 
The  ocean  yawn'd,  and  rudely  blow*d 

The  wind  that  toss'd  my  foundering  bark. 

Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  firoze  ; 

Death-struck,  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem  ; 
When  suddenly  a  star  arose. 

It  was  the  star  of  Bethlehem. 

It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  myall  ; 

It  bade  my  dark  forebodings  cease  ; 
And,  through  the  storm  and  danger's  thrall. 

It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 

Now,  safely  moored,  my  perils  o'er, 
I'll  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem, 

For  ever,  and  for  evermore, 
The  star,  the  star  of  Bethlehem  ! 


THE  HIDING-PLACE. 

Awake,  sweet  harp  of  Judah,  wake  ! 
Retune  thy  strings  for  Jesus'  sake ; 
We  sing  the  Saviour  of  our  race. 
The  Lamb,  our  shield  and  hiding-place. 

When  God's  right  arm  is  bared  for  war. 
And  thunders  clothe  His  cloudy  car  ; 
Where,  where,  oh  where  shall  man  retire. 
To  escape  the  horrors  of  His  ire  ? 

'Tis  He,  the  Lamb ;  to  Him  we  fly, 
While  the  dread  tempest  passes  by ; 
God  sees  His  well-belovWs  face, 
Axidh.  s^acE^Sk  \5&,  moMi  V^din^- place. 
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Thus,  while  we  dwell  in  this  low  scene, 
The  Lamb  is  our  unfailing  screen  ; 
To  Him,  though  guilty,  still  we  run. 
And  God  still  spares  us  for  His  Son. 

While  yet  we  sojourn  here  below, 
Pollutions  still  our  hearts  o'erflow  ; 
Fallen,  abject,  mean,  a  sentenced  race. 
We  deeply  need  a  hiding-place. 

Yet,  courage  ;  dajrs  and  years  will  glide. 
And  we  shall  lay  these  clods  aside ; 
Shall  be  baptized  in  Jordan's  flood. 
And  wash'd  in  Jesus*  cleansing  blood. 

Then  pure,  immortal,  sinless,  freed. 
We,  through  the  Lamb,  shall  be  decreed  ; 
Shall  meet  the  Father  face  to  face. 
And  need  no  more  a  hiding-place. 


A  HYMN  FOR  FAMILY  WORSHIP. 

O  Lord,  another  day  is  flown. 

And  we,  a  lonely  band. 
Are  met  once  more  before  Thy  throne. 

To  bless  Thy  fostering  hand. 

And  wilt  Thou  lend  a  listening  ear 

To  praises  low  as  ours  ? 
Thou  wilt,  for  Thou  dost  love  to  hear 

The  song  which  meekness  pours. 

And,  Jesus,  Thou  Thy  smile  wilt  deign. 

As  we  before  Thee  pray  ; 
For  Thou  didst  bless  the  infant  train. 

And  we  are  less  than  they. 

Oh  let  Thy  grace  perform  its  part, 

And  let  contention  cease  ; 
And  shed  abroad  in  every  heart 

Thine  everlasting  peace  I 
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Thus  chastened,  rinnwcH,  cuUidj 

A  flock  bj  JcsDS  led. 
The  son  of  hidiness  shall  shine 

In  glory  on  our  head. 


And  Thou  wilt  torn  oar  wanderii^  feet. 
And  Thou  must  bless  oar  waj. 

Till  worlds  shall  £ule,  and  £uth  shall  greet 
The  dawn  of  lasting  daj. 


WILLIAM  WILLIAMa 

THR  REV.  WILLIAM  WILLIAMS  wu  bom  in  17x7.  St  Cefii-y-coed,  near  Lkadotcnr. Or- 
martheashire.  He  oriifinally  studied  medicine,  but  abandoned  it  for  theoloj^y.  ReCaqas^ 
hi*  connection  with  the  Church  of  Hnj^land,  in  which  he  had  procured  deacoa's  orders,  be 
attached  himself  to  the  Colvinistic  Methodists.  For  half  a  century  be  traTeDed  m  WaJci, 
preaching  the  gospel.  His  ministrations  were  universally  acceptable.  His  death  took  pl>« 
on  the  nth  January.  1791.  Williams  composed  his  hymns  chiefly  in  the  Welsh  taagaa^e :  t^ey 
are  still  much  used  by  all  denominations  in  the  principality.  His  Ei^Iish  hymas  hire  bto 
collected  and  published  by  Mr.  Sedgwick,  along  with  a  sketch  of  his  life  by  the  Rrr.  E 
Morgan. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  PILGRL\rS  HYMN.* 

Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah, 

Pilgrim  thro'  this  barren  land  : 
I  am  weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty  ; 
Hold  me  with  Thy  powerful  hand  : 

Bread  of  heaven  !  bread  of  heaven  I 
Feed  me  now  and  evermore. 


Open  now  the  crystal  fountain 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow  ; 
Let  the  fiery  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  : 

Strong  Deliv'rer  !  strong  Deliverer  ! 
Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 

•  From  the  Welsh  of  Williams,  but  whether  translated  by  hiraself  or  by 
WUVum  tvax^,  Vtvt  vn^c^vV^vnt  o(  Prickard's  "  Divine  Poems,"  is  uncertain. 
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When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 
Death  of  deaths,  and  hell*s  destruction. 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side. 

Songs  of  praises,  songs  of  praises, 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 

Musing  on  my  habitation. 

Musing  on  my  heavenly  home. 
Fills  my  soul  with  holy  longing ; 
Come,  my  Jesus,  quickly  come. 
Vanity  is  all  I  see ; 
Ixtrd,  I  long  to  be  with  Thee  ! 


MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

O'er  those  gloomy  hills  of  darkness. 
Look,  my  soul ;  be  still,  and  gaze ; 

All  the  promises  do  travel 
On  a  glorious  day  of  grace  ; 

Blessed  Jubilee, 
Let  Thy  glorious  morning  dawn. 

Let  the  Indian,  let  the  negro. 
Let  the  rude  barbarian  see 

That  Divine  and  glorious  conquest 
Once  obtain'd  on  Calvary  ; 

Let  the  gospel 
Word  resound  from  pole  to  pole. 

Kingdoms  wide  that  sit  in  darkness. 
Let  them  have  the  glorious  light. 

And  from  eastern  coast  to  western 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night. 

And  redemption, 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day. 

May  the  glorious  days  approaching 
From  eternal  darkness  dawn. 

And  the  everlasting  gospel 

Spread  abroad  Thy  holy  name. 

Thousand  years, 
Soon  appear ;  make  no  delay. 
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Lord,  I  long  to  see  that  mornings 
When  Thy  gospel  shall  aboond. 

And  Thy  grace  get  full  possession 
Of  the  happy  promised  ground  ; 

All  the  borders 
Of  the  great  Immanuel's  land. 

Fly  abroad,  eternal  gospel  ; 

Win  and  conquer,  never  cease  ; 
May  Thy  eternal  wide  dominions 

Multiply,  and  still  increase  ; 
May  thy  sceptre 

Sway  th'  enlighten*d  world  around. 

Oh,  let  Moab  3rield  and  tremble. 
Let  Philistia  never  boast. 

And  let  India  proud  be  scattered 
With  their  'numerable  host ; 

And  the  glory, 
Jesus,  only  be  to  Thee. 


THE  PROMISED  REST. 

Jesus,  lead  us  with  Thy  power 

Safe  into  the  promised  rest  ; 
Hide  our  souls  within  Thy  bosom ; 

Let  us  slumber  on  Thy  breast ; 
Feed  us  with  the  heavenly  manna. 

Bread  that  angels  eat  above  ; 
Let  us  drink  fix>m  the  holy  fountain 

Draughts  of  everlasting  love. 

Throughout  the  desert  wld  conduct  us 
With  a  glorious  pillar  bright  : 

In  the  day  a  cooling  comfort. 
And  a  cheering  fire  by  night  ; 

Be  our  guide  in  every  peril ; 

Watch  us  hourly,  night  and  day ; 

Otherwise  we'll  err  and  wander 


MRS.   WILSON. 

Id  Thj  presence  we  are  happy  ; 

In  Thy  presence  we're  secure; 
In  Thy  presence  all  atHictions 

We  will  easily  endure  ; 
In  Thy  presence  we  can  conquer. 

We  am  sufler,  we  can  die; 
Far  from  Thee,  we  bint  and  languish ; 

Lord,  our  Saviour,  keep  us  nigh. 


MRS.  WILSON. 


We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  bless'd. 
Of  that  country  so  bright  and  so  fair. 

And  oft  are  ill  glories  confess'd ; 
Bui  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ! 

We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold. 
Of  its  walls  dcck'd  with  jewels,  so  rare. 

Of  ils  wonders  and  treasures  untold  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  lo  be  there  I 

We  speak  of  ils  freedom  from  sin. 
From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care. 

From  trials  without  and  within  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  lo  be  there  t 

We  speak  of  its  service  of  love. 
Of  the  robes  which  the  glorified  wear. 

The  Church  of  the  first-born  above  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  t 

Do  Thou,  Lord,  midst  pleasure  and  woe, 
Still  for  heaven  my  spirit  prepare  ; 

And  shortly  I  also  shall  know, 
And  feel  what  it  is  lo  be  there. 


1 
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MRS.  CAROLINE  WILSON. 


UUH.  Wilson,  mm  Ca&ounb  Fry.  wn  born  at  Toabridgc  Wd^  «■  Ac  ^  Dice 
1787.  Her  fttlMr  WIS  a  turner  in  eas^  circumstances.  In  ites.  she  pafaGsked  "A  ft 
Catecfafanu"  vidcli  pasMd  through  several  editioia.  Her  sat  pA»i*-«*r*  «as  "S 
IN»eiry,"  a  ddn  (toodedmo,  which  likewise  obtained  public  frvovr.  Her  other  pdt&ada 
"The  Asriataat  of  Edncrtioo."  10  vols..  8n>:  "The  LiMacr."  a  tu1&.  8to;  "CM 
ExuBple|**aad"Dall7RcadinKs.''  She  wa»  married  fai  1B31.  and  died  at  Toabri^Vc 
the  17^1  ScpCember,  it«6.  'A  volume  containing^  her  "  Antofaiograpkj.  Letten.  ud  Rea 
was  pabBshed  la  it<fc    Mrs.  W&soa  was  a  perMo  of  deep  '•■i^touf  ( 


BLESSINGS  IN  AFPXICTION. 

Often  the  clouds  of  deepest  woe 

So  sweet  a  message  bear  ; 
Dark  though  they  seem,  'twere  hard  to  find 

A  frown  of  anger  there. 

Yes  I  often  has  adversity 

A  richer  boon  bestowed. 
Has  oft  bequeathed  a  purer  joy, 

Than  all  that  men  call  good. 

Our  spirits  are  too  closely  bound 

To  earth's  delusive  toys  ; 
Poor  baubles  we  are  loath  to  leave 

For  everlasting  jo)'S. 

It  needs  our  hearts  be  weaned  from  earth  ; 

It  needs  that  we  be  driven. 
By  loss  of  every  earthly  stay, 

To  seek  our  joys  in  heaven. 

And  what  is  sorrow,  what  is  pain. 

To  that  eternal  care 
That  breaks  the  conscious  heart  for  sin. 

When  sin  is  hated  there  ? 

Kind,  loving  is  the  Hand  that  strikes. 

However  keen  the  smart. 
If  sorrow*s  discipline  can  chase 

One  evil  from  the  heart. 
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He  was  a  Man  of  sorrows  !  He, 

Whp  loved. and  saved  us  thus  ; 
And  shall  the  world  that  frown'd  on  Hun 

Wear  only  smiles  for  xis  ? 

No  !  we  must  follow  in  the  path 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour  run  ; 
We  must  not  find  a  resting  place. 

Where  He  we  love  had  none. 


PRAISE  IN  AFFLICTION.* 

For  what  shall  I  praise  Thee,  my  God  and  my  King  ? 
For  what  blessings  the  tribute  of  gratitude  bring  ? 
Shall  I  praise  Thee  for  plenty,  for  health,  and  for  ease. 
For  the  spring  of  delight,  and  the  sunshine  of  peace  ? 

Shall  I  praise  ^ee  for  flowers  that  bloom'd  on  my  breast, 
For  jojTS  in  jperspective,  or  pleasures  possess'd  ? 
For  the  spirits  that  heighten'd  my  days  of  delight. 
And  the  slumber  that  sat  on  my  pillow  at  night. 

For  all  this  should  I  praise  Thee,  and  only  for  this, 
I  should  leave  half  unsung  Thy  donation  of  bliss  : 
I  praise  Thee  for  sorrow,  for  sickness,  for  care. 
For  the  thorns  I  have  gathered,  the  anguish  I  bear. 

For  my  nights  of  anxiety,  watching,  and  tears, 
A  present  of  pain,-  a  perspective  of  fears  ; 
I  praise  Thee,  I  bless  Thee,  my  King  and  my  God, 
For  the  good  and  the  evil  Thy  hand  has  bestow'd. 

The  flowers  were  sweet ;  but  their  fragrance  is  flown, 
They  left  me  no  fruit,  they  are  wither'd  and  gone  ; 
The  thorn  it  is  poignant,  but  precious  to  me. 
As  the  message  of  mercy  that  led  me  to  Thee. 

*  This  hymn  has  been  frequently  assigned  to  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Fry. 
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GEORGE  WITHER. 

« INK  of  the  BKMt  fenrid  of  Um  older  acred  poets.  Gborgb  WrTHHit. «»  bora  tt  I 

IlamptbtaCOBtlieiithJiiite.  ISA    He  studied  at  Mai^rlalen  CoDcire,  Oifcrd.  ad  1. 

entered  at  UdcoIb's  Ina.  He  atuched  hfanself  to  the  Purttan*.  raised  a  troopof  hene« 
behalf  of  the  Lonic  PtoUaineiit.  and  had  conletred  on  him  brCreiBweB  Acnakef^^ 
i^encraL  At  the  Restoration,  he  was  committed  to  Sewgate,  aad  imIwiumiiiIj  iiih  Tnrrr 
he  remained  hi  confineneitt  about  three  yean.  HediedontheandMar.  i«7.  WttercK- 
pif^  sererai  votames  of  rel^ouv  poetry,  but  hisvcraei  are  ftT—Hj  At,/i^m„^i  *Tr^ 
■•hrases  and  cooceiti.    His  hymns  have  been  often  reprinted.    - 

INVITATION  TO  PRAISE. 

Come,  O  come  in  pious  lays, 
Sound  we  God  Almighty's  praise ; 
Hither  bring,  in  one  consent. 
Heart  and  voice  and  instnunenL 
Music  add  of  every  kind, 
Sound  the  tramp,  the  comet  wind  ; 
Strike  the  viol,  touch  the  lute  ; 
Let  no  tongue  nor  string  be  mute. 
Nor  a  creature  dumb  be  found. 
That  hath  either  voice  or  sound. 

Let  those  things  which  do  not  live. 
In  still  music  praises  give  ; 
Ix)wly  pipe,  ye  worms  that  creep. 
On  the  earth,  or  in  the  deep  ; 
Loud  aloft  your  voices  strain. 
Beasts  and  monsters  of  the  main  ; 
Birds,  your  warbling  treble  sing  ; 
Clouds,  your  peals  of  thunders  ring  ; 
Sun  and  moon,  exalted  higher, 
And  briglit  stars,  augment  the  choir. 

Come,  ye  sons  of  human  race. 
In  this  chorus  take  your  place  ; 
And,  amid  the  mortal  throng, 
Be  you  masters  of  the  song. 
Angels  and  supernal  powers, 
Be  the  noblest  tenor  yours  ; 
Let  in  praise  of  God  the  sound 
Run  a  never-ending  round. 
That  our  song  of  praise  may  be 
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From  earth's  vast  and  hollow  womb, 
Music's  deepest  bass  may  come  ; 
Seas  and  floods,  from  shore  to  shore, 
Shall  their  counter-tenors  roar. 
To  this  concert,  when  we  sing. 
Whistling  winds,  your  descants  bring  ; 
That  our  song  may  over-climb 
All  the  bounds  of  place  and  time, 
And  ascend,  from  sphere  to  sphere, 
To  the  great  Almighty's  ear. 

So,  from  heaven,  on  earth  He  shall 
Let  His  gracious  blessings  fall ; 
And  this  huge  wide  orb  we  see 
Shall  one  choir,  one  temple  be ; 
Where,  in  such  a  praiseful  tone 
We  will  sing  what  He  hath  done, 
That  the  cursed  fiends  below 
Shall  thereat  impatient  grow. 
Then,  O  come,  in  pious  lays, 
Sound  we  God  Almighty's  praise  ! 


CHRISTOPHER  WORDSWORTH,  D.D. 

EN.  CHRISTOPHBR  WORDSWORTH.  D.D.,  was  born  in  1807,  and  was  educated  at 
iter,  and  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  He  was  elected  a  Fellow  of  his  College,  and 
tntor  of  the  University.  In  1836,  he  became  Head  Master  of  Harrow.  In  1844,  he  was 
d  to  a  canonry  in  Westminster  Abbey.  Dr.  Wordsworth  has  published  an  editioa 
reek  Testament,  and  portions  of  the  Old  Testament,  with  notes,  and  many  theological 
nal  historical  worlcs  and  volumes  of  travels  in  Greece,  Italy,  and  Fiance.  The  follow- 
ins,  from  his  pen,  are  transcribed  from  his  Collection  entitled  "  The  Holy  Year,"  or 
s  for  Sundays  and  Holydays." 

SUNDAY. 

O  DAY  of  rest  and  gladness, 

O  day  of  joy  and  light, 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness. 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright ; 
On  thee,  the  high  and  lowly, 

Through  ages  join'd  in  tune. 
Sing  Holy,  holy,  holy, 

To  the  great  God  Triune. 
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On  thee,  at  the  creation. 

The  light  first  had  its  birth  ; 
On  thee,  for  our  salvation, 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth  ; 
On  thee  our  Lord  victorioos 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven ; 
And  thus  on  thee  most  glorious 

A  triple  light  was  given. 

Thou  art  a  port,  protected 

From  storms  that  round  us  rise  ; 
A  garden,  intersected 

With  streams  of  Paradise  ; 
Thou  art  a  cooling  fountain 

In  life's  dry,  dreary  sand  ; 
From  thee,  like  Pisgah*s  mountain. 

We  view  our  promised  land. 

Thou  art  a  holy  ladder, 

Where  angels  go  and  come  ; 
Each  Sunday  finds  us  gladder. 

Nearer  to  heaven  our  home. 
A  day  of  sweet  refection 

Thou  art,  a  day  of  love  ; 
A  day  of  resurrection 

From  earth  to  things  above. 

To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls ; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls. 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams. 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest. 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest. 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises. 

To  Father,  and  to  Son ; 
The  Church  her  voice  upraises 

To'Wv»t,U^\.'Wvx^\3D.  One, 
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INTERCESSION  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Heavenly  Father,  send  Thy  blessing 

On  Thy  children  gathered  here ; 
May  they  all,  Thy  name  confessing, 

Be  to  Thee  for  ever  dear. 
May  they  be,  like  Joseph,  loving. 

Dutiful,  and  chaste,  and  pure, 
And  their  faith,  like  David,  proving, 

Steadfast  unto  death  endure. 

Holy  Saviour,  who  in  meekness 

Didst  vouchsafe  a  child  to  be, 
Guide  their  steps,  and  help  their  weakness  ; 

BFess,  and  make  them  like  to  Thee  ; 
Bear  Thy  lambs,  when  they  are  weary, 

In  Thine  arms  and  at  Thy  breast : 
Through  life's  desert,  dry  and  dreary. 

Bring  them  to  Thy  heavenly  rest. 

Spread  Thy  golden  pinions  o'er  them. 

Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove  ; 
Guide  them,  lead  them,  go  before  them. 

Give  them  peace,  and  joy,  and  love. 
Temples  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 

May  they  with  Thy  glory  shine, 
And  immortal  bliss  inherit. 

And  for  evermore  be  Thine. 


A  HARVEST  HYMN. 

Our  hearts  and  voices  let  us  raise 
In  songs  of  thankfulness  and  praise. 
Our  heavenly  Father's  love  to  bless. 
Which  crowns  the  year  with  fruitfulness. 

Cheered  by  Thy  sun  and  fostering  rain. 
The  valleys  wave  with  golden  grain  ; 
The  corn-fields  teem  with  ripen'd  shocks, 
The  stalls  with  herds,  the  folds  with  flocks. 
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For  what  Thy  bounteous  hand  imparti^ 
Give  us  the  grace  of  thankful  hearts ; 
Teach  us  our  thankfulness  to  prove. 
By  hymns  of  praise  and  gifts  of  love. 

To  Thee  we  pray,  the  harvest's  Lord, 
Send  forth  the  sowers  of  Thy  word  ; 
And  may  we  speed  them  on  the  wings 
Of  prayers  and  cheerful  offerings. 

May  distant  climes  Thy  word  receive. 
Land  after  land,  till  all  believe 
And  bear  the  fruit  that  never  dies, 
Till  earth  shall  bloom  like  paradise. 

Shine  on  us  with  Thy  glorious  face^  * 
Refresh  us  with  Thy  gifts  of  grace  ; 
The  gifts  which  by  the  Holy  Ghost 
Were  shed  from  heaven  at  Pentecost. 

O  may  we,  like  a  fruitful  field. 
To  Thee  a  rich  abundance  yield  ; 
And,  as  the  fields  with  har\'est  wave. 
Rise  from  the  furrows  of  the  grave. 

So  when  the  angcl-reapcrs  come. 
And  Thou  shalt  keep  Thy  har\*est  home. 
We  in  Thy  bam  may  gamer'd  be. 
Thy  heavenly  bam,  eternally. 

Praise  to  our  God  and  Father  give. 
The  Source  of  love  in  whom  we  live, 
Praise  to  the  Son  and  Spirit  be. 
One  only  God,  and  Persons  three. 


MORNING. 

Son  of  God,  Etemal  Word, 
Glorious  Dayspring,  Christ  the  Lord, 
Shine  upon  us  with  Thy  rays. 
While  we  celebrate  Thy  praise. 


CHRISTOPHER  WORDSWORTH,  D.D.  64 

When  Thou  madest  heaven  and  earth, 
Angels  shouted  at  their  birth  ; 
Morning  stars  in  chorus  sang. 
When  the  world  from  darkness  sprang. 

When  in  sin  and  death  we  lay, 
Thou  didst  wake  us  into  day  ; 
Thou,  in  human  nature  bom. 
Wast  to  us  a  glorious  mom. 

When  Thou  didst  arise  from  death. 
We  were  quicken'd  by  Thy  breath  ; 
We  arose  with  Thee  our  Head, 
First-begotten  from  the  dead. 

Look  on  all  with  pitying  eye 
Who  in  heathen  darkness  lie ; 
Scatter,  Lord,  their  shades  of  night. 
Dawn  upon  them  with  Thy  light. 

Send  to  us  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Give  the  light  of  Pentecost ; 
That  we  may  for  ever  bless 
Thee,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness. 

Keep  us  safe  from  harm  and  sin. 
Foes  around  us  and  within  ; 
May  we  know  Thee  ever  nigh. 
Ever  walk  as  in  Thine  eye. 

Lead  us  onward,  Lord,  we  pray. 
To  the  pure  and  perfect  day. 
Where  we  may  the  glory  see 
Of  the  blessed  Trinity. 

Glory  to  the  Father  be. 
Glory,  Light  of  Light,  to  Thee  ; 
With  the  Father  and  the  Son 
Praise  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One. 

T  T 
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WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

William  Wordsworth,  the  distinguished  poet,  and  uncle  of  the  precediiv  writer.  n« 
born  at  Cockermouth,  Cumberland,  on  the  7th  April,  1770.  He  studied  at  St.  John's  CdBtege. 
Cambridc^e,  where  he  took  B.  A.  in  1791.  He  early  devoted  himsdf  to  a  Gterarjr  career.  HK 
first  poetical  efforts  were  published  in  1793.  The  first  volume  of  his  "Lyrical  BaOads' 
appeared  in  1798.  In  1814,  he  gave  to  the  worid  his  great  poem,  "  The  Ezcurskm.*  Fnm  hi» 
thbtieth  year,  he  resided  amidst  the  beautiful  scenery  of  the  Cnmbcriaad  lakes,  la  t8i>  he 
was  appointed  distributor  of  stamps  for  Westmoreland,  which  yielded  him  /^gooa  year.  lb 
184a.  he  received  a  civil  list  pension  of  jf  300,  and  in  the  year  foOowiag  was  appointed  Poet- 
Laureate.    He  died  at  his  residence  of  Rydal  Mount,  near  Grasmere,  on  the  aoth  April.  t8$3^ 


HYMN  FOR  NOONDAY. 

Up  to  the  throne  of  God  is  borne 
The  voice  of  praise  at  early  mom  ; 
And  He  accepts  the  punctual  hymn. 
Sung  as  the  light  of  day  grows  dim. 

Nor  will  He  turn  His  ear  aside. 
From  holy  offerings  at  noontide  : 
Then,  here  reposing,  let  us  raise 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise. 

What  though  our  burden  be  not  light. 
We  must  not  toil  from  mom  to  night ; 
The  respite  of  the  midday  hour 
Is  in  the  thsmkful  creature's  power. 

Blest  are  the  moments,  doubly  blest. 
That,  drawn  from  this  one  hour  of  rest. 
Are  with  a  ready  hand  bestowed 
Upon  the  service  of  our  God. 

Each  field  is  then  a  hallowM  spot. 

An  altar  is  in  each  man's  cot, 

A  church  in  every  grove  that  spreads 

\\S  WnYCV^  Tool  ^i^N^  <3VSX  \)ftAd&. 
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Look  up  to  heaven  !  the  industrious  sun 
Already  half  his  race  hath  run ; 
He  cannot  halt  nor  go  astray, 
But  our  immortal  spirits  may. 

Lord,  since  his  rising  in  the  east, 
If  we  have  faltered  or  transgressed. 
Guide,  from  Thy  love's  abundant  source, 
What  yet  remains  of  this  day's  course. 

Help  with  Thy  grace,  through  life's  short  day, 
Our  upward  and  our  downward  way ; 
And  glorify  for  us  the  west. 
When  we  shall  sink  to  final  rest 


ANDREW  YOUNG. 

ANORSW  Young  is  a  natire  of  Edinburgh.  Ills  father,  David  Young,  was  upwards  of 
Cfty  yean  one  of  the  most  Kacce&sfuJ  teachers  in  that  city.  The  subject  of  this  notice  pa.s3»ed 
thixmgh  a  Uterary  and  theological  course  of  study  at  the  University  of  Edinburgh.  In  i83i>. 
he  was  dected  1^  the  Edinburgh  Town-Council  to  the  Head-Mastership  of  the  Niddry  Street 
School.  In  this  situation  he  remained  eleven  yexn.  In  1840,  he  was  preferred  to  the  English 
Ifastcrahip  in  Madras  College,  St.  Andrews,  an  appointment  which  he  held  for  thirteen  year>. 
Since  his  retirement  firom  public  duty,  Mr.  Young  has  resided  in  Edinburgh.  The  following' 
Sonday-school  hymn,  which  he  composed  many  years  ago,  appears  anonymously  in  the 
Collections.    A  correct  copy  has  been  kindly  supplied  to  us  by  the  author. 

THE  HAPPY  LAND. 

There  is  a  happy  land. 

Far,  far  away, 
Where  saints  in  glory  stand. 

Bright,  bright  as  day. 
Oh  how  they  sweetly  sing. 
Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King  ; 
Loud  let  His  praises  ring — 

Praise,  praise  for  aye. 

Come  to  this  happy  land. 

Come,  come  away  ; 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand — 

Why  still  delay? 

1  1 


».ir«A  BBITAHKIC*. 

Wben,  btMi  ^  and  tonmr  fi* 

Lori.  »a  ih«U  Uw  with  liofr. 
BleM,  bl«t  for  aj^ 

Biigbt  in  that  htpi^  hnd 

KqM  by  a  Father"!  hand, 

I^ne  casDot  die. 
0"U>«toglo,ynu.; 
™  »  crown  ud  kingdom  von  ■ 
And  bright  above  the  sm 

Kelgn,  rdgn  for  a^b 
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WILLIAM   BALL. 

LLIAM  Ball  was  otigiDally  engi^red  in  legal  purstdts.  lo  xfljs,  he  purchased  the  beautiful 
tte  of  Glen  Rothay,  near  Rydal,  Westmoreland.  He  has  em^iloyed  a  portion  of  hb  time  in 
ticai  composition.  Among  a  number  of  volumes  which  he  has  printed,  intended  chiefly 
private  circulation,  are  "  Hymns  or  Lyrics."  1864.  tamo ;  "  Notices  of  Kindred  and  Friends 
MTted.**  i86s ;  and  "  The  Story  of  James  Beattie,  the  Aberdeenshire  Schoolmaster,  versi- 
,"  1866.  Mr.  Ball  is  a  member  of  the  Society  of  Friends.  The  two  following  lyrics,  from 
pen,  have  been  inserted  with  his  permissitm. 

"THE  WORD  WAS  MADE  FLESH." 

Praise  to  Jesxis  !    Praise  to  God 
For  the  love  He  sheds  abroad, 
Lightening  o'er  a  world  of  sin — 
Glowing  in  the  heart  within. 

For  the  pristine  promise  made 
E*en  in  lEden's  darkened  shade. 
For  the  light  of  sacrifice, 
Till  the  Morning  Star  should  rise. 

For  the  harp  of  prophecy. 
Singing  of  redemption  nigh  ; 
For  the  Branch  of  Jesse's  stem  ; 
For  the  birth  at  Bethlehem. 

For  the  sacred  standard  spread ; 
For  the  life  our  Pattern  led  ; 
For  His  precept  pure  and  true ; 
For  His  doctrine,  like  the  dew. 

For  His  love's  inviting  call, 

All  embracing,  seeking  all ; 

For  the  grace  and  truth  He  brought. 

For  the  ransom  He  hath  wrought. 
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For  the  crown  •f  thorns  He  wore  ; 

For  the  painful  cross  He  bore  ; 

For  the  dying  word  He  said, 

SealM  with  **  Uood  of  sprinkling  "  shed. 

For  the  radiant  rising  dawn. 
For  the  sting  of  death  withdrawn  ; 
For  the  victory  gain*d  so  well 
0*er  the  grave,  and  over  helL 

For  His  glorious  reign  on  high. 
When  He  rose  from  Bethany  ; 
For  the  hea^'enly  peace  He  leaves  ; 
For  the  Comforter  He  gives. 

For  His  parting  promise  dear 
Of  His  presence,  alway  near  ; 
For  the  blest  assurance  made 
Of  His  intercessory  aid. 

For  the  pledge  that  we  shall  rise. 
In  His  likeness,  to  the  skies  ; 
For  the  merciful  decree 
That  our  Friend  our  Judge  shall  be. 

All  redeeming  bounty  gives  : 
All  that  humble  faith  receives  : 
All  that  rising  doubt  restrains  : 
All  that  drooping  hope  sustains. 

Savioiu: !  these  to  Thee  we  owe. 
From  Thy  dying  love  they  flow  ; 
And  we  praise,  for  grace  so  free. 
Thee,  Jeho\'ah-Jcsus,  Thee. 


STREAMS  IN  THE  DESERT. 

"  He  showed  me  a  pure  river  of  water  of  life.** — Rev.  xx\\.  r. 

There  is  a  pure  and  tranquil  wave 

That  rolls  around  the  throne  of  love. 
Whose  waters  gladden,  as  they  lave. 
The  peacefiil  shores  above ; 
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While  streams,  which  on  that  tide  depend, 

Steal  from  the  heavenly  shores  away, 
And  on  this  desert  world  descend. 
O'er  weary  lands  to  stray. 

They  cheer  the  pilgrim,  nigh  to  sink. 

Who,  bending  *neath  his  load  of  woe. 
Delays  beside  the  verdant  brink 
Where  these  still  waters  flow. 

There,  fainting  soul !  do  thou  repair. 

And  hover  o*er  the  hallow'd  spring. 
To  drink  the  crystal  wave,  and  there 
To  lave  thy  wearied  wing. 

• 
There  droop  thy  wing,  when  far  it  flies 

From  earth's  vain  toil  and  ceaseless  strife. 
And  feed  by  these  still  streams,  that  rise 
Beneath  the  Tree  of  Life. 

It  may  be  that  the  breath  of  love 

Some  leaves  on  their  pure  tide  hath  driven. 
Which,  floated  from  the  shores  above. 
Are  sent  to  thee  from  heaven. 

So  shall  thy  pains  and  griefs  be  heal'd. 

By  the  blest  virtue  that  they  bring ; 
So  thy  parch'd  lips  shall  be  unsealed, 
Thy  Saviour's  praise  to  sing. 
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MRS.  COWPER. 

MRSv  COWPSR  was  ooljr  ditig;hter  of  Colond  Martin  Madan.  of  the  Gvonb.  and  Us  wife. 
Judith  Cowper,  dai^fhter  of  the  Hon.  Spencer  Covper.  Her  eldest  brother,  the  Rev.  MartiM 
Madan.  Is  the  subject  ofa  separate  notice.  She  became  the  wife  of  her  coasfai.  M^|or  WSbb 
Cowper.  With  her  cousin,  Wilttani  Cowper,  the  celebrated  poet,  Ae  maintatiicd  a  rei(iiw> 
correspoodence ;  sereral  of  her  letters  are  inchided  in  the  poet's  mcnK^rs.  She  teherfeed  a 
taste  for  poetical  composition  from  her  mother,  who  is  also  introduced  in  the  f  esct  woifc.  !• 
1798.  she  published  a  thin  duodecimo  volume,  entitled  "  Original  Plocais  on  Varioas  OceaBom. 
by  a  I^ady,  revised  by  William  Cowper,  Esq.,  of  the  Inner  Temitle."  In  her  pre£Ke  lAere- 
marlcs,  "  These  poems  are  the  K'enuine  fruits  of  retirement,  and  were  occasioned  by  sack  1 
series  of  adverse  events  as  led  the  author  to  a  peculiar  habit  of  contemplatfog  the  ways  of  n 
all-wise,  overruling  Providence,  and  to  the  experience  of  that  solid  happiness  in  the  prewat 
life  which  often  begins  where  worldly  prosperity  ends."    The  work  reached  a  diird  editiofSL 


DIVINE  COMPANIONSHIP. 

Whether  in  solitude  I  stray, 
Or  walk  the  city's  busy  way, 

0  Thou,  my  heavenly  Guide, 
With  unremitting  care  attend ; 
My  God,  my  everlasting  Friend, 

O'er  all  my  steps  preside. 

Though  various  dangers  wait  around. 
And  enemies  my  peace  confound. 

Thou  art  my  refuge  still ; 
Though  oft  my  weak  and  slacken'd  pace 
Prevents  me  in  the  heavenly  race, 

1  wait  Thy  sovereign  will. 

From  Pisgah's  top,  with  earnest  eye, 
The  sweet  inheritance  I  spy, 

Bequeath'd  me  from  above  ; 
The  promise  sounds,  my  Saviour's  voice 
Makes  all  my  inward  soul  rejoice. 

And  fills  me  with  His  love. 


HYMN  IN  SICKNESS. 

Sinful  and  vile  my  nature,  Lord^ 

I  come  before  Thy  throne : 
Pity  my  low  and  languid  state. 


AI'i'KMiIX.  f>^\'} 

When,  through  the  force  of  my  disease, 

I  cannot  think  on  Thee, 
O  Saviour,  still  my  faith  renew ; 

For  Thou  hast  died  for  me. 

Justly  I  feel  Thy  chastening  rod, 

And  bow  my  conscious  head : 
Whilst  Thou  with  sweet  compassion.  Lord, 

Dost  smooth  my  mournful  bed. 

At  every  quick  returning  pain. 

Thou  giv'st  the  balm  that  heals  ; 
What  pangs  soe'er  the  body  pierce, 

All  that  the  spirit  feels. 

O  Father !  to  Thy  sovereign  grace 

I  every  comfort  owe : 
One  glimpse  of  Thy  paternal  face 

Disperses  all  my  woe. 


MRS.  CREWDSON. 

MRH.  JaNB  CRBWDSON.  net  JAKE  FOX,  was  second  daughter  of  Georj^  Fox,  Eb(i.,  nf 
Perraw,  ConiwalL  She  wa-s  born  in  October,  1809.  Of  remarkably  studious  habits,  she  becAnir 
•arly  conversant  with  classical  learning,  and  familiar  with  the  modem  lan(;uaf|^es.  in  1836,  she 
■arried  Thomas  D.  Crewdson.  Esq.,  of  Manchester.  Delicate  from  chilJhood,  Mrs.  Crewdson 
became  at  length  a  confirmed  invalid.  For  many  years  she  was  confined  to  her  bed-chimbcr. 
Slie  bofc  her  affliction  with  Christian  patience.  "  Now  as  a  constant  suflerer,"  communicate > 
Mr.  Crewdson.  "the  spiriraal  life  deepening,  and  the  intellectwil  Ufe  retaining  all  its  power. 
•he  became  well  prepared  to  testify  as  to  the  all-sufficiency  of  her  Saviour's  love.  Many  felt 
tiiat  her  sick  room  was  the  highest  place  to  which  they  could  resort  for  refreshment  of  spirit. 
aad  even  for  mental  recreation.  From  that  apartment  came  many  a  letter  of  eame->t  sympathy . 
or  of  charming  playfulness."  During  her  period  of  illness,  she  produced  four  vuluracs  M 
geaufiie  poetry—"  The  Singer  of  Eisenach,  *  "  Aunt  Jane's  Verses  for  Children,"  "  Lays  of  the- 
Reformation,"  and  "  A  IJttle  While,  and  other  Poems."  She  died  at  Summerl.ands.  near 
Manchester,  on  the  14th  September,  1863,  in  her  fifty -fourth  year. 

"  A  LITTLE  WHILE." 
"  What  is  this  that  He  saith,  A  Uttle  while?  "—^^  xvi.  18. 

Oh  for  the  peace  which  floweth  as  a  river. 
Making  life's  desert  places  bloom  and  smile  ! 

Oh  for  the  faith  to  grasp  heaven's  bright  **  for  ever," 
Amid  the  shadows  of  earth's  **  little  while  !  " 
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''  A  little  while,"  for  patient  vigil-keeping, 
To  iuic  the  stem,  to  wrestle  with  the  strong ; 

"  A  little  while,"  to  tow  the  seed  with  weeping 
Then  bind  the  sheaves,  and  sing  the  harvest  song. 

'*  A  little  while,"  to  wear  the  weeds  of  sadness. 
To  pace  with  weary  step  through  miry  ways ; 

Then  to  pour  forth  the  fragrant  oil  of  gladness, 
And  dasp  the  girdle  round  the  robe  of  prsuse. 

'*  A  little  while,"  *midst  shadow  and  illusion. 
To  strive,  by  £uth,  lovers  mysteries  to  spell ; 

Then  read  each  dark  enigma's  bright  solution. 
Then  hail  sight's  verdict,  *«  lie  doth  all  things  weU." 

**  A  little  while,"  the  earthen  pitcher  taking 
To  wayside  brooks,  from  fAr-oflf  fountains  fed; 

Then  the  cool  lip  its  thirst  for  ever  slaking 
Beside  the  fulness  of  the  Fountain-head. 

**  A  little  while,"  to  keep  the  oil  from  failing, 
"  A  little  while,''  faith's  flickering  lamp  to  trim  ; 

And  then,  the  Bride^jroom's  coming  footsteps  hailing, 
To  haste  to  meet  Him  with  the  bridal  h>'mn. 

And  He,  who  is  Himself  the  Gift  and  Giver, — 
The  future  glory  and  the  present  smile. 

With  the  bright  promise  of  the  glad  **  for  ever," 
Will  light  the  shadows  of  the  "little  while." 


THE  EXILE. 
"  How  shall  we  sing  the  Lord's  song  in  a  strange  land?" — Ps.  cxxxsW.  f 

How  shall  an  exile  sing 
The  songs  of  Zion  in  a  foreign  land  ? 
How  shall  the  notes  of  joy  and  gladness  ring 

Beneath  his  trembling  hand  ? 

And  hath  the  willow  flung 
Her  shade  so  long  across  thy  mournful  brow 
And  hath  thy  silent  harj?  so  long  been  hung 

Upon  her  drooping  bough; 
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That  thou  hast  lost  thy  skill, 
And  hast  forgot  the  tuneful  melody  ? — 
Thy  hand  hangs  feeble,  and  thy  heart  is  chill, 

And  thou  hast  lost  the  key  ? 

Exile,  take  down  the  lyre  ! 
Shake  off  the  dust  from  every  tuneless  string  ! 
Pass  thy  hand  softly  o*er  each  fragile  wire. 

Look  Zionward — and  sing  ! 

Heavenward — till,  one  by  one. 
The  notes  of  joy  thy  silent  shell  o*erflow  ; 
The  song  they  sing  beforeHhe  Saviour's  throne, 

Must  first  be  learned  below. 

Thou  canst  not  join  their  throng. 
Till  thou  hast  caught  the  key-note  of  their  strain  ; 
The  foreign  land  must  echo  the  home-song, 

**  Worthy  the  Lamb  once  slain." 

The  music  of  one  Name 
O'erflows  the  courts  of  heaven  with  melody  ; 
And  pilgrim-lips  reply, — "  Worthy  the  Lamb, 
For  He  was  slain  for  me  ! " 

PILGRIM  DISCOVERIES. 

I've  found  a  joy  in  sorrow, 

A  secret  balm  for  pain, 
A  beautiful  to-morrow 

Of  sunshine  after  rain. 
I've  found  a  branch  of  healing. 

Near  every  bitter  spring  ; 
A  whisper'd  promise  stealing 

O'er  every  broken  string. 

I've  found  a  glad  hosanna 

For  every  woe  and  wail, 
A  handful  of  sweet  manna. 

When  grapes  from  Eshcol  fail. 
I've  found  a  Rock  of  ages, 

When  desert  wells  were  dry  ; 
And,  after  weary  stages, 

I've  found  an  Elim  nigh. 
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An  Elim,  with  its  coolness. 

Its  fountains  and  its  shade  ! 
A  blessing  in  its  fulness, 

When  buds  of  promise  fade  ! 
O'er  tears  of  soft  contrition, 

I*ve  seen  a  rainbow  light ; 
A  glory  and  fruition, 

So  near ! — yet  out  of  sight. 

My  Saviour  !  Thee  possessing. 

We  have  the  joy,  the  balm. 
The  healing,  and  the  blessing — 

The  sunshine  and  the  psalm  ; 
The  promise  for  the  fearful, 

Tlie  Elim  for  the  faint. 
The  rainbow  for  the  tearfid. 

The  glory  for  the  saint 


**  BLESS  THE  LORD  AT  ALL  TIMES. 

0  Thou  whose  bounty  fills  my  cup 
With  every  blessing  meet, 

1  give  Thee  thanks  for  every  drop, 
The  bitter  and  the  sweet. 

I  praise  Thee  for  the  desert  road, 

And  for  the  river-side  ; 
For  all  Thy  goodness  hath  bestow*d. 

And  all  Thy  grace  denied. ' 

I  thank  Thee  both  for  smile  and  fro^Ti, 

And  for  the  gain  and  loss ; 
I  praise  Thee  for  the  future  crown. 

And  for  the  present  cross. 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  wing  of  love. 
Which  stirr'd  my  worldly  nest. 

And  for  the  stormy  clouds  that  drove 
The  flutterer  to  Thy  breast. 
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I  bless  Thee  for  the  glad  increase, 

And  for  the  waning  joy ; 
And  for  this  strange,  this  settled  peace, 

Which  nothing  can  destroy. 


JONATHAN    EVANS. 


ONATHAN  Evans  was  born  at  Coventry,  about  the  jrear  1749.  He  was  originally 
a  ribbon  manufactory.  Receiving  serious  impressions,  he  became  a  member  of 
irge  Burder's  Church,  at  Coventry.  His  thoughts  having  been  directed  towards 
,  he  purchased  a  building  at  Foleshill,  in  1784,  and  there  commenced  preaching, 
ion  was  formed,  and  in  April.  1799,  he  was  ordained  to  their  pastoral  superinten* 
death  took  place  on  the  31st  August,  1809.    Mr.  Evans  composed  several  hymns. 

?,  which  first  appeared  in  Dr.  Kippon's  Selection,  1787,  is  there  headed  F . 

ance  of  evidence  seems  in  favour  of  Mr.  Evans'  claims  to  the  authorship.    See 


FINISHED  REDEMPTION. 

Hark  !  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 
Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary  ; 

See  I  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder, 
Shakes  the  earth,  and  veils  the  sky  ; 

**It  is  finished!" 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry. 

**  It  is  finished  !"  O  what  pleasure 
Do  these  charming  words  afford  ; 

Heavenly  blessings,  without  measure, 
Flow  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord  : 

"It  is  finished!" 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 

Finished  all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law  ; 
Finished  all  that  God  had  promised, 

Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe. 
•*  It  is  finished!" 

Saints,  from  hence  your  comfort  draw. 
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Happy  souls,  approach  the  table. 
Taste  the  soul-reviving  food  ; 

Nothing  half  so  sweet  and  pleasant 
As  the  Saviour^s  flesh  and  blood : 

"It  is  finished!" 
Christ  has  borne  the  heavy  load. 

Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs ; 

Join  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme  ; 
All  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven. 

Join  to  praise  Immanuel^s  name  ! 
Hallelujah  ! 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 


THE  COUNTESS  OF   HUNTINGDON. 

Selina.  Countess  of  Huntingdon,  the  most  extnuntiioarT  woman  of  her  «fe,  wastbe 
second  of  the  three  daughters  and  co-heiresses  of  Washington,  second  Earl  Ferrers,  and  *•» 
bom  on  the  a4th  August,  1707.  Early  impressed  with  a  sense  of  Divine  things,  she  beca^ 
deeply  interested  in  the  labours  of  Whitefield  and  the  Wesleys.  Along  with  herbcsboad,  tke 
Earl,  she  attended  the  ministrations  of  Mr.  Whitefield ;  she  aAerwmrds  sdected  his  as  ker 
chaplain.  Subsequent  to  the  deatli  of  Lord  Huntingdon,  which  U>ok  place  in  1746.  herbdyihip 
established  her  residence  in  Lxmdon.  and  b^<an  to  derote  her  entire  energies  to  the  spread 
of  the  GospeL  At  first,  she  invited  her  friends  to  listen  to  the  preaching  of  earnest  niaisten 
in  her  own  house  :  she  subsequently  negotiated  the  erection  of  chapels  in  the  priadfial  tamtn. 
The  College  at  Trevecca  for  preparing  an  agency  for  her  erangelistic  work,  was  opened  ii 
August.  1768.  In  1772.  she  sent  seven  missionaries  to  America,  on  which  occasion  the  Hoa- 
and  Rer.  Waher  Shirley  composed  the  hymn  inserted  under  his  nanae  in  this  work,  beKiBani:> 
••  Co,  destined  vessel,"  etc  Lady  Huntingdon's  efforts  were  strongly  opposed  by  many  of  the 
clergy,  which  led  to  her  retirement  from  the  Church  of  England.  Her  ladyship  ck»ed  ber  fife 
of  devoted  usefulness  on  the  17th  June.  1791.  Lady  Huntingdon's  Hymn-book,  conpikd  kr 
the  use  of  the  congregations  in  her  Connexion,  was  first  published  in  1764.  It  was  prepared, 
under  her  direction,  by  Mr.  Shirley.  Her  ladyship  composed  several  hymns  for  that  aad 
future  editions,  but  the  Ust  has  been  lost.  Mr.  A.  C  Hobart  Seymour,  the  Cootes'^ 
biographer,  is  of  opinion  that  the  two  following  compositions  should  be  inchjded  nader  her 
ladyship's  name.  Mr.  Robinson's  hymn,  commencing,  "Come.  Thou  Fonat  of  every  bkssiaK.'' 
has  been  erroneously  attributed  to  her  ladyship.    See  Note  to  "  Robert  Robinson." 

SALVATION  SOUGHT. 

Oh,  when  my  righteous  Judge  shall  come. 
To  fetch  His  ransomM  people  home, 

Shall  I  among  them  stand  ? 
Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 
So  sinful  and  unfit  to  die. 

Be  found  at  Thy  right  hand  ? 
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I  love  to  meet  among  them  now, 
Before  Jehovah's  feet*  to  bow, 

Though  viler  than  them  all ; 
But  who  ,can  bear  the  piercing  thought. 
What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out, 
When  He  for  them  shall  call  ? 

Dear  Lord,  prevent  it  by  Thy  grace  ; 
Oh,  let  me  see  Thy  smiling  face. 

In  this  my  gracious  day. 
Thy  pardoning  voice  oh  let  me  hear. 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear  ; 

Nor  let  me  fall  away. 

Among  Thy  saints  let  me  be  found. 
Whene'er  the  archangel's  trump  shall  sound, 

To  see  Thy  smiling  face. 
Then  loudest  of  the  crowd  I'll  sing. 
Till  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 

The  riches  of  Thy  grace. 


COMFORT  OF  GOD'S  LOVE.  • 

The  world  can  neither  give  nor  take, 

Nor  can  they  comprehend 
That  peace  of  God,  which  Christ  hath  bought. 

That  peace  which  knows  no  end. 

The  burning  bush  was  not  consum'd 

Whilst  God  remainM  there  ; 
The  three,  when  Jesus  made  the  fourth, 

Found  fire  as  soft  as  air. 

God's  furnace  doth  in  Zion  stand ; 

But  Zion's  God  sits  by, 
As  the  refiner  views  his  gold 

With  an  observant  eye. 

lis  cento  was  composed  by  Lady  Huntingdon  from  Nos.  33  and  38  of  John 
's  Songs  of  Praise,  1683.^ 
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His  thoughts  are  high.  His  love  is  wise  ; 

His  wounds  a  cure  intend  ; 
And  though  He  doth  not  alwa3rs  smile. 

He  loves  unto  the  end. 

His  love  is  constant  as  the  sun, 
Though  clouds  come  oft  between  ; 

And  could  my  faith  but  pierce  these  clouds. 
It  might  be  always  seen. 

Yet  I  shall  ever,  ever  sing, 

And  Thou  for  ever  shine  ; 
I  have  Thine  own  dear  pledge  for  this; 

Lord,  Thou  art  ever  mine. 


MARTIN   MADAN. 

The  rev.  Martin  Madan  was  bom  in  1736.  He  was  the  eldest  ton  at  Coload  Mara 
Madan,  of  the  Guards,  by  his  wife  Judith,  dautji^bter  of  the  Hon.  Speacer  Cowper.  aad  dK 
subject  of  oixr  next  notice.  He  was  intended  for  the  bar.  but  subsequently  adopted  the  ckricaJ 
profession.  From  a  youth  of  licentiousness,  he  was  converted  on  hearing  a  semoB  by  Joha 
Wesley,  from  the  text  "  Prepare  to  meet  thy  God."  He  had  grone  to  hear  Wcsky  ia  order  to 
"  take  him  off."  for  the  amusement  of  his  f^y  associates,  who  awaited  his  return  in  a  coiee- 
house.  He  returned  to  inform  them  that  Mr.  Wesley  "  had  taken  him  off  ;**  and  be  beocefettk 
withdrew  from  their  companionship.  At  this  period  he  sought  the  counsel  of  Lady  Hiiatzii(d(B, 
who  afforded  him  the  needful  encouragement.  Through  her  ladyvhjp's  influence,  he  oUaiaed 
orders,  some  difficulty  having  arisen  owing  to  his  doctrinal  views.  He  declined  prefermcst  ia 
the  Church,  living  on  his  private  fortune,  which  was  con%iderable.  He  founded  and  becMse 
chaplain  of  the  Lock  Hospital.  Hyde  Park  Comer.  His  preaching  was  powerful  and  iapre»- 
sive,  and  drew  large  audiences.  He  was  eminent  as  a  musical  composer.  A  list  of  hit  cots- 
positions  is  contained  in  the  Dictionary  of  Musicliui^  He  published  "  A  CocnnteBtary  oa  the 
Articles  of  the  Church  of  England."  and  "  A  Treatise  on  the  Christian  Faith,'  and  fennsbtrd 
Juvenal  and  Persius.  He  ultimately  entertained  an  opinion  in  favour  of  polygasiy.  wteh  be 
embodied  in  a  work,  entitled  "  Thelyphthora."  He  now  retired  from  his  pulpit  dntieL  His 
death  took  place  in  1790. 

Mr.  Madan's  claims  as  an  original  hymn-writer  have  been  disputed.  He  b  believed  to  bare 
amended  several  of  the  older  hymns.  From  data  stated  in  a  note,  Mr.  A.  C  Hobart  Seyifrx' 
is  inclined  to  attribute  to  him  the  composition  beginning,  "Come.  Thou  Almighty  KifiS-"  ^'^ 
have,  accordingly,  subjoined  the  hymn  to  this  sketch.  We  are  likewise  inclined  to  ascribe  to 
Mr.  Madan  the  hymn  beginning.  "  Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme."  The  hi&tofy  «f  ** 
lyric  is  detailed  in  a  Note.  Mr.  Madan's  cento  on  Wesley  and  Cennkk's  Judgment  Hjom 
is  also  given  in  a  Note  on  the  Judgment  Hymn.  Mr.  Madan  published,  in  17^  a  coBectioB 
of  170  hymns.   To  this  work  he  edded,  in  1763.  an  appendix  containing  twenty-four  oAets. 

HYMN  TO  THE  TRINITY. 

Come,  Thou  almighty  King, 
Help  us  Thy  name  to  sing, 
Help  us  to  praise  !   . 
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Father  all  glorious, 
0*cr  all  victorious, 
Come,  and  reign  over  us,  , 

Ancient  of  days  I 

Jesus,  our  Lord,  arise. 
Scatter  our  enemies. 

And  make  them  fall ; 
Let  Thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defence  be  made^ 
Our  souls  on  Thee  be  sta/d  : 

Lord,  hear  our  call  1 

Come,  Thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword  : 

Our  prayer  attend  I 
Come,  and  Thy  people  bless. 
And  give  Thy  word  success : 
Spirit  of  holiness. 

On  us  descend ! 

Come,  holy  Comforter,    , 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear 

In  this  glad  hour ; 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  ev*ry  heart. 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart. 

Spirit  of  power  I 

To  the  great  One  in  Three 
Eternal  praises  be 

Hence,  evermore  ! 
His  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see. 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 

Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme. 
Sing  aloud  in  Jesu's  name ; 
Ye,  who  Jesu's  kindness  prove, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 

U  U 
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Ye,  who  see  the  Fuher'i  grace 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  bee. 
As  to  Canaan  on  je  move. 
Praise  and  bless  mleeming  lore. 

Mourning  souls,  dry  up  Jfoor  tears. 
Banish  all  jcmi  guilty  fears  ; 
See  your  guilt  and  curse  remove 
Cancell'd  by  redeeming  lore 

Ye,  alas !  who  long  have  been 
WOling  slaves  of  death  and  lin. 
Now  Irom  bliss  no  longer  rove ; 
Stop,  and  taste  redeeming  love. 

Welcome,  all  by  sin  oppiest. 
Welcome  to  His  sacred  rest  ; 
Nothing  brought  Him  from  above. 
Nothing  but  redeeming  love. 

He  subdued  th'  infernal  powers. 
His  tremendous  foes  and  ours. 
From  their  cursW  empire  drove. 
Mighty  in  redeeming  love. 

Hither  then  your  music  bring. 
Strike  aloud  each  joyful  string  ; 
Mortals,  join  the  hosts  above. 
Join  to  praise  redeeming  love. 
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MRS.  MADAN. 

KS,  tut  Judith  Cowper,  was  only  dau^ter  of  the  Hon.  Spencer  Cowper,  one 
es  of  the  Court  of  Common  Pleas,  and  niece  of  Lord  ChanceUor  CowjMsr.  She 
wife  of  Colonel  Martin  Madan,  of  the  Guards,  and  was  mother  of  the  Rev.  Martin 
subject  of  the  preceding  notice,  and  of  Dr.  Spencer  Madan,  Bishop  of  Peter* 
ler  daughter,  Mrs.  Cowper,  composed  verses ;  she  is  likewise  introduced  in  this 
.  Madan  was  considerably  gifted  as  a  poetess.  Sereral  sacred  lyrics  proceeded 
0.  The  following  hymn,  composed  by  her,  was  published  in  the  appendis  to  the 
on  of  the  Collection  used  in  the  chapel  of  the  Lock  Hospital  (1763). 


A  FUNERAL  HYMN." 

In  this  wdrld  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Compass'd  round  with  many  a  care, 
From  eternity  we  borrow 

Hope  that  can  exclude  despair. 
Thee,  triumphant  God  and  Saviour, 

In  the  glass  of  faith  we  see  : 
Oh  assist  each  faint  endeavour. 

Raise  our  earth-bom  souls  to  Thee. 

Place  that  awful  scene  before  us 

Of  the  last  tremendous  day. 
When  to  life  Thou  shalt  restore  us ; 

Lingering  ages,  haste  away  ! 
Then  this  vile  and  sinful  nature 

Incorruptiou  shall  put  on  ; 
Life-renewing,  glorious  Saviour, 

Let  Thy  gracious  will  be  done. 


U  U  2 
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ANONYMOUS. 

THE  HUNDREDTH  PSALM.* 

All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell. 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voioe ; 

Him  serve  with  fear,  His  praise  forth  tdl ; 
Come  ye  before  Him,  and  rejoice. 

Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  indeed ; 

Without  our  aid  He  did  us  make  ; 
We  are  His  flock.  He  doth  us  feed. 

And  for  His  sheep  He  doth  us  take. 

Oh,  enter  then  His  gates  with  praise, 
Approach  with  joy  His  courts  unto  ; 

Praise,  laud,  and  bless  His  name  always. 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

For  why  ?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good. 

His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure  ; 
His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood. 

And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 


PRECIOUS  PROMISES.t 

How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  His  excellent  word  ! 
What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He  hath  said  ?— 
You,  who  unto  Jesus  for  refuge  have  fled. 

In  every  condition, — in  sickness,  in  health. 

In  poverty's  vale,  or  abounding  in  wealth. 

At  home  and  abroad,  on  the  land,  on  the  sea. 

As  thy  days  may  demand  shall  thy  strength  ever  be. 

Fear  not ;  I  am  with  thee  :  oh  be  not  dismay'd  ! 
I,  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid  ; 
1*11  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cau^  thee  to  stand,' 
Upheld  by  my  righteous,  omnipotent  hand. 

•  Sec  Note.  t  See  Note, 


66i 


When  thiangfa  the  deep  vateis  I  olD  thee  to  go» 
The  riTen  of  woe  shall  not  thee  oraBow ; 
For  I  will  be  with  thee,  thj  tnrables  to  bless» 
And  sanctify  to  thee  th  j  deepert  distress^ 

When  thiangh  fiery  trials  th j  pathway  shall  lie, 
Mj  grace  all-snffident  shall  be  thj  supi^j  ; 
The  flames  shall  not  hart  thee  ;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

E'en  down  to  old  age  all  my  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love  ; 
And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn. 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne. 

The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 

I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes  ; 

That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavour  to  shake, 

1*11  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake. 


REJOICING  IN  HOPE* 

Rejoice,  though  storms  assail  thee  ; 

Rejoice,  when  skies  are  bright ; 
Rejoice,  though  round  thy  pathway 

Is  spread  the  gloom  of  night ; 
If  the  good  hope  be  in  thee 

That  all  at  last  is  well. 
Then  let  thy  happy  spirit 

With  joyful  feelings  swell  I 

Look  back  on  early  chUdhood, 

And  let  thy  soul  rejoice  ! 
Who  then  upheld  thy  goings, 

And  tuned  thy  feeble  voice  ? 
Look  back  on  youth^s  gay  visions, 

When  life  one  glory  seem'd  ! 
Who  pour'd  those  rays  of  gladness. 

Which  on  thy  prospect  beamed  ? 

•  Sec  Note. 
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Recall  the  hours  of  anguish. 

And  let  thy  soul  rejoice. 
Though  wave  on  wave  of  sorrow 

Rush  on  with  fearful  poise  : 
Was  not  the  bow  of  promise 

Still  seen  amidst  the  gloom. 
Shedding  its  hallow'd  lustre 

£*en  round  the  silent  tomb  ? 

Yes,  midst  the  notes  of  sorrow 

A  still  small  peaceful  voice 
Mingled  its  heavenly  accents, 

And  bade  thy  soul  "  Rejoice  T 
Raise  then  thy  downcast  vision 

To  yon  far  sacred  tree, 
Where  One,  thine  "  Elder  Brother," 

Wept,  bled,  and  died  for  thee. 

Rejoice,  rejoice  for  ever, 

Though  earthly  friends  be  gone  ! 
For  silently  and  swiftly 

The  wheels  of  time  roll  on  ; 
And  still  they  bear  thee  forward 

Nearer  that  happy  shore, 
While  the  triumphant  song  is 

**  Rejoice  for  evermore." 


NOTES. 


Mrs.  Sarah  Flower  Adams,  pp.  z — 3. 

The  personal  history  of  Mrs.  Adams  has  hitherto  been  unknown  to  hymnolo- 
_  Collectors  of  hymns,  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic^  have  described  her  as 

^n  American.  In  a  sketch  of  her  life,  an  American  hymnist  has  claimed  her  as  a 
Xiative  of  New  York  state,  and  has  entered  into  some  particulars  as  to  the  chil- 
^iren  of  her  district  having,  on  her  decease,  chanted  some  of  her  hymns  over  her 
Imct.  Dr.  Belcher,  the  respectable  author  of  "  Historical  Sketches  of  Hymns," 
<i859,  8vo)  has  ascribed  to  her  the  authorship  of  "Adoration,  Aspiration,  and 
JSeucf^"  a  woric  composed  by  her  sister.  Mrs.  Adams  is  enrolled  among  the 
American  poets  in  "  Lyia  Americana,"  a  collection  of  transatlantic  hymns,  pub- 
lished by  tne  Religious  Tract  Society  (Lond..  1865,  lamo).  In  that  work,  and  in 
other  collections,  her  hymn  commencing  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,"  has 
been  altered  in  the  first  line  of  the  second  stanza — the  indefinite  article,  "  a," 
beinjs  substituted  for  the  definite,  "  the."  Thus,  while  the  poetess  is  referring  to 
the  journey  of  the  patriarch  Jacob,  when  he  rested  on  his  stone  pillow  at  Bethel, 
and  dreamed  of  the  ladder  of  God,  she  is  made  to  refer  to  an  imaginary  dream 
by  a  homeless  mendicant.    The  force  and  beauty  of  the  simile  are  lost. 

Joseph  Addison,  pp.  3 — 7. 

Addison  published  his  hymns  as  sequels  to  his  essays  in  the  S^ctator.  The 
hymn  beginning  "  The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare,  is  appended  to  No.  441. 
Tjie  hymn  which  we  have  entitled  "The  Firmament "  was  attached  to  No.  465. 
•*  How  are  Thy  servants  blest,"  appeared  at  the  conclusion  of  No.  489.  The 
composition  commencing  "  When  all  Thy  mercies,"  accompanied  No.  453. 

Mrs.  Cecil  Frances  Alexander,  pp.  9— zz. 

Mrs.  Alexander's  hymn,  commencing  "When,  wounded  sore,  the  stricken 
soul/'  appeared  in  "  Hymns  Descriptive  and  Devotional,  for  the  use  of  Schools  " 
(1858),  and  in  the  "  Legend  of  the  Golden  Prayer  "  (1859).  Th«  "  Hymn  for  Ad- 
vent" was  originally  published  in  "  Verses  for  Holy  Seasons"  (1846).  A  version 
of  the  hymn  entitled  Faith  and  Heaven  "  appeared  in  "  Hsrmns  Descriptive  and 
Devotional,**  as  an  "  Evening  Hymn."    The  first  stanza  proceeds— > 

"  The  crimson  of  the  sunset  aky. 

The  last  gold  lines  of  day ; 
Aloni;  the  mountain's  rosy  verge 

How  fast  they  fade  away : 
Oh  for  the  pearly  ^tes,"  etc 

In  its  present  form  the  hymn  was  published  in  the  "Legend  of  the  Golden 
Prayer." 

Henry  Alford,  D.D.,  pp.  15 — 19. 

In  the  last  edition  of  "Harvest  Home"  (Poetical  Works,  1865),  Dean  Alford 
has  substituted,  in  the  third  stanza,  the  third  and  fourth  lines  contained  in  the 
text,  for  the  following,  which  appear  in  all  former  editions — 

"  From  His  field  shall  purjife  away 
AU  that  doth  offend  that  dsgr," 
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i[  thoK  Ihil  Kck  and  thux  thtlLivc  F 
dofChral-  (Second  ediuon,  Kendal,  1761        " 
1.  and  William  and  ChrisU£hEr  Biiir-    Ui. 


I  of  Mr.  C.  6. 

cnbcd  [he  hynm  Is  Chriilophc 
- xo(  Mr. 


by  Mr.  AJua,  was  Uie  prololype  of  Mr.  Shu-ley  %  hymn  commenoBs'  Sim 
Ibe  moments,  rich  in  ble-jing.  inserted  at  pp.  49B.  «o.  Ii  i>  nambacdHrn  1 
in  Ihe  Kendal  Collection.    Theauthonhip  udenot^by  Mr.  AlleD'iiu^ib- 


ha3«We>f« 


by  mV  ^rid^,  in' 

are  altered  from  a  hymD  or  Charles  Wesley,  on 
"Shon  Hymnion  Select  Passn^ei  of  the  Holy  SeripU 
work,  "Hymn  Writers  and  their  Hymns'*  ;L<»id.,  1 

thii  coiaposiiion  of  Mr.  Beiridge."    The  leveRRi 
thai  Wesley's  hymn  was  published  twenty-ihre 
Berridgc'l  composilion.     Many  of  Herrid^'s 

pfmdn^ns.    In  the  pre'-"  "  ^"  — " — '■ ' 

BnridgewriMs:  "All ,  _. 

made.  Thx  erealett  and  best  urt  of  them  has  been  Klectcd  In 


II  the  hymns  hai 
new  made,  llie  erealest  and  best  part  of  Ihef 
of  the  Rev.  Mr.  John  and  Charles  Wesley." 


JoHK  Bbrridoi,  pp.  j6— 56. 
ho"  enlilled  "  Prayer  for  Humili 

'  nts  "  (1785  .    The  firsl.  second. 
4k  Isaiah  xxviu.  9 


p.  63.64. 
rinted  from  a  copy  revised  by  the  ai 


from  a  copy  revises 
r^on  In  tlU  '•  Ne> 


The  hymn  which  we  have  placed  under  (he  name  of  Dr.  Huzb  Blair  lanm 
No.  s7  of  ihe  "  Paraphrases  "  of  the  Scottish  Chutth.  As  stamf  in  the  ilielcb 
of  his  life.  Ibe  composition  was  rendered  in  id  present  fonn  by  Dr.  Blair,  wba 
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«em  to  have  composed  any  original  hymns.  Two  other  paraphrases, 
e  been  attributed  to  him,  have  also  been  adapted  from  older  ver- 

ng  the  authorship  of  the  Scottish  paraphrases,  modem  hvmnists 
ed  into  some  unprontable  discussions.  In  Notts  and  Q$terits,  May  ai, 
ired  a  list  of  authors  of  the  paraphrases,  communicated  by  a  corre- 
-"  T.  G.  S.,"  and  dated  *'  Edinburgh."  In  this  paper  the  fourth  para- 
issigned  to  "  Robert  Blair,  author  of  'The  Grave.'"  The  authorship 
tier  paraphrases  is  denoted  by  the  name  "  Blair  "  beine  placed  in  iuxta- 
ith  their  respective  numbers  in  the  series.  A  London  hymnologist, 
I  the  official  aspect  of  the  list,  and  probably  unaware  of  Dr.  migh 
nection  with  the  paraphrases,  hastened  to  make  known  the  supposed 
hat  Robert  Blair,  author  of  "The  Grave,"  was  abo  entitled  to  reputa- 
^mn  writer.  ^  The  information  was  accepted,  and  the  hynmist  was  con- 

in  a  memoir  of  Robert  Blair,  on  the  importance  of  his  discovery, 
error  throughout.  Robert  Blair  was  mentioned  in  Notes  and  Querus 
•f  the  fourtn  paraphrase  only.  The  other  '*  Blair"  of  the  "  list"  was 
Blair,  of  Edinburgh.  But  error  did  not  stop  here.  One  of  the  para- 
c  44tb,  ascribed  to  "  Blair,"  has  proved  to  be  a  cento  from  the  ^3rd  of 
I  Stcnnett's  "  Lord's  Supper  Hymns,"  and  from  Hymn  614  m  the 
Hymn-book,  one  of  Charles  Wesley's  compositions.  The  fourth  para- 
igncd  in  the  list  to  Robert  Blair  consists  of  five  verses,  while  in 
1  version  of  "  Scriptural  Translations,"  issued  bjr  the  General  Assembly 
ily  three  verses  are  given^  and  those  much  inferior  to  the  present 
d  totally  unworthy  of  the  mgcnious  author  of  "The  Grave."  Robert 
in  1746.    We  have  now  before  us  a  letter  from  Robert  Blair,  Esq.,  of 

grandson  of  the  author  of  "  The  Grave,"  statinz  that  his  ancestor  was 

to  hb  descendants  as  having  composed  a  single  nymn  ! 

pect  to  the  list  of  paraphrase  writers,  we  have  received  a  communi- 

n  T.  G.  S.,  who  communicated  it  to  Notes  and  Queries,    He  states 

brmation  was  not  derived  from  original  sources,  but  was  chiefly  drawn 

ition  of  the  paraphrases,  published  at  Edinburgh  in  1836,  with  notes 

bbing. 

James  Boden,  pp.  67 — 69. 

has  been  expressed  as  to  whether  Mr.  Boden  was  the  writer  of  the  hymn 
g  "Ye  dying  sons  of  men,"  owing  to  its  insertion  in  the  first  edition 
ction  (1801)  apart  from  his  acknowledged  originals,  but  with  the  sig- 

."    As  the  hymn  was  composed  by  him  so  early  as  his  twentieui 

ay,  at  a  maturer  period,  have  hesitated  to  acknowledge  it.  That  he 
r  of  the  hymn  we  are  entirely  satisfied.  It  appears  in  two  different 
r  The  Gospel  Magazine  in  1777  ;  viz.  at  pp.  96  and  386.    At  both 

subscribed  "  J s  B n,"  and  dated  "  Cnester,"  where  Mr.  Boden 

:sident.  That  the  skeleton  si^ature  did  not  represent  the  name  of 
uld  appear  from  the  fact  that  his  acknowledged  composition—"  Bright 
verlasting  love,"  is  inserted  in  The  EvangeUcal  Magazine ^  in  August, 
the  open  signature  "  B ^n,"  as  on  the  former  occasion. 

Michael  Bruce,  pp.  97 — 106. 

n,  entitled  "  The  Millennium,"  which  we  have,  on  die  authority  of 
editor  of  Bruce's  poems,  placed  among  his  compositions,  has  Been 
T  assigned  to  him.  The  hymn,  with  some  slight  variations,  was  in- 
le  "  Scriptural  Translations  and  Paraphrases,'  issued  by  authority  of 
I  Assembly^  in  1745 — the  year  before  Bruce  was  bom.  1  ne  alterations 
inal  version,  there  is  every  reason  to  believe,  were  made  by  Logan. 

George  Burder,  p.  Z07. 

nission  Hjrmn  has  been  so  commonly  assigned  to  Mr.  Burder  by  col- 

.t  it  seems  necessary  we  should  justify  our  assertion  that  he  was  not 

The  hymn  first  appeared  in  the  collections^  in  1774.    Mr.  Burder 
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pubHilied  ft  ooUectioB  in  1781,  in  whidi  hft  htt»  inieitcd  time  hysM*  of  In  «■! 
compotidoo,  but  he  Iftji  no  oiiim  to  the  ftittl¥»whip  of  the  IXsnoMi  Hyan.  % 
his  ton,  the  Rev.  John  Biuder,  of  CUfton,  we  hft;ve  been  iulumied  dntt  hi  iiov- 
tain  liis  fiuher  was  not  the  author.  The  late  Rev.  Dr.  Houj  F« 
another  of  Mr.  Burder't  aont,  and  author  of  hia  "  Memobub**  bm  1 


testiinooy.    The  Dismiidon  Kyam 

and  Rer.  Walter  Shirley,  on  endenoe  wtkh 


Thomas  Campbell,  pp.  taj,  X94. 

•*  Wbea  Jordan  hoth'd  hk  ^ 


This  hymn  u  not  contained  in  Mr.  Campbdl's  poetical  works.    It ' 
poaed  far  him  in  early  life,  and  he  conk!  not  be  persuaded  to  indade  it  is  la 
GoUected  poems.     We  have  presented  the  compoMtSon  on  die  anthoiiiy  of  ov 

esteemed  friend,  Dr.  V^liam  Beattie,  the  poet's  biofrapher.    A  *-^ 

informs  us  that  in  one  of  the  coUectioos  it  is  ascribed  10  " ' 
1756." 


John  Cbknick,  pp^  138—136. 

Only  six  out  of  twdve  verses  of  Cennidc*s  hynm 
the  heavenly  King"  have  been  iioerted  in  the  test, 
sutjoined. 


-QOdtm^ 


CHILDRBN  of  the  hearenljr  Kbag, 
As  ye  Journey,  sweetly  ling ; 
Sing  your  Savioar's  worthy  prmise, 
Glorious  in  His  worlu  and  ways  1 

We  are  travelling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  rathers  trod ; 
They  are  nappy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  aee. 

Glory  be  to  Jesus*  name. 
Glory  be  to  Christ  the  Lamb ; 
Through  Thy  blood  were  we  redeem'd. 
When  we  Justly  were  condemned. 

O  ye  banished  seed,  be  tt^d  I 
Christ  our  Advocate  is  nude ; 
Us  to  save,  our  flesh  assumes ; 
Brother  to  our  soul  becomes. 

Shout,  ye  Kttle  flock  and  blest ; 
You  on  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest ; 
There  your  seat  b  now  prepared, 
There'b  your  kingdom  and  reward. 

lift  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light, 
Zion  s  city  Is  in  sight ; 
There  our  endless  home  shall  be. 
There  our  Lord  we  soon  shall  see. 


Fev  Bot,  hredSrcB  { Joyfld  1 
On  the  border*  of  yoor  tand ; 

ie<u\  Christ,  voor  Father's  &m, 
lidi  you  unduunayed  gc  on. 

Lord  I  obe<!Bent]y  wc  go, 
Gladlyleaving  ad  below : 
Only  Thou  oar  Leader  be. 
And  we  stOI  win  fellow  TiMel 

For  Thee  all  thimn  w<e  fbrsaks^ 
We  in  better  woii3d  partake; 
We  to  greater  blevstngs '. 
Unto  J^rs  for ' 


Thither,  Lord,  us  quickly  briK 
There  we  witii  Thy  boat  wiH  afiig; 
Safdy  haven'd  once  in  bfisa. 
We  wiU  praise  Thy 

DaOy  OS  prepare  SMd  ftt. 
On  Thy  holy  ihroae  to  sit ! 


More  and  more  adorn  Thy  seed. 
Meet  to  trhanpli  with  our  Head. 

Seal  ovr  kyve,  oar  laboors  end. 
Let  us  to  Thy  bUas  ascend ; 
Let  us  to  Thy  kkwdota 
Lord,  we  h)og  to  be  at  h 


JOSBPH  COTTLB,  pp.  XSJ— 155. 

On  the  authority  of  the  late  Dr.  Leifchild,  we  have  ascribed  to  Joseph  Cotde 
the  hymn  commencing  "  From  every  earthly  pleasure."  This  is  an  error.  ^  The 
Rev.  Dr.  Belcher  has  shown  that  the  author  was  the  late  Rev.  EUd  Davis,  u 
American  minister.  We  ouote  Dr.  Belcher^s  statement  concerning  Mr.  Daris 
and  his  hymn : — "  About  tne  vear  1824  we  became  acquainted  with  this  yoasc 
man,  the  son  of  a  gentleman  wno  held  in  the  Church  he  served  the  offioeof  a  dea- 
con and  who  was  also  the  schoolmaster  of  John  B.  GoiM;h,  the  popular  lecturer  00 
temperance.  Soon  after  that  period  we  commenced,  for  the  voang  people  of  our 
congregation,  a  monthly^  magazine  in  manuscript,  prepared  ctuefly  by  tae  yoof 
people  themselves.  While  studying  for  the  ministiy,  Cliel  Davis  ofitoi  wrote  Mr 
the  Mutual  Insirucfar,  and  among  other  papers  was  the  hyan  '  Ff 


earthly  pleastui;.'    The  editor  of  a  popular  London  magarine  pnyniC  as 
wc  showed  it  to  him,  and  he  was  so  well  pleased  with  it,  that  hi  OQfMd  It 
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own  periodical :  and,  having  thus  attracted  the  attention  of  hjrmn-collectors,  part 
of  the  composition  has^  appeared  in  hymn-books  both  in  Europe  and  America. 
Certainly  neither  its  writer  nor  first  editor  imagined  the  honour  to  which  it  was 
destined.  We  are  sorry  to  say  that  in  early  life  our  talented  friend  was  suddenly 
called  from  his  labours  to^  his  eternal  rest,  not,  however,  without  several  years* 
sucoessfuMabour  in  the  ministry  of  Divine  truth." 

WlLUAM   COWPBR,  pp.   XS7 — 166. 

"  God  mores  in  m  mysterious  way." 

This  hymn  was  composed  by  Cowper,  during  a  solitary  walk,  at  a  period 
when,  according  to  Mont^mery,  he  was  "  in  the  twilight  of  departing  reason." 
Another  account  of  the  origin  of  the  hymn  is  given  by  Dr.  Belaier.  He  states 
that  the  mentally-afflicted  poet  had  conceived  it  was  the  will  of  the  Supreme 
tiiat  he  should  perish  by  his  own  act  in  the  river  Ouse.  He  ordered  a  post- 
chaise,  and  instructed  the  driver  to  convey  him  to  a  particular  spot  by  the 
river's  bank.  The  driver  having  failed,  after  a  long  search,  to  discover  the  place, 
Cowper,  who  believed  that  at  that  spot  only  was  he  permitted  to  deprive  himself 
of  life,  ordered  the  driver  to  proceed  homeward.  On  reaching  his  house,  he  sat 
down  and  composed  the  hymn.    This,  we  agree  with  the  editor  of  Notes  and 

gueries  (No.  343)  is  an  evident  perversion  of  the  story  related  by  the  poet 
mself,  as  to  his  orderinga  man  to  drive  him  to  the  Tower  AVharf,  intending  to 
throw  himself  into  the  Thames,  and  abandoning  the  intention  on.  finding  the 
wharf  pre-occupied. 

"  Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord.  I  flee :" 

This  hymn  was  composed  by  Cowper  in  his  retirement  at  Huntingdon,  in  1765,  on 
hi»  recovery  from  his  first  and  severest  mental  attack. 

Jambs  Gborgb  Dbck,  pp.  X79— zSa. 

The  Rev.  Josiah  Miller,  in  his  recent  work  on  the  "  New  Congregational 
Hymn-book,  supplies  some  particulars  respectinff  the  personal  history  of  this 
esteemed  hjrmn  writer.  Mr.  Deck  served  as  an  officer  in  the  Indian  army.  He 
returned  from  India  to  Briuin  in  1835.  In  1843  he  began  to  minister  to  a  con- 
grc^tion  of  Plymouth  Brethren,  at  Wellington,  Somerset.  He  subsequently 
resided  at  Weymouth,  and  in  1853  emigrated  to  New  Zealand.  His  work,  "  Joy 
in  Departing,  is  a  memoir  of  the  conversion  and  last  days  of  the  son  of  a  brother 
officer,  whose  dying  testimony,  in  his  fourteenth  year,  evinced  the  experience  of 
the  advanced  believer.  Mr.  Deck  has  Issued  several  works  in  connection  with  his 
denomination.  In  the  "  Wellington  Hymn-book,"  1857,  there  are  twenty-seven 
hjrmns  from  his  pen,  and  seventeen  others  in  a  volume  entitled  **  Hymns  and 
Spiritual  Songs,"  edited  by  John  U.  ScobelL 

David  Dickson,  pp.  X87— 189. 
"  O  mother  dear,  Jenisalem." 

A  Latin  hymn  of  the  eighth  century,  commencing  "  Urhsheata,  Hierusalcm" 
has,  like  Dies  Irte,  proved  the  foimdation  gf  several  interesting  modem  composi- 
tions. A  manuscript  quarto  volume  in  the  British  Museum,  No.  15,225,  contains 
(p.  7a)  a  hymn  of  twenty-six  stanzas,  entitled  "  A  Song  mad  by  F.  B.  P.  to  the  tunc 
of  Diswa.  Fourteen  verses  of  this  composition  have  been  published  by  Sir  Roundell 
Palmer,  in  his  "  Book  of  Praise."  There  is  no  date  atuched  to  it,  but  there  is 
evidence  to  show  that  it  was  not  written  prior  to  1616.  Dickson's  hymn  is  so  far 
a  variation  on  the  Museum  version,  but  extends  to  thirty-six  additional  st.inzas. 
From  the  expression,  "  Our  Ladie,"  which  occurs  in  the  latter,  it  would  appear 
to  have  been  composed  by  a  Roman  Catholic  Dickson  had  probably  seen  the 
Museum  copy  in  the  form  of  a  tract,  and,  admiring  its  strain,  had  adopted  it  as  the 
foundation  ol  a  hymn  for  Protestants.  His  version  was  printed  in  a  broadsheet. 
In  a  valuable  paper  in  Excttsior,  a  religious  serial,  the  ingenious  writer  traces 
die  original  conception  of  the  hymn  to  St.  Augustine.  See  Exctlsior,  Lond., 
s854,^roL  L,  pp.  367—376. 
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The  Rev.  Dr.  Hondus  Bonar  bu  edited  Didcaoo't  hjmm, 
a  valuable  introduction.    IKckton  pubUabed, 
Explication  of  tbe  Psalms,"  in  three  sepaia 
'*  "mith's  Victory  over  Error  ;**  Glasgow*  lamo  :  and  "  True 
Poem.**    In  tbe  last,  an  address  to  tbe  reader  is  contained  in  tbase 

*'  Siam  Chrisr*!  fair  troth  aceds  no  nore  ai^ 
Take  this  rude  aoiv  hi  hatter  part." 

A  volume  of  his  "  Select  Practical  Writings  "  was  issued  by  n  Cooumitee  of  Ar 


General  Assembly  of  the  Free  Church  of  Scotland,  in  ^Bak.  A  memoir  of  the 
author  is  prefixea.  A  sketch  of  his  life  and  writings,  by  the  Rev.  Robert  Wodrav. 
accompanies  an  edition  of  "  Truth's  Victory/*  puuubed  in  X764. 

I1ie  second  version  of  the  Jerusalem  hymn,  presented  in  the  text,  is  transcribed 
from  Williams  and  Boden's  collection  (i8ox).  It  is  there  described  as  banif 
been  copied  from  the  EckingioH  CcUtcticm.  As  stated  in  the  text,  the  te 
rendering  of  the  hymn  in  its  modem  form  is  contained  in  Burltiit's  "Helpiad 
Guide  to  Christian  Familia."    We  append  Mr.  Burkitt's  version. 

Stretch  forth,  reach  down ' 

And  cause  me  to  i 
Where  cc 


AadSabl 


(cnn. 


have  no  < 


OLvdt 


JBRUSALBM 1  mj  happv  hone. 
When  shaS  I  come  to  theel 

When  shall  my  bboors  hare  aa  eadt 
Thy  \cj%  waea  shaD  I  sec  I 

Thy  Kstes  are  richlv  set  whh  pearls, 

Mott  iriorioiis  to  behold ; 
Thy  wan«  arc  all  of  precious  stone. 

TYkf  streets  are  pared  whh  gold. 

Thv  f^vdens  and  thy  picannt  firuits 

CTontinually  are  p«en ; 
So  sweet  a  M^ht  by  hunuui  eye 

Has  never  yet  been  seen. 

If  he4Tcn  be  thu*  kIotious.  I^rd. 

Why  must  I  keep  from  thence  f 
Wh.it  folly  ik't  that  mikes  nio  loth 

To  die,  and  ^m  from  hence  T 


John  Dryden,  pp.  209,  2x0. 

"Creator  Spirit,  by  whose  aid." 

In  almost  every  collection,  Dryden's  hymn  appears  in  an  incorrect  form.  It 
is  a  succes>ful  efflirt  of  the  poet  to  clothe  in  an  English  dress  the  well-knovn  Lstk 
hymn,  "/Vwi,  Creator  Spiritus."  'I1ie  original  has  been  erroneoa<«Jy  attributed  to 
the  Emperor  Charlemagne.  It  was  pronihly  composed  by  Ambrose  of  .Miba, 
who  flourished  in  the  fourth  ccntui^.  Archbishop  Trench  remarks  that  the 
original  hymn  was  iLsed  by  the  Komish  Church  at  tne  creation  of  popes,  ami  the 
translation  of  the  relics  of  saints.  In  a  modified  form  it  i&  tued  by  the  Church  0^ 
En^bnd,  at  the  coronations  of  princes,  the  consecration  of  tMshops,  the  celebcv 
tion  of  synods,  and  on  other  important  occasions. 


When  wfit  Thou 

O  come,  my  L.otd 

Come,  nearer,  aeare.. 

1^01  wcB  when  Thon  art 


Mr  dear  Redeemer  b  above: 

Him  wiO  I  go  to  see ; 
And  all  my  friends  in  Christ  helo* 

Shall  koun  come  after  we. 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

O  bow  I  l»n|;  for  taec  ! 
Then  slull  my  Uboun  hare  an  end. 

When  once  thy  joys  1 


Charlotte  Elliott,  pp.  918 — 223. 

"  My  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet  I* 

This  hymn  of  Miss  Elliott  has  been  inaccurately  included  in  "  Posthmnoo* 
and  other  Poems,  by  Charlotte  Elizaibeth"  (1846;.  It  appears  in  two  of  Mia 
Elliott's  acknowledged  works. 

"  O  holy  Saviour,  Friend  unseen  I" 
This  hymn  was  contributed  by  Miss  Elliott  to  the  "Invalid's  Hymn-book' 
(X834). 

"  My  God  and  Father,  whUe  I  stray :  "^ 

This  excellent  composition  originally  appeared  in  the  appendix  to  die  "  Invafid's 
Hymn-book  "  (1835).  In  Miss  Elliott's  *^  Hours  of  Sorrow  **  (1863),  >t  is  reprinted 
with  the  exception  of  the  last  stanza.    The  stanra  so  omitted  is  as  fdJows  :— 

"  Then,  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  prayer  oil  mix'd  with  tears  before; 
I'll  sin  '  upon  a  happier  shore — 

•Thy  will  be  done.*" 
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Sir  Robsrt  Grant,  pp.  946—951. 

vmns  of  Sir  Robert  Grant  have  been  frequently  attributed  to  hts  brother. 
Lord  Glenelg.  Dr.  Belcher  has  described  the  brothers  as  one  and  the 
iiyidual.  Lord  Glcneig  communicated  to  us,  some  time  before  his  death, 
us  wish  that  full  justice  might  be  done  to  the  memory  of  his  gifted  brother, 
ithor  of  these  hymns.    His  lordship  died  in  Febnuuy,  x866. 


Rbginald  Hbber,  D.D.,  pp.  991 — 996. 
"  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains." 

allowing  letter,  addressed  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Raffles,  of  Liverpool,  to 
'ell  Mason^  the  celebrated  American  composer,  supplies  some  interesting 
ITS  respecting^  the  origin  of  Heber's  "  Musionary  Hymn."    The  manu- 

the  hynm  is  in  the  possession  of  Dr.  Raffles'  family. 
er,"  writes  Dr.  Rafnes,  "  then  rector  of  Hodnet,  married  the  daughter  of 
ipiey,  rector  or  vicar  of  Wrexham,  in  North  Wales.  On  a  certain  Satur- 
came  to  the  house  of  his  father-in-law,  who  resided  at  the  rectory  or 
,  to  remain  over  Sunday,  and  preach,  in  the  morning,  the  first  sermon 
Kched  in  that  church  for  the  Church  Missionary  Soaety.  As  they  sat 
ng  after  dinner  in  the  evening,  the  dean  said  to  Heber,  '  Now,  as  you  are 
uppose  you  write  a  hymn  for  the  service  to-morrow  morning.'  Immedi- 
took  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  wrote  that  hymn,  which,  had  he  written 
else,  would  have  immortalized  him.  He  read  it  to  the  dean,  and  said, 
at  do  ! '  '  Aye,'  he  replied  ;  '  and  we  will  have  it  printed  and  distributed 
:ws,  that  the  people  may  sing  it  after  the  sermon.'  '  But,'  said  Heber, 
t  tune  will  it  go  f  '  Oh,'  he  added,  '  it  will  go  to  "  'Twas  when  the  seas 
ring."'  And  so  he  wrote  in  the  comer,  at  the  top  of  the  page,  '  'Twas 
:  seas  were  roaring.'  What  that  tune  is  I  do  not  know,  but  it  may  be 
certained.    The  hymn  was  printed  accordingly,  and  from  the  file  of^  the 

obtained  the  manuscript. 

ve  seen  another  version  of  the  story  of  the  hymn,  which  states  that  it  was 
Sunday,  iSiQf  and  that  it  was  for  a  sermon  in  aid  of  the  Society  for  the 
tion  of  the  Gospel  in  Foreign  Parts.     I  cannot  vouch  for  the  correctness 

'  I  tell  the  tale  as  'twas  told  to  me.' 
only  correction  in  Heber's  manuscript  occurs  in  the  seventh  line  of  the 
tanza,  where  he  had  originally  written  *  The  savage,  in  his  blindness,' 
t  altered  to  'The  heathen,  in  his  blindness.'  Below  Die  stanzas  is  written 
:  '  A  hymn  to  be  sung  in  Wrexham  Church,  after  the  sermon,  during 
iction.' " 


Ottiwell  Hsginbotham,  pp.  997 — 999. 

e  again  indebted  to  the  Rev.  Josiah  Miller  for  some  biographical  parti- 
Mr.  Heginbotham  was  bom  in  1744.  About  the  year  1769,  he  was 
ly  a  majority  of  members  to  the  pastorate  of  a  Congregational  Church  at 
;  but  the  minority  having  protested,  his  settlement  was  deferred.  Seve- 
i  having  elapsed  without  the  ppspect  of  a  re-union,  the  neighbouring 
;  advised  that  Mr.  Heginbotham^  settlement  should  be  proceeded  with, 
iccordingly  ordained  to  the  minbtry  at  Sudbury,  on  the  90th  November, 
his  event  was  followed  by  a  separation,  the  minorityelecting  another 
ind  forming  themselves  into  a  new  congregation.  These  contentions 
ibtressed  Mr.  Heginbotham,  who  fell  into  consumption.  He  died  in 
lis  24th  year. 


Robert  Herrick,  pp.  306,  307. 

k's  Litany  to  the  Holy  Spirit  is  one  of  the  many  modem  compositions 
on  the  Dies  Ira  of  TKomas  de  Celano. 


1 

1 


670 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 


Jambs  Montgombry,  pp.  4x5 — 4ax. 

Mr.  Montgomery  repeated  his  ycnion  of  the  serentv-secoiul  Psalm,  at  tke  doie 
of  a  speech  at  a  missionary  meeting  held  in  the  Wesleyan  chapd,  UTexpool,  oa 
the  X4th  April,  ^S^^.  Dr.  Adam  Clarke,  who  presided,  begged  the  iMffw^Hyt, 
and  inserted  it  in  his  "  Commentaries  "  in  connection  with  the  psalm.  In  the  ra- 
lowing  June,  Montgomery  published  his  version  in  the  "  Songs  of  Sioo."  The 
hymns  enUtled  "  Glory  to  God."  "  Good  Tidinp,"  and  "  The  Prepaiatioo  of  the 
Heart,"  were  originally  contributed  to  Cotterul's  Collection  (1819).  "Prayer* 
was  contributed  to  the  Rev.  John  Bickersteth's  Collection  (1819).  The  hjnm, 
"  On  opening  a  place  for  worship,"  was  composed  fior  the  occasion  of  layimig  dbe 
foundation-stone  of  St.  George's  church,  Shemeld,  July  9th,  z8ax. 

John  Morrison,  D.D.,  pp.  430,  43X. 

Since  the  text  was  printed,  we  have  learned  some  further  paiticolan  fT^if^ti^ 
the  personal  hbtory  of  Dr.  Morrison.  He  was  bom  in  the  county  of  Aberdeca, 
in  1749.  He  studied  for  the  ministry,  and  was  eariy  distinguished  for  his  abfficy 
and  learning.  In  1780,  he  was  ordained  to  the  nastoral  care  of  the  pamk  of 
Canisbay,  Odthnesshire.  Under  the  ^gnature  of  "  Musaeus,**  he  had,  in  ojrly  fife, 
contributed  verses  to  the  Edin^rgk  Weekly  Magtuine,  and  he  was  caoseqiMBtly, 
on  the  recommendation  of  the  Rev.  John  Logan,  placed  on  the  Geaeial  AsseaUjr's 
committee  for  preparing  the  Church  Paraphrases.  He  is  understood  to  have 
composed  parapon^es  19th,  21st,  a9th^3oth,  and  35th,  and  to  have  written,  coa- 
joinuy  witn  Logan,  Nos.  27  and  28.  Those  hymns  which  we  have  reprodnced  m 
the  text  are  paraphrases  30th  and  19th.  The  latter  is  founded  on  a  hymn  of  Dr. 
Watts  (See  Watts's  Hymns,  Book  1.,  Hymn  13).  Dr.  Morrison  died  in  the  naase 
ofCanbbay,  on  the  12th  ^une,  1798.  In  the  text  we  have  inaccurately  staled 
that  his  death  took  place  m  1799. 

Thomas  Olivbrs,  pp.  450—452. 

"  The  God  of  Abraham  praise." 

In  1770,  Olivers  visited  John  Bakewell,  at  Westminster.  During  his  visit  be 
happened  to  attend  the  Jews'  syna^offue,  and  was  so  much  impressed  with  the 
grandeiu-  and  solemnity  of  the  musicsJ  service,  that  on  his  retiun  to  his  friaxfs 
house  he  composed  this  hymn,  suited  to  the  music  which  he  had  heard.  He 
afterwards  C2illed  on  Signor  Leoni,  the  Jewish  priest,  and  obtained  from  him  a 
copy  of  the  ancient  mclodjr,  to  which  he  nad  written.  Olivers  received  a  preadi- 
ing  appointment  to  Nottingham,  in  August,  1770,  and  there  remained  tvo 
years.  While  resident  at  Nottingham,  he  printed  the  original  edition  of  this 
hymn.  It  bears  the  imprint,  "  Nottingham :  Printed  by  S.  Cresweli,  Book- 
•eUer." 

Alkxandbr  Pops,  p.  462. 

Pope's  celebrated  ode,  "  The  Dying  Christian,"  is  founded  on  a  poem  com- 
posea  by  the  Emperor  Hadrian  on  his  death-bed,  a.d.  X38.  The  emperor's  com- 
position begins—  .....  ,  wi    ^  i 

"  Anunula  va^la  bUndula, 
Hospes  comesque  corporis.'* 

Thomas  Flatman.  a  poet  of  the  seventeenth  century,  composed  a  venaoa  of  the 

poem,  which  Pope  hacl  evidently  seen.    It  begins  thus — 

"  When  on  my  sick-bed  I  languish. 
Full  of  sorrow,  full  of  aiuniish  ; 


Into  the  regions  of  eternal  night ; 
Oh  tdl  me,  you 
That  have  been  long  below. 
What  shall  I  dof 
What  shall  I  think  when  cruel  death  appears. 
That  may  extenuate  my  fears  f 
Methinks  I  hear  some  gentle  nirit  say, 
Be  not  fearful,  come  away,  etc?* 


NOTES.  67 1 

Robert  Robinsok,  pp.  479—481. 

"Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every  blessing.** 

^ous  Tract  Society,  and  Mr.  C.  H.  Spurgeon,  in  their  recently  pub- 
inals^  have  attributed  this  hymn  to  the  Countess  of  Huntin^on.  In 
to  his  compilation  Mr.  Spurgeon  acknowledges  that  both  in  respect  of 
hip  and  textual  purity  of  his  selected  hymns,  he  has  mainly  reUed  on 
ity  of  Mr.  Daniel  Sedgwick,  bookseller.  Sun  Street,  Bishopsgate. 
ick  has  stated  his  sentiments  respecting  the  authorship  of  the  hymn  in 
ial  publications.  As  the  question  is  of  interest  to  every  student  of 
und  of  no  inconsiderable  public  importance,  we  purpose  to  enter  into 

pvick  b  owner  of  a  volume  of  Charles  Wesley's  "  Hymns  and  Sacred 
iblished  in  1749,  which  contains  on  a  fly-leaf  five  manuscript  stanzas  of 
c,  of  which  the  three  former  form  the  hymn  usually  ascribed  to  Mr. 
The  volume  is  inscribed  on  the  title-page,  "  Diana  Bindon,  1759."    It 
that  this  inscription  proves  that  the  volume  was  at  the  date  1759  the 
Mrs.  Bindon,  otherwise  Mrs.  Bindon  Blood,  nie  Miss  Vandeleur,  an 
snd  of  Lady  Huntin^on.    Mr.  Sedgwick  maintains  that  the  manuscript 
also  in  the  handwnting  of  Mrs.  Bindon.  who  had  copied  them  (he  be- 
I  the  original  MS.  of  the  countess.     He  holds  that  the  stanzas  were 
about  ten  years  before  the  written  date  on  the  title-page,  and  that 
:omposed  at  that  period  by  the  countess,  she  being  moved  thereto  by 
-se  events  in  her  family.    At  the  period  to  which  he  refers,  Mr.  Robin- 
apprentice  and  unconverted. 

'  wntten  date  on  Mr.  Sedgwick's  volume  is  1759.  That  date  is  attached 
idon's  name.  No  doubt  Mrs.  Bindon  placed  her  name  upon  the  volume 
of  making  purchase  of  it.  The  writing  on  the  fly-leaf,  it  is  therefore 
to  conclude,  took  place  in,  or  subsequent  to,  1759,  when  the  volume 
ed  from  the  bookseller. 

inson's  h3rmn  was  printed  at  Norwich  in  1758,  a  year  before  Mrs. 
ms  to  have  made  purchase  of  her  volume.  But  Mr.  Sedfl;wick  pointed 
)n  his  first  discovery — to  the  finct  that  the  MS.  contained  five  stanzas, 
Robinson's  hymn  has  no  more  than  three.    And  the  additional  stanzas. 


"  Oh  that  day  when,  freed  from  sinning, 

I  »hall  see  Thy  lovely  face  ] 
Clothed  then  in  blood-washed  linen. 

How  I'll  sinf;  Thy  sovereign  grace ! 
Come,  dear  Lord,  no  longer  tany. 

Take  my  raptured  souiaway ; 
Send  Thy  angels  now  to  carry 

Me  to  realms  of  endless  day. " 

gwick  had,  like  the  Presbyterian  Jfrxxrif^r'f  correspondent,  arrived  at 
most  favourable  to  all  the  five  stanzas.  In  Notes  and  Queries  (Dec. 
le  suggests  that  Robinson  hod  plundered  the  first  three  stanzas  from 
itingdon.  This  theory,  he  adds,  is  more  reasonable  than  that  Lady 
»n  should  have  adopted  Robinson's  verses.  Not  so,  according  to  his 
t  admission.  For  Mr.  Sedgwick  has  been  forced  to  acknowledge 
ian  Messenger^  June,  z86i)  that  the  fifth  verse  of  his  MS.  is  a  literal 
)n  from  Cluu-les  Wesley  !  ("  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems,"  vol.  ii. 
1749.)  So  he  has  proved  the  writer  of  hb  MS.  to  be  either  a  deliberate 
or  the  victim  of  one  I  That  plagiarist  was  not  Lady  Huntingdon, 
various  editions  of  her  hymn-book  the  three  stanzas  of  the  hymn  as- 
Robinson  are  inserted  only.  Nor  did  her  ladyship,  according  to  Mr. 
(  more  matured  iudgment,  compose^  the  fourth  or  donerel  stanza 
>ve.  It  was,  he  thinks,  "  made  by  Miss  Vandeleur  herself,  in  order  to 
the  fifth  verse,  and  so^  form  a  link  between  her  two  favourite  poets.** 
tntire  narrative  respecting  the  MS.  crumbles  into  nought. 
1  now  adduce  direct  testimony  in^  fevour  of  Mr.  Robinson's  claims, 
f  his  life  have  been  published  by  his  nephew,  the  Rev.  WilUam  Robin- 
nabridge.    There  is  in  that  reverend  gentleman's  possession  "  a  Cburch 
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book,"  which  belonged  to  Mr.  Robinson,  and  which  contains  a  catalogue  of  Ui 
woriu  up  to  the  year  i78i<    The  three  following  extracts  refer  to  his  contribotkas 
to  sacred  verse.     "While  R.  was  among  the  Methodists,  the  Rer.  Geoigt 
Whiteiield  published  eleven  hynms  composed  by  him  for  a  fiist-day  (1757).* 
"  Mr.  Wheatley,  of  Norwich,  published  a  hymn,  beginning, 

*  Come.  Tbou  Fount  of  erery  trfrwlng.—* 

since  reprinted  in  the  hymn-books  of  Messrs.  Madan,  Wesley,  Gillbfd,  kc 
(1758)."  "  A  Christmas  hymn,  set  to  music  by  Dr.  Randall,  and,  with  the  aoKS 
engraven  on  a  copper-plate  half-sheet.     It  begms — 

Mighty  Cod,  while  anfels  bless  Thee.*  etc 

(1774).'* 
These  entries  are  in  Mr.  Robinson's  own  handwriting.    This  a  pftnred  by  Ins 

biographer.     The  accuracy  of  Robinson's  claim  to    the  hymn  poblisbed  m 

177^  is  admitted.    The  truthfulness  of  the  first  entiy  is  attested  by  the  fux  that 

Whitefield  did  publish,  in  1757,  "  Eleven  Hymns  for  a  Fast-day,    wfa^  he  de* 

scribes  in  the  preface  as  from  "  an  unknown  hand,"  the  hymns  being  sent  to  Um 

by  Robinson  anonymously.     If  these  two  statements  have  been  correctly  ande, 

there  is  a  strong  probability  that  the  third  u  well-founded.    Mr.  RobinMa  was 

residing  at  Norwich  in  1758,  the  date  at  which  Mr.  Wheatley  published  this  byflu. 

Till  ue  alleged  discovery  of  Mr.  Sed^^wick,  the  hymn  has  imiversaUy  been  ss> 
cribed  to  Mr.  Robinson,  and  never,  m  a  sinsle  instance,  to  the  Countess  dt 
Huntinedon.  We  have  now  before  us  "  A  Collection  of  Hymns  adapted  to 
Public  Worship,**  third  edition,  1778,  in  which  Mr.  Robinson  is  named  as  the 
author.  This,  let  it  be  observed,  was  while  Lady  Huntingdon  lived,  when  her 
ladyship  or  her  friends  had  an  opportunity  of  correcting  the  ascription  of  it,  had 
it  been  erroneous. 

The  learned  biographer  of  Lady  Huntingdon  positively  repudiates  the  ascrip- 
tion of  this  hymn  to  her  ladyship.  We  quote  from  a  letter  we  have  received  from 
that  gentleman  : — "  I  expressed  an  opinion  to  Mr.  Sedgwick  several  years  ago," 
writes  Mr.  Seymour,  "  and  this  opinion  I  have  repeated  to  him  at  intervals,  that 
I  do  not  believe  Lady  Huntingdon  wrote  the  hymn  in  question.  Now,  after 
mature  investigation  and  a  close  examination  of  all  the  facts  on  both  sides  I 
firmly  adhere  to  the  opinion  that  the  hymn  was  not  composed  by  the  countess." 
On  the  other  hand,  the  nephew  of  Mr.  Kobin.<M>n  advances  a  i)ositive  claim  on  his 
behalf.  His  memoir  of  Mr.  Robinson  has  indeed  appeared  since  the  commence- 
ment of  the  present  controversy.*  But  in  1807,  Mr.  Benjamin  Flower,  editor  of 
the  Cambridge  Intelligencer,  included  the  hymn,  along  with  that  commencing 

"  Mighty  God,  while  snivels  bless  Thee."  etc 

in  Mr.  Robinson's  miscellaneous  works,  then  i>ublished  under  his  superintendence. 
See  Robinson's  "  Miscellaneous  Works,"  vol.  iv,  pp.  346,  7.  Harruw,  1807, 4  vob. 
8vo. 

And  Mr.  Dyer,  in  his  memoirs  of  Mr.  Robinson,  published  in  1796,  just  six 
years  after  his  decease,  writes  as  follows : — 

"  By  a  letter  which  our  author  received  at  this  period  (1784)  from  his  esteemed 
friend  Dr.  Kippon,  editor  of  Tfu  Baptist  Register  ^lxA  of  a  hymn-book,  it  appein 
that  one  or  two  hymns  in  that  collection  were  composed  by  Robinson.  These 
had  appeared  before  in  Dr.  Evans's  and  George  Whiteficld's  hymn-books,  and 
were  written  by  him  when  among  the  Methc»dists  :  one  is  well  known  and  much 
admired  by  the  Methodists  and  such  as,  in  contradistinction  to  the  nc/^MM/ dis- 
senters, call  themselves  evangelical.     It  begins  thus : — 

•  Come,  Thou  Fount  of  c%'ery  ble$»n|f . 

Tune  mine  heart  to  Mnj;  Thy  grace  ; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing;. 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise.* 

"  There  is  also  a  Christmas  hymn  in  the  same  strain,  which  was  set  to  nnisk 
by  his  respected  friend  Dr.  Randall,  Profess<»r  of  Music  in  the  University  of 
Cambridge."  See  "  Memoirs  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  R.  Robinson,"  by  George 
Dyer,  late  of  Emmanuel  College,  Oimbridge.     Lond.,  1796,  8vo. 

There  is  a  universal  tradition  among  the  members  of  ^e  Baptist  Church,  Cam- 
bridge, that  Mr.  Robinson  was  author  of  the  hymn.    An  aged  deacon  of  die 

*  Select  Works  of  Rev.  Robert  Robinson,  edited  by  Rer.  Williun  Robinson.   18S1. 
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i  communicated  to  Mr.  A.  C.  Hobart  Scvmour,  Ladv  Huntingdon's 
,  that  his  grandfather,  who  was  one  of  Air.  Robinson  s  own  deacons, 
I  down  in  his  family  that  the  hymn  was  composed  bv  his  pastor.  In 
rical  Sketches  of  Hymns,"  the  Rev.  Dr.  Belcher  relates  a  narrative, 
bearing  on  Mr.  Robinson's  claims,  we  shall  present  entire.  The 
octor  states  that  he  received  it  from  a  descencuint  of  one  of  the  par- 
led  in  it.  "In  the  latter  part  of  his  life,"  writes  Dr.  Belcher,  "  wnen 
ion  seemed  to  have  lost  much  of  his  devotional  feeling^,  and  when  he 
I  habits  of  levity,  he  was  travelling  in  a  stage-coach  with  a  lady,  who 
ved  he  was  well  acquainted  with  religion.     She  had  just  before  been 

hymn  of  which  we  are  writing,  and  asked  his  opinion  of  it — as  she 
erly  do,  as  neither  of  them  knew  who  the  other  was.  He  waived  the 
d  turned  her  attention  to  some  other  topic :  but  after  a  short  period 
ed  to  return  to  it,  and  described  the  benefits  she  had  oftin  derived 
rmn,  and  her  strong  admiration  of  its  sentiments.  She  observed  that 
lan  was  strongly  agitated,  but,  as  he  was  dressed  in  coloured  clothes, 
pect  the  cause.  "Diis  garb  Robinson  was  compelled  to  assume  in  tra- 
wherever  he  was  known,  he  was  pressed  to  stay  to  preach.  At  leneth, 
;rcome  by  the  power  of  his  feelings,  he  burst  into  tears,  and  said, — 

am  the  poor,  unhappy  man  who  composed  that  hymn  ;  and  I  would 
sand  worlds,  if  I  had  them,  to  enjoy  the  feelings  I  then  had.' "  To 
ive  we  attach  no  undue  importance  as  a  matter  of  evidence*;  but  it 
spect  of  truth. 

lobiason's  recent  "  Memoirs,"  there  is  a  letter  of  his,  bearing  date, 
3,  1766,  in  which  he  writes,  "Who  could  tell  you  I  was  an  author! 
;onsist  of  eleven  hymns,  which  Mr.  Whitefteld  printed  ;  besides  these  I 
d  nothing."  He  refers  of  course  to  the  eleven  hymns  formerly  noticed, 
on  of  reference  to  the  hymn  of  1758  has  furnished  a  ground  of  argu- 
[r.  Sedgwick.  Mr.  Robinson  did  not ^rint  the  hymn  in  question  ; 
ted  by  Mr.  Wheatley.     But,  though  tne  denial  had  been  emphatic, 

denial  invalidate  a  subsequent  acknowledgment  ? 
pvick  has  latterly  changed  his  course  of  argument.  He  has  discovered^ 
icates  to  Notes  and  Queries,  that  Mr.  Robinson  did  write  a  hymn 
(lat  which  he  attributes  to  Lady  Huntingdon  ;  and  so  he  now  exempts 
he  charge  of  directly  appropriating  her  ladyship's  verses  1  The  hymn 
isigns  to  Mr.  Robinson  begins — 

"  Hail,  Thou  Source  of  every  blessing." 

tsition  has  not  been  traced  beyond  Mr.  Bickersteth's  Psalmody,  18^3, 
ig  atuchcd  to  the  first  line  in  the  index  of  that  work.  No  doubt  Mr. 
1  meant  Robinson  by  the  abbreviated  symbol :  but  as  he  has  likewise 
illLims's  "  Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Jenovah  "  to  Mr.  Robinson,  and 
very  many  blunders  in  his  statement  of  authors,  his  authority  need 
discussed. 

ent  controversy  took  origin  in  1858.  A  queiv  on  the  subject  of  the 
cribed  "  D.  S.,"  which  appeared  in  Notes  ana  Queries  {yo\.  v.,  p.  171), 
Td  by  Mr.  Sedgwick,  who  ascribed  the  hymn  to  Lady  Huntmadon. 
r  of  the  controversy  since  has  just  been  stated.  We^  trust  that  it  has 
,  and  that  no  further  attempt  will  be  made  to  do  injustice  to  the  me- 
e  of  the  most  ingenious  of  our  sacred  poets. 

Walter  Shirlxv,  pp.  498 — 502. 

onal  history  of  Mr.  Shiriey  has  hitherto  been  imperfectly  known.  To 
Hobart  Seymour  we  are  indebted  for  the  following  particulars  of  his 
\/ir.  Shirley,"  writes  Mr.  Seymour,  "took  a  conspicuous  part  in  the 
es  of  his  day.  His  visits  to  the  London  residence  of  his  relative,  Lady 
n,  brought  him  into  intimate  relation  with  the  leaders  of  the  Methodists. 
cd  his  conversion  to  the  Rev.  Henry  Venn^  and  delighted  to  describe 
tiis  '  son  in  the  gospel.'  He  became  one  of^  Lady  Huntingdon's  chap- 
ntered  couraseousfy  into  the  career  which  the  great  Methodists  around 
gun.  The  dergy  of  the  metropolis  proceeded  to  exclude  him  from 
-s,  and,  though  carefully  conforming  to  established  rules,  he  became 
;  the  object  6?  reproach. 

X   X 
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"  Mr.  Shiriey  possessed  an  active  intellect,  a  fenrent  heart,  and  ao  dnpoc 
style.  He  went  forth,  preaching  with  remarkable  success  at  Bath,  Brirbtan,  Bm' 
tol^  and  Norwich,  and  at  many  places  in  Ireland.  He  xubsequently  obcaiaed  the 
G\ing  of  Loughrea,  county  Galway ;  but  the  hostility  of  his  ecclesia»tica]  supaiors 
still  continued  to  embEurass  him.  He  met  the  oppositions  with  a  magnamiay 
defiance.  Dr.  Cope,  tnshop  of  Clonfert,  warned  him  to  lay  aside  his  '  eatxpboa- 
able  doctrines/  and  threatened  to  '  proceed  in  the  most  eflectua]  manner  to  sop- 
press  all  such.'  He  answered  pmrnptly,  '  Menaces,  my  lord,  between  geatlcaea. 
are  illiberal :  but,  when  they  cannot  Ix  put  into  execution,  they  are  contempdble.* 
He  enumerated  his  doctrines,  and  showed  that  they  were  not  eaceptraaaUe. 
'  He  preached,*  he  said,  'justification  by  faith  alone,  the  Divinity  of  Christ,  the 
I'rinity,  regeneration,  the  full  assurance  of  faith  as  the  privilege  of  God's  b^er- 
ing  people,  whereby  they  know  that  their  sins  are  forgiven  them  for  Christ's  sake, 
and  the  necessity  of  good  works  as  the  fruits  of  faith.'  'These.' he  added,  'are  the 
doctrines  which  I  must  and  will  preach,  in  defiance  of  the  whofo  world.*^  Mr 
Shirley  expressed  himself,  in  conchision,  desirous  of  the  friendship  of  the  faisbop, 
while  nis  lordship's  conduct  to«cutl  him  should  be  such  as  is  '  due  to  a  gcotleoao 
and  minister  of  Christ ;  but,'  he  adds,  '  I  see  no  necessity  for  saboittng  to  be 
trampled  on  by  the  first  man  in  the  kingdom.' 

^  "  Mr.  Shirley  numbered  among  his  friends  Whitefield,  Romaine,  Veaa,  Ber- 
ridge,  Toplady,  the  Wesleys.  and  many  others,  with  whom  he  zealovsly  oxipe- 
rated  in  revivmg  the  snirit  of  evangelic^  religion.  His  son,  the  btte  Rev.  Walter 
Shiriey  .father  of  the  late  bishop  of  Sodor  and  Man',  was  for  some  years  a  sac* 
cessful  preacher  in  Dublin  and  other  parts  of  Ireland." 

WfLLIAM    SHRrBSOt.K,   Jl'X.   pp.  503 — 506. 

^  Two  compositions  of  Mr.  Shnibsolc  have  been  x«icribed  to  others.  The  mis- 
tionary  hymn,  beginning  "  Bright  as  the  sun's  meridian  blaze,**  was  assi^joed  to 
the  Rev.  Alatthcw  Wilks,  minister  of  the  Tabernacle,  London,  who  died  m  1889. 
The  compilers  of  the  New  Congregational  Hymn-book  had  ascertained  the  actual 
writer,  and  have  attached  his  name  to  a  mutilated  version.  The  errooeoos 
ascription  of  the  hymn  to  Mr.  Wilks  has.  however,  been  revived  by  Mr.  Miller, 
in  his  recent  work.  Mr.  Shrubsole's  hymn,  commendi^  "  >^'hen  streaming  fitn 
the  eastern  skies,"  has  been  ei\-en  by  nymnists  to  Sir  Robert  Grant,  whose  own 
compositions  have  been  ascribed  in  turn  to  Lord  Glenelg. 

Mrs.  Simpson',  pp.  507 — ^50^ 

In  •'  Hvmns  for  Christian  Worship,"  lately  published  by  the  Religioos  Tmct 
Society.  Mrs.  Simpson's  popular  hymn,  beginning  "  uo  what  the  moraiag 
shineth,"  is  attributed  to  Lord  CariLsle. 

For  many  years  this  hymn  appeared  in  the  collections  in  association  with  the 
names  of  various  female  writers.  At  length  a  correspondent  of  Sfites  amd  Qmriei 
announced  in  that  serial  June  15th.  i860',  that  he  had  discovered  the  actual  • 
author  in  the  person  of  the  Eart  of  Carlisle.  The  diuovery  was  accepted,— the 
name  of  Lord  Carlisle  was  entered  in  the  hymn-books,  and  his  loitlship  was 
enrolled  among  the  noble  contributors  to  the  British  L>Te.  When  his  lordship 
died,  in  1865,  several  metropolitan  journals  adverted  to  the  eminence  of  the  de- 
parted peer  as  a  sacred  poet.  One  memoir  of  the  eari  specially  adverted  to  him 
as  author  of  the  hymn  **  On  Prayer." 

When  a  member  of  Lord  Carlisle's  family  communicated  to  the  proprietor  of  a 
London  newspaper,  her  belief  that  the  deceased  nobleman  was  not  the  author  of 
the  hymn,  some  original  assertors  of  his  lordship's  claims  proceeded  with  redoo- 
bled  energy  to  Pror^  their  affirmations.  A  collection  <rf"  hymns  turned  up,  con- 
taining a  cohiposition  commencing  "  Lord,  when  we  creation  scan,"  to  whidi 
was  attached  the  name  of  "  Carlisle."  The  hymn  was  pronounced  to  be  another 
production  of  the  deceased  nobleman. 

At  this  stage  of  the  discussion  the  editor  of  the  present  work  was  informed  of  the 
alleged  discovery,  and  was  not  a  little  surprised  to  learn  that  his  fnend  Mn. 
Simpson's  hjrmn  was  so  dealt  with  by  hymnologists.  This  hymn,  the  editor  has 
ascertained,  was  orisinally  contributed  by  Mrs.  Simpson  to  The  EdimharHt  Lite- 
rmry  Journal,  which  was  edited  by  her  brother.  Mr.  Henry  Glasford  BelL    It 
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Lppeared  in  the  pages  of  that  serial  on  February  26,  1831.  It  was  included  in  her 
ronime,  entitled  "  April  Hours''  <'Edin.  1838,  x6nio).  When  this  volume  was 
made  known  to  the  hyninists,  they  discovered  the  omission  of  a  stanz.i  in  Mrs. 
Simpson's  oritnnal,  and  hence  iirocecdc'l  t»  contend  that  the  hymn  had  ccrt:iiiily 
Iseen  completed  by  the  earl.  It  proved  otherwise.  The  stanza,  it  was  found 
liad  appeared  in  the  original  copy,  and  had  been  simply  omitted  in  the  volume. 

The  hymnists  did  not  reiidily  yield  their  {losition.  Lord  Carlisle  hiivi»t^ 
■Ui  itten  the  hymn  bet^nning  "  Lord,  when  we  creation  scan,"  was,  thev  ni.iiii- 
tauned,  still  entitled  to  an  honourable  place  in  British  hymnody.  But  his  lurdship 
^id  mot  compose  this  lyric.  The  writer  is  the  late  Dr.  lames  Dacre  Carlyle, 
Congregational  minister  at  Woolwich.  A  blundcrinj;  collector,  in  transferring 
the  hymn  from  the  doctor's  volume,  had  spelt  his  name  "  Cuiisle^* ! 

Charles  Wesley,  pp.  594—618. 

The  Jntigment  Hymn  of  Charles  Wesley,  p.  618,  is  one  of  the  most  effective 
renderings  of  the  celebrated  Dies  Irtr,  by  Thomas  de  Cclano.  It  con»>tiaited 
fart  Second  of  a  hymn  in  three  parts,  entitled,  "  Thy  Kinc^dom  Come,"  pul>- 
Eshed  by  Wesley  in  nis  "  Hymns  of  Intercession  for  all  Mankind,"  1758. 

Another  rendering  of  the  Dies  Tnr,  comi)oscd  in  the  same  striking  measure,  was 
published  by  the  Rev.  John  Cennick,  in  1752.     It  proceeds  as  follows: — 

LO  !  He  coBcth.  counilcs-s  tnirapeti 

Blow  before  rhe  t>loi:>dy  si^n, 
Mi4it  ten  thoiiMn<l  s.unb>  ami  niiifcls. 

See  the  gluritied  shine. 
Halleluiuh  f 


Wekonie,  welcome  bleeding  I^niab. 

Now  His  merit  by  the  h.irpers 

Through  the  etcni-il  doep  r«.*siMjnf1s ; 

Now  resplendent  .shine <  His  n:ul-ptiatj», 
Every  ere  vh,dl  sue  His  wnuniLi ; 

They  whi>  pierced  H:m 
Slull  at  Htb  Appearance  wail. 

Every  island,  «ea,  and  mountain. 

Henvcn  and  e.>rth  bhall  flee  away ; 
All  who  tiate  Him  iiiait  n<'h\nied 

Hear  the  trump  pr^H-.lann  the  day : 
Come  to  Jud^nent. 

Stand  before  the  Sf^n  of  m.iii. 


Now  who  love  Him  view  His  Rlory, 
Shining  in  His  bruised  face ; 

His  dtsir  jMrrstm  on  the  rainbow. 
Now  His  people's  head  shall  nii-^e. 


Happy  mourners  I 
Now  in  clouds  He  comes.  He  comes. 

Now  redemption,  lonif  expected, 
See  in  solemn  pomp  appear ; 

AH  His  neoi>le,  once  despisv<l, 
Now  shall  meet  Htm  in  the  air. 

Hallehti:ih! 
Now  the  priunised  kingdom's  come. 

Wf.yr  Him  sniilin-^,  now  detemiin'.-'l 

Iv^cr}'  v\\\  to  destmy  : 
All  the  nations  now  •^hall  ><ing  Him 

Songs  of  everListini'  jiiy. 
O  come  qiiiL-kly. 

Hallelujah,  come.  Lunl,  come! 


In  1760,  the  Rev.  Martin  Madin  compiled  a  Jtuigmfnt  Hymn,  by  an  .tii.tI- 
camation  of  the  compfisititms  of  Wesley  and  Cennick,  Madan,  it  will  be  rcui.-.rked, 
has  adapted,  with  few  alter.itions,  the  first,  second,  and  fourth  stanzxs  of  Wesley, 
jmd  the  third  and  fifth  verses  of  Cennick.     His  cento  proceeds  as  follows  : — 

Now  redemption,  long  expected. 
See  in  sulcmn  pi)mp  appear ; 


LO!  He  comes  with  clouds  de<:cending. 
Once  for  favour'd  siniioni  •>l-iin  ; 

Thousand,  thousand  samts  attr.-iidiog. 
Swell  the  triumph  of  His  tr<iin : 

Hallelujah  ! 
Hallehijah,  Amen ! 

Every  eye  shall  now  behold  Him, 

Robed  in  dreadful  majesty  : 
They  who  set  at  noui;ht  and  sold  Him, 

Pierced  and  nailed  Him  to  the  tree. 
Deeply  wailing. 

Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

Every  island,  sea,  and  mountain. 
Heaven  and  earth  shall  flee  away ; 

All  who  Inte  Him  must.  confounr(c<i. 
Hear  the  trump  proclaim  the  day ; 

Come  to  judgment ! 
Come  to  Judgment,  come  away  I 


All  His  saints,  by  man  nrjected. 
Now  sh-ill  meet  Him  In  the  air; 

H.-tUcluiah ! 
See  the  day  of  (K>d  appear  I 

Answer  Thine  f>wn  Bride  an<l  Spirit ; 

Hasten.  Lord,  the  ifeneral  diHim  : 
Thi:  new  heaven  and  e-irth  t'  inherit. 

Take  Thy  pinini;  exiles  home : 
All  creation 

Travails,  gr<^ms,  antl  bids  Thee  come. 

Yea.  Aiucn !  let  all  adore  Thee, 
Hii;h  I  in  Thine  ex:dted  throne  ! 

Saviour,  take  the  iKiwer  and  glory: 
Claim  the  kingiloms  for  Thine  own : 

O  come  quickly! 
Hallelujah !  come,  Lonl,  come  ! 


About  1758,  Thomas  Olivers  published  a  hymn  on  tlie  Last  Judgment,  com- 
mencing— 

"  Come,  immortal  Kini;  of  glory. 
Now  in  nuijesty  appear ; 
.  *  Bid  the  natiims  Ntand  before  Thee, 

Each  hLs  Anal  doom  to  hear ; 

Come  to  juil^inent. 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  cmie." 

X   X   2 
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OliTen  composed  for  his  hymn  the  tune  Helmsley,  To  the  twenty  stannt.  of 
wluch  it  was  originally  composed,  be  afterwards  added  sixteen  othen.  In  its  aev 
form,  the  fourth  stanza  pnxxeded  : — 

"  Lo  1  He  comes  with  cloods  descendini; : 
Hark,  the  trump  of  God  is  blown. 
And  the  archangel's  roice,  attending. 
Makes  the  hu^h  procession  known. 

Sons  Of  Aoam. 
Rise,  and  stand  before  your  God.* 

The  umilarity  of  the  stanza  and  the  use  of  a  line  of  Wesley's  compontioa  kne 
led  many  collectors  to  assign  the  original  of  these  versions  of  the  Judgment  Hyau 
to  Olivers. 

The  following  is  believed  to  be  a  correct  list  of  the  poetical  works  of  the  Rev. 
Charles  Wesley.  Several  volumes  in  the  list  were  issued  in  connection  with  his 
brother  John. 

A  Collection  of  Psalm^  and  Hymns.     1738. 

Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.     1739. 

Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.     1740. 

A  Collection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns.     1741. 

Hymns  on  God's  Everlasting  Love.     1741. 

Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.     1743. 

An  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Robert  Jones,  Esq.,  etc     174a. 

Hymns  lor  the  Nativity.     1744. 

Hymns  for  Times  of  Trouble  and  Persecution.     1744. 

A  Collection  of  Moral  and  Sacred  Poems,  from  the  most  celebrated  EikS^ 

Authors,  3  vols.      [Vol.  iii.  contains  23  original  hymns  and  poems  by  John 

and  C.  Wcsley.1     1744. 
A  Confession  of   Faith,  sung  by  all  the  Brethren  and  Si&ters  at  the  geacral 

LovcTeast,  September  4th,  1744,  in  the  Tabernacle,  London.     1744. 
Funeral  Hymns.     i7|4- 

Hymns  for  Times  of  Trouble  for  the  Year.     1745. 
Hymns  for  the  Lord's  Supper.     1745. 
Hymns  for  those  that  seek  and  those  that  have  Redemption  in  the  Blood  of  Jcso 

Christ.     1746. 
Hymns  for  Ascension  Day.     1746. 
Hymns  for  our  Lord's  Resurrection.     1746. 

Hymns  of  Petition  and  Thanksjjivingfor  the  Promise  of  the  Father.    1746. 
Hymns  for  the  Public  Thanksgiving-Da^,  October  9,  1746. 
Gloria  Patri,  etc.;  or,  Hymns  to  the  Trinity.     1746. 
Graces  before  and  after  Meat.     1746. 
Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems,  2  vols.     1749. 
Hymns  for  New  Year's  Day.     1750. 
Hymns  occasioned   by  the  Elarthquake,    March   8th,    1750.     Second  Edition, 

enlarged.     1756. 
An  Epistle  to  the  Reverend  Mr.  John  Wesley,  by  Charles  Wesley.  Presbyter  of 

the  Church  of  England.     1755. 
An  Epistle  to  the  Reverend  Mr.  George  Whitefield,  by  Charles  Wesley,  AM. 

1755-  . 

Hymns  for  the  year  1756,  particularly  for  the  Fast- Day,  Felxiiary  6th,  1756. 

Hymns  of  Intercession  for  all  Mankind.     1758. 

Funeral  Hymns.     1759. 

Hymns  on  the  Expected  Invasion.     1759- 

Hymns  to  be  used  on  the  Thanksgiving  Day,  November  39th,  1759,  and  after  »t 

Short  Hymns  on  Select  Passages  of  the  Holy  Scriptures.     1762. 

Hymns  for  Children.     1763.    The  second  edition  ;i768:  is  entitled,  "  Hynmsfi* 

Children,  and  others  of  Riper  Years."    It  does  not  contain  any  additi»»» 

hymns. 
Hymns  on  the  Trinity.     1767. 

Hymns  for  the  use  of  Families  and  on  various  Occasions.     1767. 
Hymn  on  the  death  of  the  Rev.  George  Whitefield.     1770. 
An  Elegy  on  the  late  Reverend  George  Whitefield,  M.A.,  who  died  September 

30th,  1770,  in  the  56th  year  of  his  age  :  by  Charles  Wesley,  M.A    1771. 
Preparation  for  Death  in  several  Hymns.     1772. 
A  nayer  for  the  Life  of  the  Rev.  John  Wesley.     1778. 
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Hymns  written  in  the  Time  of  the  Tumulu,  June,  1780. 

Hymns  for  the  Nations  in  1782. 

Prayers  for  Condemned  Malefactors.     1785. 

Of  this  remarkable  list  of  publications  in  sacred  verse,  some  occupy  onlv  a  few 
pages,  others  are  volumes  of  considerable  bulk.  The  work  entitled  "  Short  Hynms 
on  Select  Passages,  etc.,"  contains,  in  the  ftrst  edition,  no  fewer  than  2146  com- 
positions. Besides  these  works  solely  confined  to  sacred  i)oetry^  C.  Wesley  has 
published  hymns  in  the  following  prose  works,  issued  h^  himself  and  his  brother 
John : — "  A  Short  View  of  the  Difference  with  the  Moravian  Brethren  "  .  1 74 1  ■ :  stjr 
Atymns.  "A  Word  in  Sexson  "  11745)  :  /7tv  kymns,  A  Word  to  a  Protestant" 
(1747; :  three  kyiMtts.  "  Sermon,  the  Catholic  Spirit"  (1755} :  fine  hymn.  "  Reasons 
against  a  Separation  from  the  Church  of  England  "  (1758  :  ser'en  hymns,  entitled 
**  Hymns  for  the  Use  of  the  Methodist  Preachers."  Manv  hymns  by  Charles 
Wesley  have  been  published,  since  his  death,  in  Methodist  Magazines  and  other 
periodicals,  besides  hb  version  of  nearly  the  whole  of  the  Psalms  of  David,  edited 
oy  Rev.  H.  Fish,  1854. 

The  following  selections  from  his  other  works  were  issued  by  Charles  Wesley. 

A  Collection  of  Hymns.     1742. 

Hymns  for  the  Watchnight.     About  1750. 

Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs,  intended  for  the  use  of  real  Christians  of  all 
denominations.     1753. 

Hymns  for  those  to  whom  Christ  is  all  in  .ill.     1761. 

Select  Hymns,  w^iih  tunes  annexed,  designed  chiefly  for  the  use  of  the  people 
called  Methodists.     1761. 

A  Collection  of  Hymns  for  the  use  of  the  people  called  Methodists.  1780.  (Sup- 
plement, with  a  few  originals,  1831.} 

A  Pocket  Hymn-book,  for  the  use  of  Christians  of  all  denominations.     1785. 

Another  volume  with  the  same  title.     1787. 

A  Small  Pocket  Hymn-book  for  the  use  of  Children.     1788. 

Such  is  the  list  of  C.  Wesley's  published  works,  containing  sacred  verse  :  and  if 
we  take  into  account  that  upwards  of  aooo  hymns  from  his  pen  are  still  in  manu- 
script, it  will  be  admitted  that  such  capacity  in  the  composition  of  religious  poetry 
has  not  been  approached  in  any  age. 

Jonathan  Evans,  pp.  653,  654. 

"  Hark !  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy." 

The  authorship  of  this  hymn  has  not  been  fully  determined,  but  on  the  whole 
we  are  inclined  to  assign  it  to  Mr.  Evans.  It  first  appeared  in  Rippon's  Selec- 
tion {1787"',  where  its  origin  is  indicated  thus  "  F .  Consequent  on  the  ini- 
tial, collectors  at  first  attributed  the  authorship  to  the  Rev.  Benjamin  Francis, 
Baptist  minister,  Horsley,  Gloucestershire,  who  died  in  1799.  But  Mr.  Francis 
contributed  hymns  to  the  same  edition  of  Rippon's  Selection,  accompanied  with 
his  name :  and,  in  the  preface,  the  editor  awards  him  special  acknowledgements. 
Besides,  Mr.  Francis'  son  has  stated  that  his  father  never  mentioned  to  him  the 
hymn  as  his  composition.  Respecting  the  claims  of  Mr.  Evans,  there  is  a  tradi- 
tion at  Foleshill,  where  he  resided,  that  he  composed  the  hymn.  The  author- 
ship is  assigned  him  by  Dr.  John  Styles,  one  of  his  successors  iEviini;elical 

Magasine^  March,  1847).    The  indication  "  F ^,"  in  Rippon's  Selection,  was 

probably  intended  to  denote  Foieshill^  the  place  of  his  ministrations.  Mr. 
G.  L.  Withers,  the  present  Congregational  minister  at  Foleshill,  entcruins  an 
opinion  adverse  to  Mr.  Evans'  claims.  He  examined  a  manuscript  volume  of  Mr, 
£vans'  compositions  many  years  ago,  and  his  impression  is  that  it  did  not  conuiin 
this  particular  hymn. 

Countess  of  Hltntingemjn,  pp.  654,  656. 

*•  Oh,  when  my  righteous  Judg^e  shall  come." 

This  hymn,  which  we  have  ascribed  to  Lady  Huntingdon,  at  Mr.  Seymour's 
suggestion,  first  appeared  in   the  fourth  edition  of  her  hymn-book,  published 
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about  ^^^^.  It  u  the  second  part  of  a  composition  on  the  Judement-dav,  the  foraer 
of  whicn,  consisting  of  five  stanzas,  begins  "We  soon  shall  bear  toe  midmi^ 
cry. 

Martin  Madan,  pp.  656—658. 

"  Come,  Thon  almighty  King." 

This  hymn,  wluch,  on  the  authority  of  Mr.  A.  C.  Hobart  Seymour,  we  have 
placed  in  connection  with  our  biographical  notice  of  Mr.  Madan,  has  bem  attri- 
Duted,  in  Mr.  Spurgeon's  hymn-book,  to  Charles  Wesley.  That  ascription,  we 
believe,  originated  with  Mr.  Sedgwick.  The  hymn  was  first  published  ia  • 
four-paged  tract,  in  conjunction  with  one  by  Mr.  Wesley  for  use  on  a  particulir 
occasion.  The  tract  was  reprinted  with  an  additional  hymn  by  Charles  Wesley, 
and  appended  to  Whitefield's  Collection,  sixth  edition  (1757^  As  two  hymns 
contained  in  the  tract  were  written  by  Wesley,  Mr.  Sedgwick  assumed  that  he 
also  composed  the  third,  llie  hymn  is  not  inserted  by  Wesley  in  any  of  his 
works.  In  1763  it  was  included  by  Mr.  Madan  in  the  appendix  to  his  collectioa. 
In  1764,  Mr.  Sniriey  communicates  to  Lady  Huntingdon,  in  a  letter  now  in  Mr. 
Seymour's  possession,  that  Mr.  Madan  had  given  him  **  permission"  to  use  die 
hymn.  "  This  fact,"  writes  Mr.  Seymour,  '*  though  it  docs  not  absolutely  prove 
the  authorship,  would  serve  to  show  that  Mr.  Madan  had  a  right  of  property  in 
the  hymn."  Mr.  Seymour  adds,  "  The  hymn  seems  to  have  been  written  for  the 
music  of  '  God  save  the  King  !'  Mr.  Madan  was  a  distinguished  musical  com* 
poser,  and  his  mother  and  sister  were  both  poetesses." 

"  Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme.* 

Though  we  have  placed  this  hymn  in  connection  with  Mr.  Madan's  name,  we 
would  offer  no  positive  opinion  as  to  the  authorship.  It  originally  appeared  in  the 
appendix  to  Mr.  Madan's  Collection  :i76y,  and  the  strain  appears  not  dissimilar 
to  that  of  "  Come,  Thou  Almighty  King.  The  subsequent  history  of  the  hymn 
is  sufficiently  illustrative  of  the  practices  of  collectors.  It  was  transferred  into 
the  Rev,  John  Langford's  Collection  .17731.  From  this  work  it  was  quoted  ia 
DobelKs  Selection  '1806'.  Subsequent  collectors  quoted  the  hymn  from  Madaa, 
Langford,  or  Dobcll,  till  1833,  when  the  appearance  of  the  Rev.  John  Bicker- 
stcth's  "  Psalmody"  led  to  a  more  precise  ascription.  Mr.  Bickersteth  placed 
the  names  of  his  authors  and  authonties  in  the  index  to  his  volume,  and  when 
the  space  was  insufficient  readily  to  admit  the  word  "  Collection  "  or  its  abbrcri- 
ated  form,  "  Coll.,"  he  was  content  to  omit  the  word  altogether.  Hence  "  Lang- 
ford  "  only  appears  opposite  to  the  hymn  under  discussion.  Mr.  Bickersteth  »as 
now  quoted  as  an  authority  for  assigning  the  hymn  to  a  Mr.  Langford.  and  the 
authorship  was  so  indicated  in  future  collections.  But  who  was  Langford?  Is 
Mr.  Spurgeon's  hymn-book,  he  is  described — "  William  I-angford,  1760."  r)r. 
William  Langford  did  not  write  hymns,  nor  does  any  other  hymn-wnter  ol  the 
name  occur  at  this  period. 

The  text  of  the  hymn  has  shared  the  uncertainty  in  which  hymntsts  have  in- 
volved its  origin.     It  is  printed  inaccurately  in  almost  every  collection. 

Thk  Hundredth  Psalm,  p.  660. 

This  version  of  the  hundredth  Psalm  has  been  assigned  to  different  authors. 
The  prevailing  opinion  has  hitherto  been  in  favour  of  John  Hopkin.s,  the  coad- 
jutor of  Thomas  Siemhold  in  preparing  the  Psalms  attached  to  the  Book  of 
Common  Prayer.  But  in  the  edition  of  the  "  Booke  of  Psalmes,"  pw^pared  by 
Hopkins  and  Stemhold,  and  published  in  1564.  another  version  is  inserted  as  the 
composition  of  Hopkins.  The  initials  "  T.  S.,"  supposed  to  mean  Thomas  Stem- 
hold,  arc  attached  to  the  present  version  in  a  Ps.-dter,  with  the  date  1561,  preserved 
in  the  library  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral.  In  the  "  Scottish  Psalter"  [i^^i",  the  initials 
"  W.  K."  arc  attached  to  the  composition.  These  are  intended  to  denote  William 
Kethe,  who  is  known  to  have  composed  versions  of  a  number  of  the  Psalms. 
Kethe  shared  the  exile  of  John  Knox,  at  Geneva,  and  afterwards  held  the  lirinj 
of  Okeford,  Dorsetshire.  Hopkins  was  a  clergyman  in  .Suffolk.  Sternhold  was 
Groom  of  the  Robes  to  Henry  VIII.  and  Edward  VI.  For  these  particulars  we 
are  indebted  to  the  Rev.  Josiah  Miller,  in  his  work  on  the  New  Congregational 
Hymn-book. 
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A  wriflyof  iiiiiup1»rled  ihmriei  hive  been  put  (grth  respectiiig  the  aulhoiihip 

of  this  hymn-    1i  origimdiy  apficAred  in  Rijqwn't  Svtvcuon,  j-^j.    There  the 

minubrly  marked'    Succeeding  coTLeclon  adopted  Ih^  hymn,  aliachbig  lo  it  the 


in  .788  :  but  thii  hymn  i, 

Mr.  kiAhLn  wa>  ."'fellow 
arty  Methodists.    A  peFS< 


Kirkh=in,«„ 
Dr.  jDieph  %ldiei 

elchcr  u  inclined  to  helLeve  thai 
Chjtla  Wnlcy  and 


the 


._. ._    .  .-[efieliT     Dr.  Alexander 

illeclion  (tin),  ascribes  the  hymn  to  -Keen,"    ELiuhclh 


ncenily,  Nir.  Dmiel  Sedgwick  taai,  »e  b 
the  Rev,  William  KinE&bury.  Mr.  ScdB»i< 
Founden  of  the  London  Alissionary  Sucie 
unmed  Dt,  Morison's  work,  but  have  fniLc 


H  HOPK 


This  composition,  ■ 

Vei«i°wnuen' Ju^KtheTnt^^'s  or"b.^[ireu,- bV  H. 
iimo).  The  preface  is  dated  Cambetwetl,  atid  the  vc 
published   by  subscription,     Mt,    Fletcher  seemj  to 


Sketches,   01  Thoughts   in 
Fletcher  lLond..iaj3, 

e  composed  onlv  four 


The  biogiaphical  pwliculan  intt ._, 

Frederick  fed^arf,  DitienlingmlnTiler  at  Harl™,  " 
may  be  fully  relied  on.     Mr,^ward  shows  ftom  the 


August,  1840,  .s  staled  in 


the   ten.     Miss  Elim  Flow 
own  hymni.  thotuh  I  have 
"Sijngs  of  the  Months/' pu 


l_ui  the  I9ih  Decet 
I  able'  to  ajct 


t  enarayed  upoi 
liedV  Novellu 


Thtffligh  the  ki 


[us.  Annk  Flowebckw,  p.  130. 

.  of  Dr.  Joseph  Gil,   of  St.  Neots,   we  learn  that  the 
luihor  of  the  Harvest  Hytnn  was  Alice,  not  Anne,  as 
naiea  m  me  .eii.    nirs.  Alice  Flowerdew  (according  10  Dr.  Ri.,  who  received 
hii inforrnalion  from  heigiandsan.  Mr.  J.  D,  McKeniie,  of  St.  Allans)  was  the 

Gvil  Service  at  Jamaica.    After  [ler  husband's  death,  Mrs.  FWetdew  kepi  a 
hool  for  young  bidlei,  first  at  Islington,  and  afterwards  ar  "        "^ 


ardioE'Sc} 


11  ipswi, 


Mangfbm.    Ht.  Langford  wi 


68o 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 


appointment  in  India.     We  have  made  repeated  application  to  members  oi  tk 
Langford  daanily,  in  Dublin  and  other  parts  of  Irelaod,  respecting  their  *•-—- — 
without  obtaining  the  desiderated  information. 


Robert  Robinson,  pp.  479  and  671-3. 

In  connection  with  Mr.  Robinson*s  claim  to  the  authorship  of  *'  Come,  Tboa 
Fount  of  e\*ery  blessing,**  we  have  received  the  following  m>m  the  Rev.  Jobs 
Thomas  Wigner  :— 

"  Grove  Lnn*^  Camhrrmell,  S.,  Ffi.  a,  1S67. 

"  Concerning  the  hymn,  '  Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every  Uessinz/  I  was  m  coo- 
pany  the  other  day  with  a  Christian  lady,  in  her  ei^ty-sccond  year,  n^  ctt 
remember  Robert  Robinson.  Her  grandparents  were  members  of  his  Qurd), 
and  were  very  intimate  with  him.  She  distinctly  remembers  their  telliag  ber. 
and  telling  otiiers  in  her  hearing,  that  Robinson  was  author  of  the  hymn,  aad 
that  in  answer  to  the  question  piit  by  them  'Are  you  the  author?'  he  said  be 


was. 

William  Shrubsols,  Sen.,  p.  503. 

We  have  inadvertently  ascribed  the  authorship  of  the  b3nnn  cornmcnriag 
"  Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake,**  to  the  Rev.  William  Shrubsole,  of  SheeraesB. 
It  was  written  by  his  son,  who  composed  a  number  of  hymns,  and  of  whoa  s 
memoir,  with  some  of  his  other  compositions,  is  given  in  the  text. 

Mrs.  Wilson,  p.  633. 

The  hymn  commencing  "  We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blessM "  (whick, 
in  the  alienee  of  more  authentic  information  at  the  time,  we  placed  under  the 
name  of  Mrs.  Wilson),  we  have  now  ascertained  was  composed  by  Mrs.  Eliza- 
beth Mills,  the  first  wife  of  the  late  Thomas  Mills,  M.P.  Mrs.  Mills  died  d 
consumption,  in  1829,  in  her  twenty-third  year.  She  wrote  the  hymn  a  few 
weeks  before  her  death,  and  presented  a  copy  of  it  to  her  relative,  Mrs.  J.  Cams 
Wilson.  This  excellent  lady  committed  the  verses  to  memory,  and  frequently 
repeated  them  during  her  last  illness.  In  a  memoir  of  his  wife  Mr.  Cams 
Wilson  inserted  the  hymn,  which  has  led  to  the  authorship  being  ascribed  to  her. 
Miss  Maria  Mills,  the  author's  sister-in-law,  has  kindly  fiuui^nl  us  with  a  traa- 
script  of  the  verses  from  the  original  MS.  This  we  subjoin.  We  must  expnss 
oiur  deep  regpret  that  we  have  not  succeeded  in  obtaining  additional  partkiilan 
of  Mrs.  Mills's  personal  history. 


"  We  speak  or  Heaven  ;  nyr  oh,  to  be  there  !"— ^rr.  C.  Bri^gn^  #« 

Pt.  cxix.  44,  p.  X16. 

Wr  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  bless'd. 
Of  tJiat  country  so  brif^ht  and  so  £air  ; 
And  o(t  are  its  glories  coofcss'd— 


But  what  tnuTt  U6€  tode  tfurt  I 

We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  firold. 

Of  Its  walls,  deck'd  wnh  Jewels  most  rare. 
Of  its  wonders  and  pleasures  untold — 

Bnt  "What  must  it  b€  to  bt  there  t 

We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 
From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care. 

From  trials  without  and  within— 
Bttt  what  must  it  be  tc  be  there  t 


We  speak  of  its  anthems  of  pralite. 

With  which  we  can  never  compare 
The  sweetest  on  earth  we  can  raue — 

But  what  must  itbeti>be  there  I 


We  speak  of  its  *frMr*  of  lot*. 
Of  the  r<>bes  which  the  ekvified     _ . 

Of  the  Church  of  the  fimboni  above— 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  thrre  I 

Then  let  us,  "midst  pleasure  or  woe. 
'Still  for  heanm  tmt  spirits  prepare: 
And  shortly  we  also  shaQ  know. 
And /eel,  what  it  is  to  be  there. 

f.ijzabeth  Mills,  ttn^ 


-b 


Butler  Or  Tanner,  The  Selm^od  Printing  Works,  Frmu,  mmd  Ltmdm, 


^4., 


i 


takiMi  from  the  I 
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